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PREFACE. 


The present style of novels is most 
piteously bewailed by those who are, 
or say they are, well affected to the 
cause of literature. Dinvolerie, tales 
Jit to frighten the nursery, German 
horrors, are the best language they 
give us. Whatever literary articles 
have been imported in the plague ship 
of German letters, I heartily wish 
were pronounced contraband by com¬ 
petent inspectors. But I really con¬ 
ceive that the present subjects of 
novels and romances, are calculate 1 
a 2 to 
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to unlock every store of fancy and of 
feeling. 1 question whether there be 
a source of emotion in the whole 
mental frame, so powerful or uni¬ 
versal as the feat * arising from ob¬ 
jects of invisible terror. Perhaps 
there is no other that has been at some 
period or other of life, the predomi¬ 
nant and indelible sensation of every 
mind, of every class, and under every 
circumstance. Love, supposed to be 
the most general of passions, has cer¬ 
tainly been felt in its purity by very 
few, and by some not at all, even in 
its most indefinite and simple state. 

The same might be said, a fortiori, 
of other passions. But who is there 
that has never feared ? Who is there 
that has not involuntarily remember¬ 
ed the gossip’s tale in solitude or in 
darkness ? Who is there that has not 

sometimes 
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sometimes shivered under an influence 
he would scarce acknowledge to him¬ 
self. I might trace this passion to a 
high and obvious source. 

It is enough for my purpose to 
assert its existence and prevalency, 
which will scarcely be disputed by 
those who remember it. It is ab¬ 
surd to depreciate this passion, and 
deride its influence. It is not the 
weak and trivial impulse of the nur¬ 
sery, to be forgotten and scorned by 
manhood. It is the aspiration of a 
spirit; “it is the passion of immortals,” 
that dread and desire of their final 
habitation. 

The abuse of the influence of this 
passion by vulgar and unhallowed 
hands, is no argument against its 
use. The magic book has indeed 

often 
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often been borne by a rude ignorant, 
like William of Deloraine, journeying 
from the abbey of Melrose with his 
wizard treasure. The wand and robe 
of Prospero have often been snatch¬ 
ed by Caliban; but, in a master’s 
hand, gracious Heaven! what won¬ 
ders might it work! 

1 have read novels, ghost-stories, 
where the spirit has become so inti¬ 
mate . with flesh and blood, and so 
affable, that 1 protest I have almost 
expected it, and some of its human 
interlocutors, like the conspirators in 
Mr. Bayes’s play, to “ take out their 
snuff-boxes and feague it away.” 
Such writers have certainly made ri¬ 
diculous what Shakespeare has con¬ 
sidered and treated as awful. 

Such have occasioned the outcry 

against 
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against converting the theatre of lite¬ 
rature into a phantasmagoria, and sub¬ 
stituting the figures of a German 
magic lanthorn, for those forms which 
are visible to “ the eye in ci fine fren¬ 
zy rolling .” But pace tantorum 

virorutn, I have presumed to found, 
the interest of a Romance on the pas¬ 
sion of supernatural fear, and on that 
almost alone. It is pitiful to depre¬ 
cate deserved and inevitable censure; 
every work must have faults, and the 
Reviewers are heartily welcome to 
mine. I am not insensible of praise, 
nor inaccessible, I hope, to animad¬ 
version. If youth, in acquaintance 
with literary habits, and the “original 
sin” of national dulness, be any mi¬ 
tigation of severity, critical, or eclec¬ 
tic , or of the cold and hitter blasts 

of 
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of the north, let this serve to inform 
my Readers, that I am four and twen-- 
ty, that I never had literary friend or 
counsellor, and that I am an Irishman 
of the name of 

Dennis Jasper Murphy. 


Dublin, 

December 15, 1806 . 
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INTRODUCTION. 


At the siege of Barcelona by the 
French, in the year 1697, two young 
officers entered into the service at its 
most hot and critical period. Their 
appearance excited some surprise and 
perplexity. Their melancholy was 
Spanish, their accent Italian, their 
names and habits French. 

They distinguished themselves in 
the service, by a kind of careless and 
desperate courage, that appeared 
equally insensible of praise or of dan¬ 
ger. They forced themselves intoa 
b all 
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all the coup de mains, the wild and 
perilous sallies that abound in a spi¬ 
rited siege, and mark it with a grea¬ 
ter variety and vivacity of character, 
than a regular campaign. Here they 
were in their element. But among 
their brother officers, so cold, so dist¬ 
ant, so repulsive, that even they who 
loved their courage, or were interested 
by their melancholy, stood aloof in 
awkward and hesitating sympathy. 
Still, though they would not accept 
the offices of the benevolence their 
appearance inspired, they were invo¬ 
luntarily, always conciliating. Their 
figures and motions were so eminently 
noble and striking, their affection for 
each other so conspicuous, and their 
youthful melancholy so deep and 
hopeless, that every one inquired, and 
sought intelligence of them from an 

impulse 


INTRODUCTION. 


impulse stronger than curiosity. No¬ 
thing could be learnt; nothing was 
known, or even conjectured of them. 

During the siege, an Italian officer, 
of middle age, arrived to assume the 
command of a post of distinction. 
His first meeting with these young 
men was remarkable. They stood 
speechless and staring at each other 
for some time. In the mixture of 
emotions that passed over their coun¬ 
tenances, no one predominant or de¬ 
cisive could be traced by the many 
and anxious witnesses that surrounded 
them. 

• As soon as they separated, the 
Italian officer was persecuted with 
inquiries about the strangers. He 
answered none of them; yet he ad- 
mitted that he knew circumstances 
sufficiently extraordinary relating to 
b 2 the 
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the young men, who, he said, were 
natives of Italy. 

A few days after, Barceiona was 
taken by the French forces. The as¬ 
sault was terrible ; the young officers 
were in the very rage of the fight; 
they coveted and courted danger; 
they stood amid showers of grape 
and ball; they rushed into the heart 
and.crater of explosions; they lite¬ 
rally “ wrought in the fire.” Thq 
effects of their dreadful courage were 
foreseen by all, and cries of recal 
and expostulation sounded around 
them on every side, in vain. 

On the French taking possession of 
the town, there was a general de¬ 
mand for the brothers. With diffi¬ 
culty the bodies were discovered, and 
brought with melancholy pomp into 
the commander’s presence. The Ita¬ 
lian 
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iian officer was there ; every eye was 
turned on him. 

There was an appeal in the general 
silence. The Italian felt and answer¬ 
ed it. “ No circumstances but these,” 
said he, “ in which I see those brave, 
unhappy men, would justify me in the 
disclosure I am about to make. I am 
acquainted with their name, and their 
countrv, and their misfortunes. The 
discovery cannot affect them now. 
They are for ever beyond the reach of 
shame or pain ; but for the living, 
who are not beyond instruction, the 
tale is intended, and to them may it 
prove useful.” At intervals which 
its length required, he related the 
following story. 


FATAL REVENGE; 


OR, 


the; family of montoriq. 

CHAP. I. 


Sxva Pelopis doraus. Horace. 
“ Pelops* cruel offspring.” 


About the year 1690, the family of 
Montorio, one of the most distinguished 
in Italy, occupied their hereditary seat, 
in the vicinity of Naples. To the tale 
of the strange fortunes of this family, it 
may be necessary to prefix a sketch of 
its character. 

It was marked by wild and uncommon 
features, such as rarely occur in those of 
more temperate climates. But in a coun- 

vol. i. b try 
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try, like the seat of these adventures, 
where climate and scenery have almost as 
much effect on the human mind, as habit 
and education, the wonder dissolves, and 
the most striking exhibition of moral 
phenomena present only the reflected 
consequences of the natural. 

The general idea of the Italian cha¬ 
racter was fully realized in that of the 
Montorio family; weak, yet obstinate; 
credulous, but mistrustful; inflamed with 
wild wishes to attain the secrets and com¬ 
munion of another world, yet sunk in 
the depth of both national and local super¬ 
stition. Their palaces were haunted by 
groups of monks, and magicians, and 
alchymists, and astrologers; and amid the 
most superstitious state of the country of 
superstition, the House of Montorio was 
distinguished by weak and gloomy cre¬ 
dulity. The character and habits of the 
present Count were, like those of his pre¬ 
decessors, singular. In the early part of 

his 
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his life, he had unexpectedly succeeded 
to his ancestorial wealth and honours, by 
the sudden death of their possessor and 
all his family. Shocked by such a con¬ 
currence of domestic calamity, the Count 
had precipitately quitted his castle, nor 
could he, till after a considerable time, 
prevail on himself to quit Apulia, and 
revisit it. When at length he returned, 
it was visible that the blow, which his 
spirits had sustained, was irrecoverable. 
He returned, accompanied by his Count¬ 
ess, his children, and a numerous retinue 
of attendants, and from that moment, the 
sight or sound of cheerfulness was banished 
from the walls of Muralto. The aged do¬ 
mestics, who had resided there in their 
lord’s absence, and to whom that absence 
had felt like their own exile, now saw 
with sorrow, that the change his return 
had produced was almost for the worse. 
The habits of the castle and its present 
possessor, recalled to their memory the 
b 2 former 
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former master, and the festivity of hap¬ 
pier days, threw a deeper shade over the 
stately gloom of the present. Of their 
former lord, they were lavish in commen¬ 
dation; and as it is the nature of enthu¬ 
siasm to remember only the virtues of the 
object it delights to praise, while they 
celebrated the excellences and graces of 
his character, they forgot that he had 
been jealous, violent, and vindictive, even 
beyond Italian irritability; that his credu¬ 
lity was without bounds, his rage without 
restraint, and his vengeance without re¬ 
morse. The many graces however of his 
person and mind, and the melancholy fate 
of a man who had suddenly died amid the 
most exquisite sensibility and enjoyment 
of domestic delights, drew a shade over 
the memory of his failings, and those who 
remembered him, remembered him only 
as the master whose eye poured forth 
benignity, and whose hand was lavish of 
bounty. 


To 
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To the remembrance of such days and 
characters, the present afforded a striking 
contrast. The Count, dark, silent, soli¬ 
tary, repelled all approach, retreated 
from all attachment; and when his at¬ 
tendants raised their eyes to his, it was 
said they saw an expression there which 
made them withdraw them, under an im¬ 
pulse of terror, intuitive and inexpress¬ 
ible. The temper of a master, however 
ungenial, soon pervades his household. 
The servants glided through the apart¬ 
ments with steps that seemed to dread their 
own echo; orders were communicated in 
whispers, and executed in silence; and 
the bells that summoned its inmates to 
rest or to religion, w T ere almost the only 
sounds heard within its walls. Sometimes 
this calm was suddenly and strangely bro¬ 
ken, and the Count, attended by his con¬ 
fessor, 'would often summon the family to 
attend him at midnight to the chapel, where 
they remained engaged in solemn and se¬ 
vere 
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re re acts of religion till morning; and 
often, under still more terrible agitations 
of mind, he would hurry the Countess and 
his family from their rest, and compel them 
to accompany him by night to Naples, 
from whence, after a short residence, he 
would return to his castle, to silence and 
to solitude. A conduct so extraordinary 
excited many comments ; but the recent 
misfortunes, and known character of the 
family, were a sufficient answer to these, 
and curiosity soon grew weary of a sub¬ 
ject that furnished nothing to gratify in¬ 
quiry. Besides, the Count had now arriv¬ 
ed at that period of life when a man is 
chiefly represented by his children; when 
the stronger features of a character are 
dimmed by the distance of retirement and 
rest—when declining ambition reposes 
itself amongst those for whom it has toiled, 
and the hopes and views of society are 
transferred to its young successors. 


Of 


THE FAMILY OF MONTOKIO. 7 

Of the Count’s numerous family, four 
sons, and four daughters, still survived. 
All of them partook of the peculiarities 
which marked their house, the two elder 
sons eminently. Amid the family group, 
the bold and original figure of the Count¬ 
ess stood alone. Her beauty still un¬ 
touched by time, her mind unimpaired 
by the weakness of her sex or country, sh'e 
yet seemed to share the dark despondency 
of her husband. But while the source and 
degree of their secret suffering appeared 
the same, their modes of sustaining it were 
strikingly different. His, v/as the gloom 
of a mind bowed by affliction;—hers, of 
a mind resolved to make affliction bow to 
it. He, was wild, dejected, and unequal; 
—she, calm, collected, and silent. But 
her calmness was evidently that of subdued 
pain; it was the calmness of one, who, 
stretched upon the rack, suffers not a 
groan to escape him. In the lower circles 
of domestic duty, she moved with a care¬ 
less 
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less absence, which was neither the absence 
of indolence nor of affectation; it was the 
abstraction of a mind obviously capable of 
higher occupations, and from which the 
discharge of common duties neither re¬ 
quired an effort, nor a suspension of its 
inward and peculiar operations. She per¬ 
formed the severest offices of religion, 
which her superstitious husband exacted 
from her, with the steady patience of one 
who submits to a remedy, but who expects 
not relief—with her children she took no 
comfort; from her husband she sought 
no counsel: whatever were her secret 
trials, she seemed bent to bear them, un¬ 
aided, unallied, and alone. She presented 
the image of a great mind sinking under 
calamity, but sinking without complaint 
or weakness, like Caesar falling at the base 
of Fompey's statue, but covering his face 
as he fell. 

Of her children, her daughters appeared 
the most beloved, and of her sons, the two 

younger. 
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younger, though the elder were confess¬ 
edly more the favourites of nature as well 
as of society. At Naples, the elder, the 
beautiful and dissipated Ippolito, was the 
delight of every assembly, the soul of every 
pleasure. Driven from retirement, from 
the gloom of the castle and its inmates, 
entitled by his rank to mingle in the first 
assemblies, and indulged by his father with 
a splendid establishment; Ippolito, plung¬ 
ing into all the voluptuous madness of 
Naples, seemed resolved to indemnify 
himself for the short restraint of his early 
years. All the rich assemblage of imagery 
that youth, talents, and sensibility can 
present, and flattery magnify and embel¬ 
lish, Ippolito sought to realize in his bril¬ 
liant and tumultuous career.. Thus the 
flame of genius, which should have been 
fed by close and inward cultivation, was 
wasted in wild and eccentric blazes, and 
society, with heedless selfishness, exhausted 
the powers in whose display it delighted. 
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Had this young man been instructed, 
either by nature or by habit, in the con¬ 
duct of his imagination, or the conquest 
of his passions, his being would have 
answered some better purpose than the 
delight of dissipation, or the example of 
a moral tale. Ippolito resembled his mo¬ 
ther in the graces of a person which re¬ 
vived the finished forms of classic anti¬ 
quity:—a face, warm with the rich tints 
of Italian beauty, a dark-brown complex¬ 
ion, over which the glow of conversation 
or of sentiment, the hurry of motion or of 
accident, spreada speaking crimsoneyes, 
whose lustre, sometimes softened, some¬ 
times deepened, as his dark locks were 
parted, or permitted to cluster over them, 
spoke sensibility in every change—fea¬ 
tures, over which the very soul of ex¬ 
pression hovered, in a thousand charms, 
mingled and mutable. Such was the form, 
that enclosed a mind bold, ardent, credu¬ 
lous, and volatile;—of which the reason 
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t*as as little under regulation as the pas¬ 
sions. He possessed talents, but he rather 
delighted in their display, than their ex¬ 
ercise —and that display was of the most 
fantastic kind. He loved to soar into the 
untravelled regions of thought, to raise 
the airy fabrics of fancy on vacancy, to 
enter on the very confines of intellect, 
and bend over the world of shadows and 
unreal forms. This mental malady was 
aggravated by indulgence till no proposi¬ 
tion struck him, but under the form of a 
paradox, no event interested him, unless 
darkened by a shade of mystery or adven¬ 
ture ;—but this intellectual obliquity was 
only partial, it was confined to his mode 
of apprehending, not of pursuing objects; 
for, when the direction of his mind was 
once discovered, by an artful application 
to its assailable part, its future progress 
might be ascertained without the least al¬ 
lowance for delay or deviation. Under 
this heated and irregular state of mind he 
v had 
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had embraced the study of astrology; a 
study of which none but those who have 
travelled know the influence, which is 
as general as it is violent, and under which 
foreign nobility are often known to main¬ 
tain a professional astrologer in their pa¬ 
laces, rather as an assistant of habitual 
knowledge, than a hidden agent of super¬ 
stition. On a mind like that of Ippolito, 
this pursuit operated with peculiar dan¬ 
ger; by pointing out, as the subjects of 
its study, some of the most striking ob¬ 
jects of.sense, it tempted a mind but too 
susceptible of impressions from such sub¬ 
jects. Few can resist the emotions inspired 
by the night-view of an Italian sky; a view, 
unfolding the Host of Heaven in lustre, 
magnitude, and number, never witnessed 
and never imagined in our cloudy and 
contracted hemisphere;—and few can cal¬ 
culate the awful solicitude to which those 
emotions swell, when the gazer thinks he 
beholds in those solemn objects the arbi- 
* ters 
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fers of his destiny, traces in their progress 
the mysterious movements of fate, and 
seeks from their position, a knowledge of 
those events, which all are alike solicitous to 
know, though conscious that their know¬ 
ledge can neither hasten nor retard their ap¬ 
proach, neither diminish their certainty, nor 
mitigate their inflictions. Al first, this study 
was confined to the more serious events of 
life; but in a short time, its influence 
became so extensive, that it mingled in 
the most trivial, even in those lighter mo¬ 
ments of which solemn thought is deemed 
an interruption. If this topic was alluded 
to, the laugh was hushed, the frolic sus¬ 
pended, and the giddy Ippolito became 
intensely thoughtful, or laboriously inqui¬ 
sitive. Of this a proof occurred shortly 
after his arrival in Naples, attended by 
circumstances somewhat peculiar. At the 
gay season of the carnival, when supersti¬ 
tion indulges her votaries with a remission 
of austerity, Ippolito was present at a 

masked 
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masked ball given by a Neapolitan of 
rank. On this gay evening*, every hour 
saw him a new character, and every cha¬ 
racter was marked by some frolic of 
levity, or some sally of wit. Through the 
gardens, which the softened lights, the 
foliage, the fountains, the invisible min¬ 
strelsy, and mingled moon-light, made to 
resemble the bowers of enchantment, he 
glided, sometimes as the shepherd of 
Guarini, and sometimes as the hero of 
Ariosto; he now attracted the multitude 
by a spontaneous burst of eloquence and 
song, and now entertained a female mask 
with the most animating gallantry—at 
length, weary of frolic, he assumed the 
habit of a domino, and mixing among 
the groups, endeavoured to receive the 
amusements he had so lavishly afforded. 
In a short time his attention was arrested 
by a mask who had hovered around the 
whole evening, apparently unconnected 
with any party. The dress and figure were 
4 fantastic 
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fantastic, even beyond the licence of a 
mask; it had united the characters of a 
gipsy and an astrologer, under an em¬ 
blematic habit; its mask depicted a coun¬ 
tenance wild and haggard, and its language, 
unlike the quaint jargon of the place, was 
sombrous, solemn, and unusual. This mask 
had frequently approached Ippolito du¬ 
ring the evening, yet when he attempted 
to address it, abruptly turned away. But 
its language and gesture were inviting, for 
it sometimes sung, and sometimes scat¬ 
tered among the groups, the following 
lines:- 


I. 

Agents of this earthy sphere, 

Now on joy's bright billow swelling, 
Now pent in misery's murky dwelling, 
The sport of hope, the prey of care— 
But wildly anxious, still, to know 
The mystic current's ebb and flow, 
Attend my song, my skill revere, 

List to believe, and pause to hear— 


ii. 
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II. 

'Tis mine to bid life's colours glow, 

To swell its bliss, or sooth its woe ; 

From doubt's dim sphere, .bid shadows fly, 
And people void futurity.;— 

To sooth pale passion's feverous dream, 

To feed ambition's lurking flame, 

Chastise proud joy with menaced ill, 
Fierce pain, with promised pleasure, still,. 
Till hope wears, 'mid the mimic strife^- 
The tints of truth, the forms of life. 


hi; 

Nor wants me source the skill to gain 
That mocks at nature's bounded reign—* 
Where ocean beats against the sky, 

Beyond their mingling bounds I fly, 

And all amid the wheeling spheres 
I read their viewless characters— 

Those waning forms, so wan and pale,. 

That thwart the moon, all dimly sail, 

To the wrapt eye that reads, unfold 
More than to mortal may be told— 

Anon I wing the waste of night, 

Arrest the comet in his flight, 

And shoot upon his burning wing, 

And round my spells of wonder fling. 

Agents 
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Agents of this lower sphere 

List to believe, and pause to hear.-- 

The festivity was now closing, and the 
masks dispersing, and amid the last mur¬ 
murs of departing gaiety, this mask 
again approached Ippolito;—he turned, 
it paused, and when it spoke, its voice 
was tremulous and hesitating.—“ Youth/* 
it said, “ thy favourable star presides to¬ 
night.’*—“ I have as yet experienced but 
little of its influence,” said Ippolito, with 
careless gaiety: “ I have sought amuse¬ 
ment, and found only weariness and dis¬ 
appointment. I have sought nectar on 
the lip of a Kebe, and been almost 
stifled with the scent of diabolone. I was 
on the point of conducting the goddess 
of chastity to a cassino, when, intreating 
her to remain no longer under an eclipse , 
I removed her mask, and discovered Diana 
converted into Hecate. I encountered a 
vestal virgin, whose shrine”—Here he was 

interrupted 
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interrupted by the mask, who, mingling 
moral strictures with a characteristic 
speech, informed him, he was commis¬ 
sioned by the stars to announce the ap¬ 
proach of an aerial monitor, a little, be¬ 
nign, officious sylph; “ Just now,” said 
he, “ darting from the planet Mercury, on 
an invisible line of light—invisible to all 
eyes but mine. His task is to be your 
moral improvement, your happiness hi§ 
delight and reward. He will assume a 
form, he will speak a language like your 
own., He will attend, he will watch, he 
will warn you. Beware you repel him 
not, for if you do, he spreads his fairy 
pennons, and happiness flies you for 
ever.” 

On Ippolito’s peculiarly constructed 
mind, this address had its full effect; 
similar language, on any other subject, he 
had heard with derision, but this, because 
mingled with the terms of astrology, ar¬ 
rested his attention and his curiosity. The 

circumstances. 
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circumstances, too, of time and place, 
gave an unsuspected force to the impres¬ 
sion. Solitude succeeding to the con¬ 
course of crowds, and silence to their 
clamours, which still left a mixt murmur 
on the ear—the dim and partial light 
which fell on the wild features of the 
mask, and the tones of its voice, which 
every moment assumed a more plaintive 
and natural earnestness. “ When and 
where shall I see this messenger of the 
stars/’ said ippolito, almost seriously, “ if 
you have power to announce his ap¬ 
proach, you have also power to expedite 
it—shew me his form, let me hear his 
voice.”—If I do,” interrupted the mask, 
“ will you believe my prediction—will 
you admit the object of it to your service, 
your confidence ?” Ippolito assented. The 
mask hesitated incredulously. His curi¬ 
osity was now inflamed, and he promised 
solemnly. “ Look here,” said the mask, 
drawing from beneath its garment a glass, 

figured 
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figured with strange characters, “ look 
here, you are obeyed.”—Ippolito eagerly 
gazed on the glass, and beheld a face, 
which looking over his shoulder, disap¬ 
peared in a moment; the view was instan¬ 
taneous, but the impression indelible; for 
the features bore a peculiar arid interest¬ 
ing expression, which once seen, could 
scarce be forgotten. The mask glided 
away, and, while Ippolito yet paused in 
wonder, was lost among the groups and 
the shadows. 

Of his wonder, he felt the effect to be 
both pleasing and painful; pleasing, be¬ 
cause it soothed his love of the marvellous, 
and painful, because the curiosity it ex¬ 
cited was ungratified. As lie slowly re¬ 
turned homewards, he almost expected 
his promised visitor to appear behind the 
shade of a pillar as he passed, or cross 
his path with some strange greeting. He 
had arrived, however, without interrup¬ 
tion at the Palazzo di Montorio, and was 

preparing 
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preparing to ascend the steps,, when 
a light figure, which had been leaning 
half unseen against the balustrade, ap¬ 
proached, and solicited reception in the 
language of the mask : as it spoke, it 
withdrew a large hat which shaded its 
face, and discovered the very features 
which Ippolito had seen flit over the glass 
of the wizard. Disarmed at this moment 
of every power, but the power to gaze, 
he viewed the figure, and for an instant 
suffered himself to doubt if it belonged 
to earth or not; then endeavouring to 
recal his spirits, addressed it in a style of 
appropriate gaiety :—inquired from what 
sphere it had fallen—and asked whether 
it had travelled on a meteor or a moon¬ 
beam? His raillery was only answered by 
more earnest petitions for admission, with 
which Ippolito, on whom the circum¬ 
stances of the night had made more im¬ 
pression than he would either acknow¬ 
ledge or resist, at length complied.- 


Such 
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Such was the conduct of this light-minded 
young man, whose judgment and ima- 
ginati n were at perpetual though un¬ 
equal war, and who ridiculed at one mo¬ 
ment the feelings, whose impulse, at the 
next, was suffered to decide the events of 
life.—He knew not, if the person he had 
admitted was not an assassin or a heretic, 
but he knew, that to admit him flattered 
his favourite propensity—the love of the 
marvellous. 


CHAP. 
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CHAP. II. 


Ah, wretch! believed the spouse of God in vain. 

Pope. 


O n the succeeding day, Ippolito found 
a recent extraordinary circumstance the 

j 

theme of every assembly he visitfcd. 
In narratives of wonders, we are never 
contented with facts, without inquiring 
into motives, though the subtler springs 
of human actions often elude the dis¬ 
covery of the agents themselves.—But 
here was ample room for conjecture:— 

On 
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On Rosolia di Valozzi, the daughter of a 
noble family, resident at Naples, were 
bestowed the most dangerous gifts of na¬ 
ture, an interesting form, and a mind sus¬ 
ceptible “ even to madness/' 

All the softer, and all the stronger, 
modes of this dangerous quality were 
assembled in her mind:—there is a do¬ 
mestic sensibility which expends itself on 
the common vicissitudes, and petty dis¬ 
asters of life; and there is a lofty frame 
of feeling which, overlooking the lower 
modes of human suffering, creates for 
itself a system of heroic dignity, and 
unaffecting distress. 

The more subtle spirit of both these 
was hers, but both purified, blended, and 
reconciled ; the former, without its hack- 
nied parade of daily exhibition; the 
latter, without its proud and pedantic 
inutility.—Thus she was prevented from 
knowing that relief which vulgar and ro¬ 
mantic sensibility individually enjoy, (the 


one 
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one from the .natural diminution of di¬ 
vided feeling, the other from the neces¬ 
sary remission of superhuman loftiness) 
and her feelings were tempered to that 
exquisite mixture of softness and firm¬ 
ness, which, whilst it sought its object 
and its exercise among the things of this 
world, would employ in their attainment 
a reach and energy of power, only com¬ 
mensurate to the great objects of another. 

These uncommon faculties were first 
developed amid objects and scenery emi¬ 
nently calcutated to elicit the latent, and 
stimulate the awakening sensibility of a 
young mind;—amid woods, whose depth 
of shade soothed and solemnized—seas, 
whose vastness and serenity poured still¬ 
ness on the soul—mountains, whose wilder 
features mixed fear with wonder—masses 
of Gothic and Grecian ruins, whose very 
stones breathed round them that nameless 
spirit of antiquity, which makes us trem¬ 
ble with a delicious dread on the ground 
vol. ir c marked 
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marked by its remains :—amid such scenes, 
Rosolia, yet an infant, wandered—amid 
such her mind imbibed a tincture of 
enthusiasm, full, rich and deep :—amid 
such scenes, stood the convent where 
Rosolia, with other female nobility, was 
educated. Here she wandered, without a 
guide, or a companion; for melancholy 
is unsocial, and enthusiasm impatient of 
restraint or interruption, and the feelings 
.which she delighted to indulge, sought no 
participation, and disdained all control. 
Here life was expended in stimulating a 
sensibility already too exquisite for rea¬ 
son, or almost for life, and instead of sub¬ 
duing her mind to the pursuit of rational 
utility and!practicable happiness, in ele¬ 
vating herself into the agent of another 
system, surrounded by forms and objects 
of her own creation, whose brilliancy pro¬ 
claimed their want of reality, and whose ex¬ 
quisite and fallacious delights untuned her 
mind for the simplicity of substantial en¬ 
joyment. 
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joyment. Nature and solitude gradually 
lead the mind to abstraction,and of abstract 
imagery, the most powerful and splendid 
are the presence and perfections of the 
Deity. To these, therefore, her mind was 
naturally elevated; and no impressions 
from external or temporal objects could 
pervert the homage of her feelings. 

At the age of fourteen, therefore, never 
concluding that her feelings could have 
any other object or occasion of exercise 
than the present—that any subject of in¬ 
terest could exist beyond the bounds of a 
cloister, or the sphere of monasticism; 
she announced her intention of taking the 
veil within the walls of the convent where 
she had been educated. Her family, too 
wealthy for the needy policy which devotes 
the younger daughters of Italian families 
to the veil, heard her resolution with 
regret, and endeavoured to dissuade her 
from her purpose. She remained inflex¬ 
ible, and her parents were compelled to 
c 2 content 
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content themselves with obtaining the 
respite of one year, which it was proposed 
she should pass with them at Naples. 
To this invitation she acceded, with that 
disdain of temptation, from which it bor¬ 
rows its greatest danger; and, rather to 
gratify her religious feelings by a solemn 
exercise, than to bind them by inviolable 
security, alone, at midnight, at the foot 
of the altar, she engaged herself by a so¬ 
lemn vow, when the importunity of the 
world had ceased, to return to the con¬ 
vent, and assume the veil. Thus fortified, 
she entered the world, to bestow on it a 
passing glance of disdain, and then quit 
it for ever,—and on her first appearance, 
was received with wonder and delight. 
Her pensive and nun-like beauty, the 
simplicity of her manner, and her mind, 
over which the glow of enthusiasm, and 
the shade of melancholy chased each other 
alternately, like the varying shades of a 
beautiful complexion; the careless over- 

2 flow 
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flow of her sentiments, at once reaching 
by happy excellence all that the refine¬ 
ments of practice, and the labours of art 
profess slowly and painfully to teach; all 
this made her, even to the sophisticated 
sense of fashion, a new and exquisite 
feast, Rosolia at first retreated ; for, 
though not unconscious of excellence, she 
was too timid for notoriety, and too de¬ 
licate for flattery. But we are easily 
reconciled to our own praises, and she soon 
appeared content to stay a little longer 
In the world, to irradiate and delight it. 

Amid this blaze of admiration, while 
a soft consciousness of pleasure seemed to 
be stealing over her mind and senses, she 
became on a sudden more lonely and pen¬ 
sive than ever; her cheek grew pale, and 
her eye wandered. Her family, who ob¬ 
served the change, and enquired the cause, 
received evasive answers; and when their 
solicitude, increasing with her increasing- 
malady, became importunate, it was an¬ 


swered 
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swered by her declaring, that her resolu¬ 
tion to take the veil had been delayed too 
long, and she was resolved to put it in 
immediate execution. 

The scruples of conscience, though all 
lamented, none could oppose, and about 
a year after her entrance into the world, 
she quitted it for ever. But from the 
moment that the grate was closed on her, 
her silence became gloom, and her me¬ 
lancholy, misery ; and after lingering a 
a few months in hopeless dejection, she 
disappeared one evening after vespers, and 
was seen no more. Of an event so 
strange, none could assign cither the 
motive or the means; and after the 
usual forms of inquiry and lamentation 
were observed, a wild conjecture, or 
an exclamation of wonder, were all 
that commemorated the fate of Rosolia. 

When Ippoiifo returned to the palace, he 
found a letter from his brother Annihal, who 
resided with the family at the Castle, and 

with 
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with whom he maintained a regular cor- 
respondence. The attachment which pro¬ 
duced this was rendered remarkable by 
the total dissimilarity of their characters. 
Annibal was as timid, gloomy, and mis¬ 
trustful, as Ippolito was bold, open, and 
credulous; but both partook equally of 
that attachment to dark pursuits which 
characterized the family, and of that in¬ 
flexibility of sombrous resolution, with 
which they adhered to a visionary pursuit, 
however irregularly conceived.—The sub¬ 
stance of the letter was nearly as follows,— 


c 5 
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CHAP. HI. 


Rraterea fuit in tectis de marmore templum— 

Hinc exaudiri voces, et verba vocantis.— 

Virgil. 

A marble temple stood within the grove—— 

Oft, when she visited this lonely dome, 

Strange voices issued from her husband’s tomb, 

DrydeK. 


My mind has been so occupied by strange 
events, and the reflections they have sug¬ 
gested, that I have forborn, for some 
time past, to write to you. When about 
to relate them, I again revolve those cir¬ 
cumstances, so simple in their commence¬ 
ment* 
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ment, yet gradually unfolding something 
that arrests incredulity itself, and still 
pointing* onward to things dark and un¬ 
known— I revolve all this, I seem in a 
dream, and try in vain to give form and 
reality to the shadows that are hovering 
round me.-- 

I have slept and awoke again—I have 
stood at my casement—this is the arbutus 
and the laurel that wave beneath it—this 
is the sea-breeze that breathes freshness 
on me—I see the glorious sun standing 
in the heaven,—these all are the objects of 
the senses, and they make their due and 
wonted impression on mine. Yet the 
objects I have lately witnessed are not less 
palpable than these. You have often 
laughed at my visionary gloom, prepare 
now to share the ridicule, or to resign 
the evidence of your senses. 

The old chapel, without the walls of 
the castle, has long been dilapidated, 
and is at present filled with workmen. 

You- 
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You know my fondness for ruins. I 
strolled there after my sieste. I found 
the great doors closed, and that the work¬ 
men had entered through a chasm under 
one of the shattered windows. As I look¬ 
ed through the cavity, the various fea¬ 
tures of the view, the fragments of ruin, 
the rustic groups, some labouring, some 
gazing vacantly around, alid the figure 
of a boy, who placed in a recess half- 
hid among the clustering shrubs, breathed 
a few wild notes on his pipe, touched 
me with that pleasant melancholy, which 
is suggested by the view of ancient decay 
and modern apathy, of desolated majesty, 
and ignorance gazing amongst its ruins. 
As 1 continued to lean on a projection 
of the chasm, unseen, I overheard a con¬ 
versation, suggested by the place, and 
sych as I would live to listen to on 
a wintry night, by a low, flitting, em¬ 
ber-fire. It told of spirit and shadow, 
and self-lighted tapers, and bells that 

rung 
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rung untouched within those deserted 
walls. I listened with curiosity plea¬ 
santly stirred., till I was roused by some 
dark allusions. I listened, but could 
not understand; they spake f<r of the 
Count’s not resting better in his bed, 
than his ancestors in their graves, if 
those things were known and observ¬ 
ed that “ old, white-headed Michelo, 
in spite of his guarded silence, was too 
well acquainted with them. " Though my 
first impulse, on returning to the castle, 
was to send for the old groom of the 
chambers, and satiate my appetite for 
the marvellous with his legendary won¬ 
ders, I had no other object than to pass 
a vacant hour in listening to a tale 
that required little effort either of 
thought or credit. I had at least little 
apprehension of what awaited me, little 
fear of being in a state like that of one 
who is gradually impelled towards a pre¬ 
cipice, the terrors of which he can nei- 
4 ther 
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ther measure nor avoid. Michelo came 
on my summons. Desirous of full infor¬ 
mation, and aware of his cautious and 
timid temper, I endeavoured to frame 
my request skilfully. " Michelo,” said 1^ 
I have often listened with delight to 
the family legends your memory is so 
well stored with;—but I am informed you 
are in possession of some still more mar¬ 
vellous and terrible, something you will 
not communicate to a common ear, and 
which I hope you have reserved for 
mine.” This address, so far from an 
accusation, and only implying a know¬ 
ledge compatible with the purest inno¬ 
cence, produced the most terrible effect 
on the old man. Ilis lips quivered, and 
his countenance changed, and with the 
most earnest solemnity he besought me, 
not to importune him for the disclosure 
1 referred to. The impression I received 
from his agitation was indescribable. The 
vague curiosity with which I had begun 

" the 
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the conversation was at once exchanged 
for the pursuit of something I could not 
well define, but whose importance was 
increased 'by its obscurity. 

I told him I was now convinced he was 
acquainted with something—“ something 
which it is perhaps necessary for me, as 
a son of this house, to know—something 
into which more than curiosity ought to 
inquire.” I assured him of my favour if 
he-complied, and if not, menaced him 
with my father's displeasure. His answer, 
though confused and broken, I shall not 
soon forget. “ Oh, Signor, for the Virgin’s 
sake, let not my lord your father know 
of this conference; do not draw his ven¬ 
geance on us, his vengeance is terrible. 
Little do you know, little alas, do I know 
myself, if I knew all, or even believed 
what I have heard, how could I pass the 
chapel, as I do at night, how could I tra¬ 
verse these lone apartments, or venture 
to sleep in that little turret, over the 

very 
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very room —where the wind sings so dole¬ 
ful that if I suffered myself to think I 
might fancy it was—I might run mad 
listening to it/’ I bade him be composed* 
but the composure 1 recommended, I 
was far from enjoying myself. My anx¬ 
ious love of the marvellous was mixed 
with other feelings; nor could I, (though 
I affected to do so) believe the agitation 
of the old man was occasioned by the 
nugatory tales of menial superstition. 
He rose from his knees, condemning 
himself for having “ foolishly and wick¬ 
edly betrayed himself, overcome by my 
sudden question and piercing eye.*'—I will 
not harass you with the repetition of 
menace and intreaty, of expostulation and 
evasion. He at length consented to ad¬ 
mit me to his lone, remote turret that 
night, for he still dreaded our being dis¬ 
covered or even observed by the family. 
The night, like every other period to 
which solicitude adds an imaginary length, 
was slow in arrival. When 
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When I ascended the turret, I thought 
I observed in the old man's face an ex¬ 
pression of artificial composure, the effort 
of recollected and resolute craftiness. He 
seated himself, trimmed his lamp, and 
then abruptly demanded what it was I 
required him to relate. In the tumult of 
expectation, in that state of suspense which 
expects the disclosure of something un¬ 
known, this had entirely escaped me; 
and apprehending that my curiosity would 
be mocked by some temporary and trivial 
invention, hastily and almost unintention¬ 
ally, I desired him to relate the circum¬ 
stances by which my father, who I under¬ 
stood was distantly related to the late 
possessor, had succeeded to the family 
honours. He appeared confounded, but 
unable to retreat; and it occurred to me, 
if I could engage him to commence the 
narrative, I might trust to his habitual 
prolixity to disclose what he might at first 
intend to conceal. After some delay, he 

informed 
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informed me, that possessor had been 
my uncle, my fathers own brother. Of 
this man he gave a character that seemed 
to warm him into eloquence; he described 
it as a mixture of the most shining qua¬ 
lities, and the fiercest passions. His love 
was madness, his courage, rashness, his 
hatred deadly, and his vengeance, though 
honourable, as the cavaliers in Naples 
call it, there was no escaping from with 
life.—“ All your house/’ continued he, 
we re much attached to secret studies; 
your uncle was in particular much versed 
in strange books and arts, and in a way 
of going up to ask the stars whether he 
was to be happy or miserable:—Alas, it 
would have been better to have asked his 
own heart.—Many a night would my lord 
pass on the high turrets of his castle, and 
on his descent, he would walk about his 
apartment for hours, talking to himself 
about trines, and sextiles, and quadrants, 
and horoscopes, and ascendants, hard 

words, 
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words, which I learnt, from hearing them 
repeated so often, without knowing their 
meaning. 

fr I would not, to be lord of this castle, 
know it. For a holy benedictine once as¬ 
sured me, it was all heresy, and that 
these were only different names for 
Lucifer.” I will endeavour to abridge 
Michelo’s narrative: he mentioned my 
uncle's mamage with the loveliest, the 
gentlest, the most heavenly of women. 
He mentioned that he had children; the 
picture of the Countess, he said, was 
yet in a deserted part of the castle, with 
most of the furniture of those gay days; 
there he had removed them on my fa¬ 
ther’s return to the castle. The story 
was sad and intricate; he told of my 
uncle’s domestic happiness being sud¬ 
denly and strangely suspended by a habit 
of fierceness and gloom, which he empha¬ 
tically fated. from the arrival of my father, 
and a confidential servant of his, whom he 

called 
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called Aseanio, at the castle.—Even amid 
all the revelry and mirth on my lord’s 
arrival,” said he, “ it was whispered by 
the domestics, who accompanied them from 
Naples, that the lady was likely to lead 
a life of lone, uncomfortable splendour; for 
owing either to my lord’s jealousy, or 
some secret cause of disquiet, that even 
then spread a shade of melancholy over 
her beautiful face; they both seemed 
resolved on total retirement.—Matters 
grew more dark and strange; my lady 
wept in her chamber alone; my lord 
stalked silently through his; your father 
appeared distracted with the distress he 
witnessed, and alternately conferred with 
each alone, I suppose, endeavouring to 
conciliate and soolh them. At length it 
was announced that my lord was to make 
an excursion to the Grecian Isles; this 
excursion the Countess, now near her con¬ 
finement, was not to accompany; he was 
to be attended only by Aseanio. Aseanio, 

at 
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at this time, appeared to enjoy the confi¬ 
dence of both brothers exclusively. I 
envied him not; my love and fidelity to 
inv lord were, what a domestic’s should 
be, humble, and distant, though dear; I 
lamented my master's sorrows, without 
presuming to inquire into them, but 
Ascanio was bold, forward, and subtle/'— 
Is this Ascanio yet alive/' said I, “ he 
might eke out your narrative with some 
strange particulars/' r ‘He might indeed /' 
said the old man—no. Signor, he is dead, 
and his end was strange and fearful." I 
would not tempt him to digression by 
inquiring. u When my lord had now been 
some months gone, we could perceive 
that a greater consternation than ever 
reigned in the castle; packets were hour¬ 
ly arriving from abroad, the Countess 
never quitted her apartment, and my lord 
your father appeared overborne with agi¬ 
tation. At length, it was about the close 
of autumn, it had been a sickly, sultry 

season. 


44 


FATAL REVENGE ; OK, 


season, and the mountain had been tur¬ 
bulent, and the people while they listened 
to its murmurs, said, that they presaged 
sad and strange events would soon happen- 
We were assembled in the hall of the 
castle for vespers, for the chapel was 
then repairing; a hot intermitting blast 
breathed through the casement, and some 
of the domestics who had been in Naples 
that day, told us that the mountain had 
sent forth strange sounds in the night, 
and that the city awaited the approach of 
that evening in terror; one of them said, 
that as they came along, there was a 
heavy murmuring through the woods, and 
that their tops waved without a breath of 
wind—“ Yes,” said another, “ but that 
was not the strangest object I saw in the 
woods to day.” We desired him to ex¬ 
plain, and the domestic then affirmed with 
solemn asseverations, that the Count his 
master had appeared to him that day in 
the wood at a little distance from—at 

this 
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this fantastic account of one whom we 
knew to be absent in the Grecian Islands, 
all laughed, when the man suddenly rising 
from his seat, and rushing into the passage 
that communicates with the great suirs, 
called us loudly to ee /. ^ ^ r j 
them, and beckoning to him i':c . e 
balustrade/’—In a moment every indivi¬ 
dual was in the passage, the echo of a 
step was distinctly heard, and some aver¬ 
red they saw a shadow pass on the stairs— 
but our attention was quickly withdrawn. 
Ascanio arrived, breathless and spent, and 
pushing away the eager inquirers with 
both his hands, hastened to your father’s 
apartment. Meanwhile evening was ag¬ 
gravated by a gathering darkness; a mass 
of vapour issued from the mountain, and 
the sun appeared as a dim and bloody 
globe in the midst of an immense vault 
of black cloud—-every one breathed an 
inward prayer, and none told their fears 
to the other—when, as in a moment, a 

column 


46 


FATAL REVENGE; OR, 


column of fire, brighter than noon, rose 
from the mountain, flashing a horrible 
glare of yellow light on the woods, and 
shore, its edgings lanced with lightnings, 
and its centre white with intense heat; it 
was suspended a moment at its greatest 
height, or appeared so to our eyes, and 
the next came rushing down the sides of 
the mountain in floods of fire—a strong 
concussion of the earth followed, the air 
and elements were in wondrous motion, 
and the lightnings, or meteors rather, 
broad and flaky, hissed and wreathed in 
fearful play on the turret points and 
casements. When the first burst of ter¬ 
ror was over, I thought of the Countess 
and her children; she used to sit with 
them in a high and lonely tower, of 
which I scarcely believed but it was 
crumbled to ashes. I hastened up the 
great stairs, when—the terrors of my tale 
are coming on, they are too strong for 
me, let me have air, let me have breath. 
Signor/'-- Solicitous 


THE FAMILY OF MONTORIO. 


4 r 


Solicitous, both for the old domestic 
and his story, I assisted him to rise, and 
supported him to his narrow casement. 
In a few moments he respired; I watched 
the progress of his recovery; my eye was 
fixed on his; it became suddetdy fixed and 
hollow; he extended his arm from the 
casement; but the breath which he had 
but just recovered, utterly forsook him— 
he could not speak—my eye followed the 
pointing of his finger. The night was still 
and dark, the ruined chapel was beneath 
4:he casement—as I gazed, a light, pale but 
distinct, fell on the walls, and on the 
shrubs that have mantled round them; 
I watched it, it wandered, borne by no 
hand, accompanied by no step, along the 
chancel, (I saw it gleaming past our win¬ 
dows ), and expired at the tomb of our 
uncle. Michelo and I remained aghast— 
we remained near an hour, silent, scarcely 
breathing—we saw it return. Then I 
tried to swallow dowm the thick and 

stifling 
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stifling sensation with which my throat 
was iilled. “ Michelo,” said I, “ has this 
be seen before ?” “Often,” said the 
old man, “ by me.” “ Has no visible form, 
no distinct sound attended it?” “ Often/" 
said he again. “ And have you ever wit¬ 
nessed?”— “Listen, Signor,—to you alone 
would I tell what I have witnessed: other 
strange appearances have long been talked 
of within these walls; this is but recent. 
A few nights ago, when I first observed 
that light, I was tempted to follow it. I 
thought it might be some one whom cu¬ 
riosity or ignorance had led there, and I 
entered without apprehension. The light 
that glided before me, disappeared at the 
tomb of Count Orazio; I heard a sound 
issuing from it, that could scarce be called 
a groan, or any thing that signifies a hu¬ 
man accent. I approached it, I know not 
how; I shudder now to tell it; yet I re¬ 
member I did not shudder then. The 
massive grating of the vault was wrenched 

open— 


THE FAMILY OF MONTORIO. 


49 


open—I descended—yes, I did descend : 
a flash of light burst forth again, and as 
it hissed on the damp arching, the palls 
waved with a visible motion—the coffins 
rattled on the biers—something, I could 
neither distinguish nor describe, hovered 
before my eyes—a pressure (not of a 
fleshly hand) came over my face; it was 
bony, and cold, and damp. I lost all fur¬ 
ther power or feeling, and when I reco¬ 
vered, I was laid without the walls of the 
chapel, on the damp grass, my lamp 
burning beside me; could I have travelled 
there in trance ? I hasted to mv turret- 

j 

room, I stood to collect my breath, my 
eyes fell on that mirror you are looking at 
now, my face reeked with livid streaks 
of Blood!>!—To none but you have I 
mentioned this.” 

No one could hear the old man’s earn¬ 
est voice, and look on his pale face, and 
disbelieve him. You know my habit, to 

yol. i. d reason 
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reason on every thing: but what could I 
do, with what I had just seen and heard; 
they were too palpable for fancy, yet too 
wild for conjecture, and I endeavoured, 
alike in vain, .to treat them as a fume of 
mental vapour, or try them by any rule 
of sober solution. My thoughts wandered 
from Michelo and his narrative to myself; 
insensibly I began to conceive myself in 
his situation, possessed, it should seem, of 
dark secrets, and tempted to supernatural 
intercourse. I examined, involuntarily, 
how such an emergency would find me 
prepared. I calculated the chances of de¬ 
ception. I inquired into the constitution 
of my mind, and the probable power of 
such impressions over it, were it exposed 
to them. The result gave me a strange 
satisfaction. I felt as if I were called to 
such a trial, and would approve myself in 
it. I am strong of frame, steady of nerve, 
slow in perception; possessing but little 

of 


THE FAMILY OF MONTORIO. 


51 


of the light or fantastic powers of mind; 
seldom indulging them in their airy play; 
and when I do, surveying it as the tra¬ 
veller surveys the fallacious dance of the 
fairy lights, only to shun their illusions. 
Such a character presents only one assail¬ 
able part, in that attachment to visionary 
subjects by which, I have heard, our 
family are distinguished. 

But even this has attained no habitual 
or positive influence over my mind. It 
diffuses rather a shade than a gloom; its 
effect has been like that of twilight, whose 
shadows inspire a dubious and grateful 
awe, not midnight that peoples its dark 
recesses with shapes of fear. The result 
of my deliberations has been what perhaps 
it would have been, if I had not deli¬ 
berated at all,—to gratify the simple and 
original impulse of curiosity, by a pur¬ 
suit of which I vainly flatter myself the 
object is higher. I determined to make 
d r i Mich el o 
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Michelo conclude his narrative; I deter¬ 
mined to visit the tomb of Count.Orazio 
at night. 1 need not tell you I accepted 
Michelo’s offer to accompany me, without 
reluctance. He has a knowledge of pri¬ 
vate passages in the castle which may be 
useful in eluding observation. “ Signor/* 
xe said he, “ the passages we must traverse, 
lead near those apartments so long shut 
up, the apartments of your late uncle 
and his Countess. You must permit me, 
as we pass them, to shut my eyes; do 
you. Signor, lead me, and as we draw near 
them speak cheerfully, and let me feel 
your hand on mine.” 

I consented to his conditions. The 
watch-night has arrived; the family are 
at rest, and T am in the turret, awaiting 
the arrival of Michelo. Ippolito ! what 
is there in that nature and state, to which 
our better part aspires, that the belief of 
its agency is thus awful, that the thought 
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of its visible approach or presence is scarce 
supportable. I have no definite appre¬ 
hension of what I may meet or see, but 
there is a busy and alarmed motion within 
me, as if something of evil impended, 
whose magnitude was too extensive, or 
whose features were too terrible even for 
expectation. I feel, at least, that its con¬ 
templation leaves room for no other ob¬ 
ject, though it is thus indefinite and vague 
itself. I have brought books; I cannot 
read them. I have commenced several 
trains of thought; I have started from them 
all , imagining I zcas in the vault. In spite 
of my resolution, I feef my respiration* 
grow short, and a sensation like swelling, 
oppressing my throat. I will walk up 
and down my narrow apartment. It will 
not do - • • - my steps seemed limited to a 
certain track, beyond which I almost feared 
to extend them, and their echo was too 
loud. The hour is approaching; a few 

moments 
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moments more, and the castle bell will 
toll. The hour that I have longed for, I 
almost begin now to wish more distant, I 
almost dread to hear the steps of Michelo. 
• • • - Hark !—the bell tolls—the old turret 
seems to rock to its echo; and the silence 
that succeeds, how deep, how stilly — 
would I could hear an owl scream.— Ha ! 
Twas the lightning that gleamed across 
me. 1 will go to the casement; the roar 
of the elements will be welcome at such 

a moment as this.The night is 

dark and unruly — the wind bursts in 
strong and fitful blasts against the case¬ 
ment. The clouds are hurried along in 
scattering masses. There is a murmur 
from the forests below, that in a lighter 
hour I could trust fancy to listen to; but 
in my present mood, I dare not follow 
her wanderings. Would my old guide 
were come! I feel that any state of fear 
is supportable, accompanied by the sight 


or 
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or sound of a human being - • • - Was that 
shriek fancy ?—again, again—impossible ! 
Hark! there is a tumult in the castle— 
lights and voices beneath the turret* * * * 
What is this they tell me > 
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CHAP. IV. 


— - Nec mens mihi, nec color 

Certa sede manet, humor et in genas 

Furtim labitur, arguens 

Quam lentis penitus macerer ignibus. 

Horace. 

My reason in confusion flies, 

And on my cheek th’ uncertain colour dies; 

While the down-stealing tear betrays 
The lingering flame that on my vitals preys. 

DRYDitar, 

From the messenger who brought this 
letter, no further intelligence could be 
obtained. While Ippolito read it, the 
visionary spirit kindled within him, and 
he wished himself at the castle, to feast 
his fancy with the dark imagery of 

spectred 
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spectred terrors; while Annibal’s mind, 
differently constructed, was employed in. 
resisting suspected imposition, and sub¬ 
mitting with stubborn reluctance to the 
influence that thus inscrutably overcame 
him. But Ippolito’s curiosity was now as 
much occupied by his young domestic, ?fs 
his brother’s was by his old one. Amused 
by the strange circumstances of his intro¬ 
duction, Ippolito had assigned him an- 
apartment near his own, and exempted 
him from every office of servitude. This 
was indeed' a gratuitous indulgence, for 
had Cyprian, as he called himself, actually 
dropt from the sphere of another planet, 
he could scarce have been more ignorant 
of every thing relative to this. Ippolito 
perceived it, and resigned him to his own 
pursuits. 

The form of Cyprian was slight and de" 
licate, a profusion of chesnut hair shaded 
his cheeks, and deepened the dark tint of 
melancholy thought, that sat for ever on. 

d 5 his , 
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his face. His head was seldom raised 
from a declining posture; his features 
seldom varied their pensive expression; 
but when they did, their sudden and eager 
brightness of intelligence, bespoke a mind 
of suppressed energies, and habitual de¬ 
jection. Though voluntarily assuming a 
station of servitude, he possessed all the 
refinements of manner and acquirement 
that mark the higher ranks of society. 
Seated at the harp, or organ, Cyprian 
poured through his delicate, half-open 
lips a stream of sound, more resembling 
respiration than tones modulated by art 
and practice; they were the very sighs of 
mucic ; while his fingers, sinking into the 
strings, seemed almost to partake living 
sensibility, and forget the power of mo¬ 
tion at the cadence. As a painter, his 
merit was distinguished; but in all he did, 
nothing appeared laboured, nothing even 
finished; he seemed to possess the genius 
of art, apparently without its rules or its 

labour. 
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labours, and over all was spread a species 
of fragility, a certain delicacy of imper¬ 
fection, that characterized the desultory 
efforts of a mind which only required 
stability to arrive at perfection. But it* 
was soon discovered, that neither as a- 
painter, nor a musician, did he remit that 
influence which he claimed for higher 
offices. He entered on his office of mo¬ 
nitor to Ippolito with a spirit and power 
that actually seemed given him from 
above. Ippolito listened with surprise, 
but it was surprise which the gentleness 
of the pleader disarmed of anger, and 
into which his eloquence infused admira¬ 
tion. 

Turning into jest, however, a conflict 
with a boy, he collected the powers of 
sophistry and declamation he was too well 
accustomed to wield, and imagined that a 
few sentences of rapid brilliancy, would 
overwhelm the poor little pleader at once. 
But this meretricious array was displayed 

before 
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before Cyprian in vain; simple, earnest, 
sincere, he pursued his florid opponent 
with the eloquence of a man, and the 
fervency of an angel. He was neither 
dazzled by verbiage, nor disconcerted by 
subtlety, and Ippolito’s pride summoned 
him in vain to the cause which his con¬ 
science deserted. The conclusion of the 
debate proved that it was not for victory 
the young disputant had engaged; he pro¬ 
ceeded with tenfold earnestness to press 
the practical consequences of his conces¬ 
sions on Ippolito. Such was his inge¬ 
nuous pride, that what he could not de¬ 
fend he dared not practice; and a boy 
caught the promise of reformation from 
a blushing libertine. But a more difficult 
task yet remained—to direct the choice of 
life while it was yet suspended, and to 
effect a transition from one mode and 
habitude to another; yet to conceal the 
interruption, and prevent the interme¬ 
diate wanderings of vacancy. At this 

moment 
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moment, therefore, Cyprian displayed all 
his resources; painting, and harmony, 
and poetry; and over all his taste spread a 
charm, chaste and mellow, like that of 
moon-light on a landscape—till Ippolito 
was delighted by the conscious expansion 
of latent powers, which he mistook for 
the acquisition of new ones; and Cyprian 
succeeded in recalling to the forgotten 
pleasures of nature and of taste, a mind, 
fevered by the noxious stimulants of arti¬ 
ficial voluptuousness. But minds thus 
habituated are not easily weaned from 
periodical indulgence, and when the night 
arrived, not all the taste or talents of 
Cyprian could prevent the chronic fit of 
vacancy. When they failed, even the 
pensiveness of the little monitor would 
yield to his solicitude for his pupil; in the 
graceful petulance of airy command, he 
would wind his slender arms around Ip¬ 
polito, and with female blandishments, de¬ 
clare he should not quit the palace, blan¬ 
dishments. 
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dishments, to which he bowed with the 
pouting smile of yielding reluctance. 

They loved to wander amid the scenery 
of the shore, to gaze on the last rich day- 
streak of purple, on the landscape melting 
into shade, and flattering the eye with a 
thousand mixt and visionary forms. The 
sea pouring forth an expanse of infinite 
brightness, dotted with dark skiffs and' 
gallies, the moles and promontories 
stretching their narrow lines into the sea, 
and terminating in watch-towers, whose 
summits still retained the sun-light; and 
to the North-East, Vesuvius, filling the 
view with masses of bold, tumultuous 
darkness. They lingered and listened to 
the stilly sounds of evening, 1 the flow of 
the sea-breeze, the ripple of the tide, the 
hoarse voices of the seamen, and the 
lighter tones of peasants, who were danc¬ 
ing in groups on the shore, and mingled 
with, though distinct from, all that hum of 
ceaseless sound, which a populous city 

sends; 


THE FAS1JLY OP MONTORIO. 63 

sends forth at night, forming together a 
kind of animal music , which soothed, if 
it did not elevate. They lingered till 
Ippolito’s mind, " not touched but rapt,” 
suggested to Cyprian an opportunity for 
the object of his never-ending solicitude. 

He spoke of earthly things in all their 
excellency and beauty, being but as a veil 
spread before the fulness of impassible 
perfection, to which we are not to look, 
but through them; he spake of the disso¬ 
lution of earthly things, as but the with¬ 
drawing of a veil, when that which it con¬ 
cealed shall break upon us in all its glo¬ 
rious beauty, filling our renewed faculties 
with a fulness of joy, “ such as eye hath 
not seen, nor ear heard.” 

Ippolito listened, and was “ almost per¬ 
suaded to be a Christian.” 


CHAP. 
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CHAP. y. 


Cum subito e sylvis, made confecta suprema 
Ignoti nova forma viri, miseraiidaque cultu 
Proccdit. * Virgil, 

When from the woods there bolts before our sight. 
Somewhat betwixt a mortal and a spright. 

So thin, so ghastly, meagre, and so wan, 

So bare of flesh, he scarce resembled man. Dru den. 


Second Letter from Annlbal. 

My last conclusion was abrupt ; I broke 
off in expectation of something import¬ 
ant—I was disappointed—the cries 1 heard 
were uttered by a servant* who passing 
near the chapel saw* or imagined he 

saw. 
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saw, something that terrified him almost 
to death. I listened to his story—I will 
listen to such no more; they unhinge 
and dissipate the powers which I would 
wish to concentrate and to fortify. I 
have a dark, inward intimation that I 
shall be called to something which will 
require no common energies of thought 
and action. The only circumstance of 
this man’s fear worth relating, was, that 
when he recovered his senses, he de¬ 
manded to be led to my father, and 
requested his confessor to attend. My 
father with a facility that astonished me, 
consented—but the monk was no where 
to be found. My father then seemed to 
recollect something that disturbed him, 
and was dismissing the man when, from 
the small door of his oratory, the monk 
issued, and stood among us. His ap¬ 
pearance just at this juncture, his gaunt 
and sallow visage, the knots of his dis¬ 
cipline stained with blood, the loose dark 

drapery 
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drapery of his habit, which as he stood 
in the shade, gave a kind of floating ob¬ 
scurity to his form, combined to make 
an impression on me , I do not like to 
recal. On the man , who had desired to 
see him, it was terrible; he again became 
insensible, and was conveyed from the 
apartment. I found Michelo had taken 
advantage of the confusion this incident 
had produced to defeat my intention of 
visiting the chapel that night, an inten¬ 
tion of which it would be difficult to 
tell, whether the late circumstances had 

increased or diminished the force.-- 

Have I mentioned the confessor to you 
before, Ippolito?—If I have not, let me 
do it now; he is a strange being. He 
was originally an ecclesiastic of the Greek 
communion* the errors of which he 
renounced, and shortly after entered 
into a convent in the neighbourhood of 
Naples, the superior of which recom¬ 
mended him as a person of uncommon 

sanctity 
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sanctity and unction. To this was added 
the reputation of his strict and almost 
supernatural austerity; qualifications still 
more welcome to our gloomy father. 

I never saw a form and air more un¬ 
earthly, a whole appearance more remote 
from the beings or business of this world, 
than this man’s, whose name is Father 
Raffaello Schemoli. In his large fixed 
eye, all human fire appears to be dead; 
his face is marked with the traces of 
past, rather than the expression of pre¬ 
sent, passions or events; it seems like 
the bed of a torrent that has flowed 
away, but whose violence may yet be 
traced in its deep, dry, unlevelled fur¬ 
rows. The very few who have seen or 
known this man, speak of him with a kind 
of obscure fear. He is indeed an object 
for superstition or fancy to scare them¬ 
selves with. Even to my mind, he often 
has borne the aspect of those beings who 
are said to hold communion with both. 

worlds* 
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worlds, who are permitted to mock us 
with a semblance of human shape and 
intercourse, while they are doing their 
dark offices in other elements than ours. 
I am ashamed to write thus superstitiously 
of him, but I would you could see him. 
For three following days Michelo shrunk 
from me; at length I met him in the west 
corridor, and without waiting for a reply 
which I was determined to disregard, I 
told him I would visit his turret that night, 
and quitted him. But on my repairing 
to his chamber at night, what was my 
astonishment when he tenaciously re¬ 
fused to conclude the narrative of my 
uncle's disappearance. I entreated and 
expostulated; he was silent; I again threat¬ 
ened him with my father's interference: 
He shook his head emphatically : ec Inter¬ 
ference in this business/' said he, “ my 
lord is not likely to use; he already knows 
all that can be told, and perhaps is not 
solicitous that all should be known to 
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you."-Incensed,, I intimated violent 

means.—“ Violence can do nothing but 
destroy/' said he, “ and what pleasure 
can there be in sending with pain an old 
man to the grave but a few days before 
he would sink into it tranquilly." To this 
pathetic obstinacy of the old man what 
could be replyed? Yet still I continued 
to importune him, till casting a searching 
glance round the chamber, and rising, he 
grasped my hands for a moment, and 
whispered, ff Signor, I am forbid /’—I be¬ 
lieve he meant to convey the impression 
which I at once received from these words, 
that the influence which constrained him 
was more than human ; still my solicitude 
was resistless, more resistless for this dark 
intimation,—And I pursued the subject in 
the hope of leading him by vague and 
indirect questions to unfold it. Have 
my uncle and his Countess been long 
dead,"—“ their tombs have stood in the 
old chapel now eighteen years ."— u This 
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is evasive, Michelo, your knowledge mus 
be positive.” “ Is it then possible to know 
the living from the dead,” said he, wildly. 
“ There are some who go in and out, and 
walkamongst us as living things, over whom 
has long been laid many a good weight 
of earth and stone, but'’ (ehecking him¬ 
self) “ for the Count Orazio, peace to 
his bones, they never rested in the chapel 
of his ancestors .”—“ Explain, Michelo.’’ 
“ Yes, Signor, for that I can tell. Shortly 
after the report of the late Countess’s 
death ,”—“ The Countess then is dead.” 
“ Pardon me. Signor, I only mentioned 
the report of her death-—I was returning 
from a journey, (on which I had been 
sent by your father, ) and on approaching 
the castle by night I saw the chapel illu¬ 
minated, and heard the chaunt of many 
voices, chaunting the requiem. I hast¬ 
ened forward and learnt from some of 
the attendants, that my lord had died 
abroad, and that they were now interring 

the 
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the remains, which had been brought 
over by Ascanio. I was at first stupified 
at the shock of such a desolation. The 
Countess, the children, my lord, within 
a few months!!!—I recovered a little—I 
wandered into the chapel—the service 
was over; the monks and attendants were 
dispersing; most of the torches were ex¬ 
tinguished ; nothing was heard but the 
low, faint beat of the last bell—I ap¬ 
proached the bier, they had descended 
into the vault to prepare for its reception. 
I was alone, and longed for a last look 
of my master's face. As I bowed over 
the bier I thought the pall moved.—I 
retreated, but returned, and with a qui¬ 
vering hand, withdrew it.—There was 
neither shroud, nor cear cloth. I exami¬ 
ned it with astonishment; there was no 
corse, nor any thing belonging to a corse 
within; the bier was overspread with pall 
and vestment only. I replaced them, I 
heard the steps of attendants ascending 

from 
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from the vault— I retired/'—-In vain I 
pressed Michelo for conjectures on this 
extraordinary circumstance—at length he 
said, sometimes I think Signor, that if 
he be indeed dead, they have laid him in 
some remote and unhallowed place, and 
the poor wanderer comes here to seek 
rest among his ancestors, but cannot 
obtain it.” A long pause followed this 
melancholy and unsatisfying solution. I 
recollected, that these circumstances must 

\ 5 

when they occurred, have caused some 
amazement, and I asked, had no doubts 
been suggested, no inquiries been made, 
had society slept over these marvels ? 

Michelo appeared to enter on his nar¬ 
rative with fear. Shortly after these cir¬ 
cumstances,” said he, “ my lord, your fa¬ 
ther, retired to his estates in Apulia, where 
you, and most of your family were born. t 
I still resided in this castle, from which I 
brought my accounts to your father in his 
Apulian residence. About ten years ago, 

I set 
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I set out on such a journey, in the close 
of autumn. As I was obliged to cross the 
Apulian mountains, 1 took care to provide 
me a host in that wild country, who, as 
is the custom there, shifted his hut and 
flocks, according to the vicissitude of the 
seasons. 1 expected to find him among 
the woody recesses of the mountains, but 
after wasting the evening in search of him, 
I at length directed my mule to the foot 
of the mountains, in hopes of meeting 
some other hut in which to pass the night. 
In the first I saw, a large company of 
peasants were assembled round a blazing 
wood-fire; I joined them, and perceived 
my old host among them; he was re¬ 
lating a marvellous tale, to which I list¬ 
ened among the rest. It was wild and 
strange; it told of something that had 
been lately seen on the mountains, the 
terror of which had driven them together 
into the valley; what it was, I could not 
comprehend; some described it as a good, 

VOL. i. 
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some as an evil spirit; some said it was 
a human creature like themselves, and 
some affirmed, that it pursued and scared 
travellers out of their senses, to drag 
them to its den, and prey on their bodies. 
In this discourse the night passed on, and 
when the flaggons were dry, and the em¬ 
bers low, we stretched ourselves on skins 
and leaves around it, to sleep. 

The strange tales I had heard, kept me 
for some time awake, and as the dying fire 
threw its red gleams around the hut, I 
almost fancied I saw shapes quivering in 
its light. At length, however, I com¬ 
mended my soul to the patron-saint of 
the mountain, and tried to rest. I heard 
a gentle noise at the door of the hut, as 
if the latch were raised and let down 
again; I immediately roused, and just 
leaned up on one elbow; my head was 
full of what I had just heard, and I watched 
the door silently. In a few moments, it 
opened, and something appeared at it 
5 which 
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which, after a pause, entered the hut. 
When I beheld it, I conjectured at once 
it was the shape that was seen on the 
mountain. It was indeed ghastly and hor¬ 
rible, and as it moved, all by the dusky 
ember-light, surely it seemed like some¬ 
thing that had strayed from its prison- 
house of pain : I know not whether it was 
from curiosity, or the very extremity of 
my fear, but I disturbed no one, and it 
seemed to disregard me. At length it 
drew near the fire, and began a low mut¬ 
tering sound, accompanied with strange 
gestures, and I, who began to fear it was 
busied in some witchery, dreaded that the 
hut and its inhabitants would in a moment 
be wafted into the air. However, after 
some time, it rose and tottered out again, 
but after that, all the long night, as the 
blast came strong and loud from the 
mountains, such dolorous sounds were 
scattered on it as I could scarce think were 
uttered by a human voice. The next 
2 
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morning I concluded my journey .”—“ And 
did no consequence or explanation follow 
all this ?”—“ Whenever after that I went 
into Apulia, Signor, I was sure to hear 
the same tales repeated. It was about 
two years after that, passing over the 
mountains, I reached about the close of 
evening, a woody defile, thick and dark, 
with ash, and elm, and chesnut. As I 
entered it, I thought I heard a voice call 
on me; the sound was like no sound ever 
heard or uttered before. I turned, and 
saw approaching from behind, the very 
figure I had beheld in the woodland hut; 
my mule stopped—it approached, and 
uttered a sound that I thought resembled 
my name. It was dismal; around me 
were the thick trees, and the light dimly 
appearing above their tops. I tried to 
rush into the wood, but my mule would 
not move. I stood trembling, and crossing 
myself, and now it came nearer, and now 
it was close to me. It spake; but the 

sounds 
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sounds were wilder than the howl of wolves. 
Its language was all mows and chattering^; 
yet still it held me, and still seemed anx¬ 
ious for conference; I spoke, I know not 
what, in a pacifying tone, and I perceived, 
as mv fear diminished, it became articulate. 
It spake at length in a kind of strange 
rhyme, which, though I did not under¬ 
stand, I cannot forget: among other 
things it said—* 

There is another of us here, 

And we two dwell alone; 

The raven that meets us, back doth fly, 

And the she-wolf looketh ghastily 
When she sees us by the moon. 

I now acquired some courage, and spoke 
to it rationally—but it interrupted me— 

And will thou on my errand go, 

Nor baffle me with mock and mow — 

Like the foul things, whose nightly nest 
Is in the cranny of my breast.— 

A fiery gush is in my throat, 

And drowns confession's struggling note— 


They 
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They bind me strong with darkling spell, 
And what I wis—I may not tell— 

And oft I bid on errand go 
The leaf that falls, the gales that blow. 
7 Tis in the roar of dark-brown flood— 
'Tis in the moan of wintry wood— 

And every form that nature wears 
Blairs it in burnish'd characters. 

And still no eye the tale can read, 

And still no tongue doth trump the deed- 
Still, till my ghastly tale is told, 

I scream a-night on wood and wold.— 


When it had ceased, it released me, and 
I sprung onward. But in a moment after¬ 
wards it crossed me, and all the live-long 
night it beset me. Sometimes it would 
catch my mule's bridle, end stere ino in 
the face; anon it would be seen playing 
its goblin-gambols among the branches 
of the trees, from which it would drop 
down beneath my feet, and then, with a 
wild cry, bound away into the woods. I 
arrived, spent, and breathless at a hamlet 
in the wood, and”—But how can this 


contribute 
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contribute to the explanation of any events 
that may have happened at the castle ?” 

“ Pardon the prolixity of an old man, 
Signor; if I do not tell events in the 
order they occurred to me, I shall be 
unable to relate them at all. It is not long 
now, since I sojourned for the last time, 
with my old host in the valley; I saw 
when I entered, he was bursting with 
strange intelligence, nor did I wait lono- 
for his information. ‘ Two nights ago,' 
said he, ‘ we heard a knocking at the 
wicket of the hut, we were too much 
afraid of the vampire to open it; however, 
when the door was opened in the morn¬ 
ing, it was found extended before it, 
without sense or motion. When it was 
brought in, and revived, we began to 
mistrust that it was a human creature, and 
when it was recovered, it addressed us 
in Christian accents, and just like a Chris¬ 
tian man, besought us for shelter and 

blessed charity, and talked like one that 
* 
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was recovering from a long trance, and 
beginning to feel human feelings about 
his heart agaiq. All that day he was faint 
and feeble, but still spoke in Christian 
accents; but towards night, we somehow 
began to feel uneasy again, not knowing 
what evil thing it might be, and fearful 
of some unknown mischief, we made a 
great fire, and sat round it all night, 
telling our beads, and watching as it lay ; 
it started and groaned often, but made 
rto other movements all night. Towards 
morning it was still weaker, and it be¬ 
sought them for the love of the virgin, 
to send for some pious man, and have ' 
the offices of Christian charity and grace 
done by it. They sent with all speed for 
a holy monk to a monastery in the moun¬ 
tains, and when he came^ he started at 
the sight of such an object, but on con¬ 
versing with him, and receiving clear and 
pious answers, he prepared to receive his 
confession, and administer the last rites. 

The 
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The peasant and his family left the hut; 
and the monk and the dying man were 
left alone. They were shut up that day 
and evening, and when the old man re¬ 
turned, he was struck with terror at what 
he beheld. The penitent had scarce a 
moment to live, and the confessor ap¬ 
peared nearly in the same state. He held 
out the crucifix with a trembling hand to 
the dying man, and the moment the breath 
left the body, he fainted. While they 
were using means for his recovery, he 
uttered some extraordinary words, which 
they believed referred to some terrible 
secret the confession had disclosed. When 
he recovered, he immediately prepared 
to return to the monastery, but a storm 
arose, that rendered it impossible for him 
to proceed. The monk was in an agony 
of solicitude; he stalked about the hut, 
and peeped from the casement, and at 
length demanded if the old peasant could 
supply him w T ith materials for writing; 

e 5 ^ ' For 
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f For if’ said he, ' the smallest article of 
what I am to attest, should escape, the 
consequences might be visited on me here¬ 
after.’—The materials were procured, the 
monk sat down, and wrote all night, often 
crossing himself, and dropping his pen, 
and then again compelling himself to pro¬ 
ceed. At length when he had finished 
his writing, he set out to return to the 
monastery ; r And we/ said the old man, 
* are preparing to follow him with the 
body for interment/ I inquired, was 
the body still under his roof, and hast¬ 
ened to the room where it was laid. I 
approached it in curiosity and fear, for 
I remembered our encounter in the forest, 

when no power could have persuaded 

* 

me the being I saw was human. I bent 
over it; the distortion of filth, and famine, 
and madness, was on the countenance no 
longer. I viewed it; I could not credit 
my eyes; again I looked on it, and again; 
it was indeed the figure I had beheld in 

the 
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the wood, and that figure. Signor, was— 
Ascanio.”—“How, Michelo, who? — the 
confidential servant whom you mentioned 
in your former narrative .”—“ The same. 
Signor: in my late visits to Apulia, I had 
indeed observed Ascanio’s absence, and 
heard the strange conjectures of the 
domestics .”—“ But then, Michelo, the 
monk and the secret subject of the con¬ 
fession—did nothing ever transpire ? are 
these intricacies to be without solution, 
and without end ?”■—“ Peace be with the 
souls of the departed,” said Michelo, 
crossing himself. “ Strange means, it is 
said, were employed to suppress that 
story. Shortly after my return to the castle,. 
there was a kind of report, that the monk 
was in possession of some secret, dark and 
terrible, relating to the Family of Mon- 
torio : it became an affair of public con¬ 
sternation and solicitude. The whole ter¬ 
ritory of Naples had their eyes fixed on 
the supposed movements of the monastery; 

it 
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it was said, they were preparing to divulge 
something to high authority, and that 
the monk who confessed the dying wan¬ 
derer was to have an audience of the 
Pope himself; others said, that he had 
never been himself since the confession, 
and that the subject of it had been com¬ 
municated to the prior, who was to assume 
the conduct of the affair. At length it 
was certain, that the monk set out on a 
journey with numerous attendants; that 
he seemed greatly agitated; that he tra¬ 
velled with extraordinary expedition; that 
he was often heard to say, (though in 
perfect health) he never would live to 
conclude the journey, and that after arriv¬ 
ing at an obscure inn orr the road to Rome, 
he could be traced no further; there was 
much inquiry and commotion about it. 
The host and his family were lodged in 
the Inquisition; and several in the neigh¬ 
bouring village apprehended, and vast 
rewards offered for the smallest intelli¬ 


gence 
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gence of the monk or of the documents 
that were supposed to be in his possession, 
when he disappeared. The prior of the 
convent, supported, it was said, by the 
enemies of the Family of Montorio, pur¬ 
sued the search with all the zeal and 
tenacity of an inquisitor; but the grave 
kept its secrets well.—Thus, Signor, the 
last remaining possibility of any intelli¬ 
gence relative to those events, was re¬ 
moved, and thus we remain, in ignorance 
and in fear.” 

What passed through my mind, a mo¬ 
ment after he ceased to speak, I will not 
dare to breathe even to you, Ippolito ; 
if you can discover it from the question 
I asked, you may .—“ My father, was he 
much shocked at these events ?”■—" He 
zvas much shocked at these events,” said 
the old man, as if fearful of using any 
words but mine. 

“ Perhaps,” said I, “ his present gloomy 
dejection is owing to their preying on 

him 
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him still;”—“ I firmly believe,” said Mi- 
chelo, they continue o prey on him 
still.”—There was a dreary pause; the 
bell tolled three;—“ *Tis late. Signor, 
we have wasted many hours in this me¬ 
lancholy conference; permit me to see 
you to your chamber.”—I rose almost 
unconsciously; the sound of what I had 
heard was yet in my ears, nor did it quit 
them after I retired to rest. 


CHAP, 
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CHAP. VI. 


■ ... Attonitusque legis 

Terrai frugiferai.- 


It was not extraordinary that on Ippolito 
these letters should produce an effect 
merely slight and partial. His mind was 
not constructed to receive the impressions 
Annibal wanted to convey. That some 
strange obscurity had gathered over the 
fate of the late Count and his Countess, 
was plain from every part of the narrative; 
yet Ippolito, innocent and noble of mind, 

perused 
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perused the letters, not with suspicion, 
but with curiosity; and in the avidity 
with which he read a narrative of wonders , 
the observation (relative to his father's 
concern in those transactions) which had 
been suggested to the dark penetration 
of Annibal, was totally overlooked by his 
brother. His two predominant passions, 
love of the marvellous, and love of heroic 
adventure, inspired him with the thought, 
that some dark act of oppression or vio¬ 
lence had been committed, the unfolding 
of which was reserved for him ; and, as he 
thought, of relieving distress, or of vin¬ 
dicating virtue, his cheek glowed, and his 
frame mantled and dilated with generous 
enthusiasm. He was roused from his trance 
of heroism, by Cyprian, who invited him 
to their evening excursion. Ippolito, who 
was in that state of mind, which is pleased 
with itself and its purposes, complied; and 
the smile which, as he assented, lit up his 
beautiful countenance, gave to it almost 


an 
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an angel brightness and benignity. From 
such an expression in Ippolito’s face, Cy¬ 
prian was always observed to turn away 
abruptly and tremblingly. When that face 
was partially averted, he would view it, with 
such a fixedness, as if his very mind was 
eye ; when it was turned towards him with 
no marked expression, he would venture, 
timidly to look up; but when Ippolito 
smiled, Cyprian shrunk from him, with a 
sick and miserable delight, which was 
equally difficult to describe or account 
for. 

They set out. It was one of those 
evenings, of which it is difficult for one 
not conversant with Italian scenery and 
climate to imagine the beauty. There 
was a blaze of animated, but tranquil 
loveliness, diffused over earth, and sea, 
and sky ; there was a splendour which did 
not dazzle, a richness which did not satiate; 
there was not a cloud in heaven, not a 
dark spot on earth; the eye wandered 


over 
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over an extent _of view,, which its bright¬ 
ness made seem immeasurable, and rested 
on it with a fulness of complacency. The 
West, that presented a broad sweep of 
golden light; the sea, that chequered the 
reflection by the heaving of its waters, 
and the gliding of its vessels; the wooded 
windings of the shore, and the promontories 
clothed in their most verdurous and lovely 
hues, endless variety of shape and shade, 
from the dark brown tufts, to the feathery 
spray, that quivered in the breeze, and 
aannuea me blue sxy through its fibres; 
the spires and palaces., whose glowing 
western fronts, shone like jasper and topaz 
in the setting sun — all these objects, 
seemed to produce a kind of visible har- 
motiy, as sensible to sight, as the mingled 
accordance of sounds to the ear. 

They ascended a path they knew, which 
conducted them to a recess, where sha¬ 
dowed by the arbutus and the mangolia, 
they sat, and surveyed the prospect. 

After 
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After a silent pause— ff Tell me,” said 
Cyprian, What* is necessary to form a 
poet, but to be conversant amid such 
scenery as this?” Many things more 
are necessary,” said Ippolito; labour, 
and art, and study, and knowledge, which 
must be supplied by experience, by ob¬ 
servation on the mixt forms of artificial 
life, and by those hereditary habits of as-** 
sociation ; both of sentiment and language, 
which must be acquired by an intimacy 
with the works of similar authors. He 
who exposes himself merely to the im¬ 
pressions of nature, will indeed acquire 
a sensibility of them, but it will be a sa¬ 
vage and Solitary feeling, which cannot be 
embellished from want of internal cultiva¬ 
tion, and cannot be communicated, from 
want of the aids and colourings of appro¬ 
priate language.” Pardon me,” said 
Cyprian, “ your own observation seems 
favourable to me: you mention habits of 
hereditary association derived from one 

poet 
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poet to another—that this is true I admit, 
and if it he true, it must follow that the 
first representations were distinguished by 
their fidelity and excellence; now the 
early poets must have copied from nature 
solely, for society was in a crude and ele¬ 
mentary state, and of previous models the 
first artists can have had none.” 

“ When I mentioned the early poets,” 
said Ippolito, “ 1 did not mean the abo¬ 
rigines of Parnassus, the bards of savage 
tribes, as savage as they—whose effusions 
were oral and traditionary—I meant the 
poets of an age cultivated, but not so 
cultivated as our own. Nature must iiir 
deed be the object of poetical representa¬ 
tion, but it must be nature modified and 
conformed to the existing habits and taste 
of society.” 

“ Were I a poet,” said Cyprian, “ I 
should invert your rule, and admit the in¬ 
fluence of prevailing manners into my 
strains, so far as they were conformable 

to. 
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to nature. From that species called pas¬ 
toral., for instance, I would banish that 
trim and fantastic garniture, which re¬ 
moves it from every thing with which the 
observation or fancy has ever held alliance. 
Shepherds laying aside all concern for the 
simple objects and pleasures of a pastoral 
life, to pursue their mistresses with speeches, 
which to them ought to be unaffecting and 
unintelligible, expending a portion of time 
which rural life can seldom spare, to talk 
of pains and pleasures, which even refine¬ 
ment feigns to feel, and which here, there¬ 
fore, divest fiction of all imposing resem¬ 
blance to truth. All this I would exchange 
for the true and visible imagery of rural 
life:—For the little peasant boy chasing 
the fire-fly, or feeding the silk-worm, slum¬ 
bering in the shade at noon, or led, in 
pursuit of some wanderer of the flock, to 
a scene of unexplored wildness, treading 
with rude awe where his steps are not 
echoed by a human sound, and gazing on 
2 views, 
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views, which no eye, save the eye of the 
lone genius of the place, had ever before 
beheld; or touched with local and rural 
superstition, trembling in moon-light or 
in storm, amid ruins, deemed the resort of 
beings not of this earth. Or, if ghep- 
herds must be in love, I would represent 
them loving like shepherds, with simple 
fidelity, with unfastidious jealousy, with 
services such as pastoral life may require 
and receive, and with hopes of rustic enjoy¬ 
ment, such as labour may acquire, and sim¬ 
plicity relish. I am sure an assemblage of 
such imagery would give pleasure to those 
who love nature, and those who do not, 
might find at operas and carnivals, shep¬ 
herds and shepherdesses sufficiently courtly 
and unnatural.” 

“ You should study the poesy of the 
heretic English, as a penance for your 
own poetical heterodoxy,'’ said Ippolito, 
“-though perhaps the -task would have 
little of penance in it. I have been 

acquainted 
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acquainted some time with the “chaplain 
of the English Embassy ; he is reckoned a 
man of literature in his own country, and 
were he not a heretic, I should think him 
a man of sense and probity. He tells me, 
that (from the surly independence of the 
national spirit, from the roughness of the 
climate, or from a taste derived from their 
ancestry) there is a spirit in their poesy, 
quite different from that of the conti¬ 
nental. A simple appeal to the strong 
and common feelings of our nature, often 
made in such language as the speakers of 
common life clothe their conceptions in. 
Of this he describes the effect to be in¬ 
conceivable by a reader accustomed to 
the poetry of Italy. From their dramas 
and poems, remote and heroic adventures 
are almost banished, and thev turn with 
more emotion to the indigent peasant, 
weeping over her famishing babes—to 
the maniac, who shrieks on the nightly 
waste—to age, pining in lonely misery— - 
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to honest toil crushed in the sore and 
fruitless struggle with oppression and ad¬ 
versity—than to the raving princess, or 
the declaiming hero. They have also a 
species of poesy among them, (unknown 
I believe to any but the northern nations 
of Europe,) which contributes to main¬ 
tain this taste—the traditionary tales of 
their ancestry, the rude chronicles of a 
bold and warlike people, of which the 
language is wild and peculiar even to the 
ears of its admirers, from a kind of quaint 
and antique rhythm, which irresistibly as¬ 
sociated in the minds of the hearers, with 
the thoughts of times long past, with 
melancholy and awe-breathing remem¬ 
brances. These are the ballads of the 
West and North of Europe; they are set 
to a simple and monotonous melody, and 
chaunted with enthusiasm. 

“ There is a nation of people wild and 
little known, in a Western, island, whose 
national poetry is still richer, and whose 

harnjony 
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harmony is said to be more melting than 
that of the English— f have forgot their 
name, but of a people so endowed, the 
name will not be always obscure. The 
little poem I am about to read to you, 
relates the actions of a rude chieftain of 
that country.” 

Bruno-Lin , the Irish Outlaw * 
a. d. 1302 . 


Bruno-lin awoke in the night, 

He griped his mace, and lie roused his might, 

He deemed it long till his followers all 
With food and plunder filled his hall.— 

* The subject of the following lines was taken from a 
note on a Poem, from which it is an honour to borrow a hint 
however slight or remote. It is perhaps the only merit of 
this trifle that it was suggested on reading a passage in “ The 
Lay of the Last Minstrel,’’ It is lamented that the scenery 
of this Ballad is so topical, that whoever has not been 
in Ireland, can scarce read it with pleasure ; whoever has, 
will not be sorry to think again of the ruins of Melik, 
and the waters of the Shannon.—Bruno-Lin, (or Bryan-o- 
Lin, as he is sometimes called), is a Chieftain still famous 
in the memory of Irish song. 
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His followers food and plunder sought 
From warded tower to hurdled cot— 

A band of blood—They raised the spear, 

And never a foeman stood anear.— 

A band of blood—They laid them down 
And there w as not a meal for four miles round. 
Where saintly peace at Melik* dwells, 

They burst the convent’s seared cells.; 

And broke the pix at altar's base, 

And flung the wine in the Sacristan's face* 

He griped his mace with a grimly smile, 

(Hard to lift, and heavy to feel. 

Banded with brass, and studded with steel) 

The moon shone thro' a rift the while.— 

He griped it, and swore by Mary's migh t, 

To go and meet the traveller-wight*— 

Bruno-Lin he left his tower 
All in the mirk and midnight hour, 

Through mossy bog, and matted brier,. 

He sprung with the speed of fairy fire, 

Nor rested till his firm step stood 
Where fords t dispart the wandering flood, 

* Melik, an Abbey, whose beautiful ruins are yet extant 
on the banks of the Shannon, where it flows between Gal¬ 
way and Leinster. 

t Fords of Melik. 

O'er 
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O’er Shannon's broad and bridgeless stream. 
Was passage else nor far nor near— 

Through buttress’d arch, and shadowy pier, 

In its dark blue wave, now frequent gleam. 

He leaned with his mace on the red-moss stone, 
And watched for the step of traveller lone. 

—Was not a sound to stir the ear— 

—Was not a form that thought could fear— 
The owlet slept in tufted nest; 

The river’s ripplings whispered—rest. 

The car might list, till murmurs still 
Of unheard sound the sense did fill.— 

The eye might gaze, till forms of night 
Gan quiver in the misty sight.— 

The breathless calm of the lone hour 
Held o’er his soul unwonted power.— 

Bruno cursed the stilly night, 

And waved his mace, to wake his might— 

He would rather hear the tempest rave, 

And shout to the toss of the crested wave.— 

A step—he lurks behind the stone ; 

A step—he comes—the traveller lone.— 

It was a knight of moody mien, 

His hand unglaised, his lance in rest; 

His barded steed scarce felt the rein, 

His footing stint the stirrup press'd.— 
r 2 
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Thrice as his step the brink assay'd, 

A voice of woe did sweep the stream ; 

And thrice beneath the moon s wan beam 
A bloody stain the waves embayed; 

Bruno rushed from his trysting place, 

And dashed in the courser's front his mace 
In bone and brain the iron stood. 

Reek'd to its base both spike and stud— 

The mad steed bounding with the pain 
Rose like a meteor in the air, 

Left in sore plight his rider there, 

And plunged into the flood amain.— 

Bruno rushed on the struggling wight. 

And bore him to the earth outright: 

On ringing plate, and riven mail, 

The massive mace did bound like hail. 

He cannot rise, he cannot breather— 

His lance is locked, his sword in sheathe: 
From gash and rent the life-blood flows, 

And faint and short his struggling grows: 

His quivering head, and stark-swoln breast 
The chase of hunted life confest— 

“ Lay me on Melik's holy shore !’' 

His last prayer sped—he breathes no more.— 

Three paces backward Bruno strode. 

And on the corse did sometime gaze ; 
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Then in his arms assayed to raise— 

And felt it was a dead man’s load .— 
lie rent the mail from his bleeding breast, 

He rent the gems from his plumed crest: 

The shield from his left arm unwreathed, 

And half the burnished brand unsheathed : 

But he would not the visors band unbrace. 

For be cared not to look on the dead man’s face; 
He heaps the spoil on the red-moss stone, 

And lists for the step of traveller lone. 

He comes—a lone and lowly wight, 

Scant was his speed—and Hide his plight: 

He is y’douned in dusky weeds. 

And loud, as lie goes, he tells his beads.— 

Bruno ’sdeigned, this enemy 

With craft, or weaponed might assail, 

Or mell in perilous battaile; 

So forth he strode, and bad him u die.' , 

“ For Christ’s bless’d mother spare my blood ; 

I do not plead for craven life ; 

'Tis for a soul’s most precious strife; 

By Him who died on holy rood.— 

Warrior—I held a wide domain, 

Iron portals fenced my keep, 

Mailed warders watched my sleep : 

Warrior—I led an hardy train^ 
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This hand, that marshalled my bold crew 
In the fell foray of the Pale , 

Armed with glaive of iron scale, 

This hand an only brother slew !— 

Oh, what shall give a murderer rest! 
Still, still I feel the worm within, 

Still burns the unquenched fire for sin— 
And I have roamed from east to west* 
Full fifty choirs their requiems raise; 

On fifty shrines the tapers blaze. 

Them fifty priests do watch by night 
With missal chaunt, and taper’d rite ; 

O'er flourished cross, and trophied tomb, 
Ilis banner waves in warlike gloom, 

And bells shall toll—till day of doom.— 

Oh, what shall give the murderer rest! 
I feel th* undying worm within, 

Still burns th’ unquenched fire for sin, 

And I have roamed from east to west. 

Aid from each sainted name I crave, 

From cloistered tower to Eremite’s cave ; 
To stone and well I ceaseless wend, 

At cross and cairn my head I bend ; 

I’ve knelt and wept from morn to morn, 
My knees are stone, mine eyes are horn— 
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All vain of penanced lore, the rede 
Kite, and relic, and charmed bead, 
And vigil pale, and pilgrim weed. 

And now with faltering step I go— 
These costly gifts shall Melik gain, 

To the last rood of my domain— 
(The dark fiend doth beset ine so) 

Peace to the parted soul to win 
Or free the living soul from sin. 
Warrior—for grace thy weapon sheathe, 
So may thy last prayer gracious be, 
So may thy soul part peacefully, 
So may it triumph gloriously ; 

Nor plunge a soul unblessed in death .”— 

Bruno scarce marked bis woful tale: 
Small was his wreck of penance—rede 
Scant was his ruth of saintly weed : 

“ Pilgrim, a shorter shrift shall Vail, 
If without book thou knowest a prayer, 
Address thee, for thy corse lies tilde. 5 ' 

Sore strove the man in agony • 

But Bruno wrenched him without toil, 
Like tufted weed from mossy soil, 

And plunged him in the darksome waste— 
And still his death-cry swell’d the blast > 
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“ Might I but reach the shadowed spire, 
Within its shadow but expire'’— ? —- 
Till the dark waters quench’d his cry. 

Then Bruno from his scrip ’gan pour 
Fix, and chalice, and taper high 
And rood, and altar’s imagery, 

And vase, and ve^t for sacristy, 

Of monkish wealth, a goodly store : 

He heaped them on the mossy stone— 

Wails not to tell, how many a wight 
Bowed beneath his mace that night; 

’ Vails not to tell, how, rich foray 
With dint of perilous assay 

Was won that night from traveller lone. 

Biuno homeward now doth wend, 

His prey around him heavy' hung ; 

Beneath a part his shoulders bend, 

Part in his mantle broad he flung, 

And some was tied to his mace's end. 

Home he wends with footsteps wight, 
r Ihe moss beneath his backward tread, 

Scant bow’d his lithe and limber head : 

When lo—a meteor flames his tower, 

Bright as the beam from faery bower 

When wanderers,—mark o’er wat’ry Strath, 
Ilow burns the Elfin’s taper’d path— 

So shone that bright and wonderous light.— 

Swift 
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Swift he comes—his followers all 
With feast and foray had filled his hall. 

There was note of boasting loud, 

Pointing to prey, and staunching of blood, 
Till Bruno check'd the wasscl rude. 

His eye was lit with high disdain, 

As he threw the prede upon the ground 
And leant on his mace with idlesse stound, 
All-while his followers gazed it round : 
Then sudden with a startled mien— 

Ci Who lapped our keep in nightly fire ? 

On towery ridge of castled wall, 

Bartizan and beacon-spire, 

Casement arch, and arrow loop, 

And grated cleft and chink withal ; 

A flood of sheeny flame did tower— 

When, as I entered, all was mirk/’ 

None the cause could rede, I trow, 
Much they mus’d, and murmur’d low : 
i( The lonely taper that lights our hall, 
Gleams in a crevice of the wall; 

Not broader seen than Melik’s spire, 

O’er Shannon’s far and moon-light wave.” 

But soon they started from moody stound. 
And as they bask round ruddy Arc, 

Gibe, and jest, in gamesome sort. 

With the wide wassel cup went round— 
x 5 
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When hark !—when hark !—— 

A blow upon the barred door ! 

The band,—each drew his unwiped dirk, 
Indrew with quivering lip his breath, 

And starting, grasped the board unneath, 

And glanced around the hollow eye. 
When louder, as of iron stave, 

On boss and bar, the smiting rung — 

The boldest of the rever’s train. 

Pressed on his lip his wary hand, 

Seized with shorten’d gripe his brand, 

And went—but ne'er returned again. 

Loud and more loud the smiting grew, 

As bar and bolt in splinters flew : 
Another goes—his mazed feere 

With ear that faltered on the sound, 
Listened as down the stair he wound ; 
But thence nor voice nor step could hear— 
Loud and more loud the smiting grew— 
Others still, and others went— 

Bruno sat in his lonely selle — 

He heard his band, as one by one 
They trod the winding stair of stone; 

Adown the footing, hard and dank, 

He heard their sandals 7 iron clank; 

He heard them reach the arched door, 

But thence nor step, nor voice heard more. 
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Was nigh him now, nor friend nor feere— 
Lonely thought his heart 'gan quell, 

His proud eye Vailed its hardiment: 

As slow he rose, and now through mist 
Of umber'd arch the door mote see, 

He^ign’d the cross, which he deemed a spell. 

And faltered a broken Ave-Marie.— 

Untouched—the door far backwards flew* 
What shapes are they—through mist and fog 
Now dimly seen, now sudden lost, 

That lap in flame the fenny bog, 

And distant now, and now anear, 

Edge the dark lining of the cloud. 

Sweep in dim march the heathy hill, 

And now below in darkling dell, 

Mantle the toothed and matted briar 
With ridgy head, and spiky hand, 

Talon and fang, of fringed fire— 

All instantly and visibly ? 

Shapes, now sheeted inpaley fire, 

That shimmer like the moon-shine frost, 

Now embound in flaky gyre 

Of eddying flame, whose high career 
Whirls them round with waftage loud— 

While through its bickering volumes still, 
Fitful gleam’d the shadowings blue, 

In 
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In umbered skull, of flamy eyne, 

Like steely studs in Morion dun, 

Or tombed tapers sapphire sheen, 

Or carbuncle in ebony.- 

The sight was drear—but Bruno bold 
Had deemed it but some pageant strange. 
Play'd by the quaint and antic sprites 
'Through fog and fen that darkling range, 
Till 'mid the ghostly rout he knew 
The shadowed forms of those he slew. 

Stern scowl'd the knight —his rifted mail 
Disclosed his body gashed and bare : 

Wan gleamed the penitent so pale, 

And signed a shadowy cross in air : 

And far, far off in cloudy sail 

Other and sadder shapes were there.— 
Forward—the gasted murderer fled, 

Mid horror's pith to plunge his head. 

Even in that dread and darkling hour, 

His soul's first impulse urged its power. 

Forward—his thoughts unbidden tend ; 
Forward—his steps unconscious bend.— 
While as he turned his scared eye, 

He sees athwart the reddening sky, 

The spectre.cloud, in folding fires 
Enwrap his castle’s smouldering spires— 
Giant-shapes of warlike sheen 


Grasping 
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Grasping what seemed dart and spear: 

And sulphurous lightning s streamy lance, 

O’er crested tower their wild forms rear, 

And mouths of other than earthly mould 
(Gleaming through the casements barr’d, 

Or o’er the portal battle-scarred) 

Through ebon horns rung war-notes bold— 
And every hue and tint so pale 
Shone out in that unearthly light; 

Shadowy stole and form of mist, 

Flar’d like the sunny chrysolite, 

Ruby or opals argent mail, 

And emerald, and amethyst.— 

Onward theghasted murderer rushed, 

Till Shannon’s dark wave checked his flight: 
Onward the fiery fabric urged, 

And as he turned with hurrying tread, 

Still seemed to topple o’er his head, 

Still voicing, on the sulphured gale 
Came skriek, and gibber, and ghost-like wail 
Like stripes, his filing steps that scourg’d. 

The river’s depths lay dark in night— 

And his broad surface, still and clear. 

Gave back no gleam of unbless’d light. 

He paused a moment in breathless fear— 
Then with a cry, (whose nightly yell 


on 
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Oft sweeps its stream, as legends tell) 

He plung’d beneath—the winds are whist— 

The echoes sleep—and all is hush’d.— 

“ I confess/' said Cyprian, “ in these 
I find a pleasure, which I seek in vain 
amid the sententious and cold concetti of 
our poetry. Would I were one of the 
Arcadi , or of those whose eminence in 
the literary world enables them to extend 
their influence to the arts." “ Why should 
you wish for that influence, and how 
would you employ it ?” said Ippolito. “ I 
should wish for it," replied Cyprian, “ be¬ 
cause the connexion between literature 
and the arts is intimate and inseparable ; 
I would therefore make each the channel 
of reciprocal improvement to the other. 
How much more striking would the effect 
be, if instead of the stiff figures of our 
drama, coming forward in modern habili¬ 
ments to warble modern music, contrast¬ 
ing instead of representing the classic or 
romantic characters whose names they 

usurp 
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usurp—the bard of those distant days and 
regions you have described, should appear 
with the rude and flowing drapery, the 
harp of bold, unmeasured song, the 
themes of old and wondrous story; and 
all amid scenes suited to his character; 
not among the glare of artificial lights and 
picturings, but amid rocks and ruins, the 
murmurs of waters, and the tremblings of 
moon-light. I have mentioned only one 
character, but might there not be a thou¬ 
sand others, and all with the appropriate 
melody of their age and nation, simple, 
or rude, and wild, as they might be, but 
all rendered more interesting by remem¬ 
bered and heart-touching association, than 
the most scientific strains uttered by mo¬ 
dern harmonists?’' 

“ And how would you contrive,’-’ said 
Ippolito, “ to extend a similar improve¬ 
ment to the department of painting ?” 

“ Oh !” said Cyprian, " that mute lan¬ 
guage whose powers I am convinced are 

yet 
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yet unexplored, that language now only 
intelligible to the eye, I would teach to 
speak to the very soul. Instead of copy¬ 
ing the colouring of one artist*, the design 
of another, the trees, and the sun-light, 
and the ruins, that are handed down from 
age to age, with mechanical improvement 
and imitation that excludes originality— 
I would have the painter look around life, 
and within himself; I would have him 
copy from nature in a state of motion, 
from existing life; from those forms and 
shades of manner and feeling, which are 
in a perpetual state of animated fluctua¬ 
tion around us, more numerous, more 
varied, and more vivid than they could 
have been, from the unimproved state of 
society, in the time of the elder masters: 
I would make all my figures, characters , 
and all my groups circumstantial and nar¬ 
rative. But for sensible representation, 
it is better to furnish example than argu¬ 
ment. I saw a painting by an obscure 

master. 




the family of montorio. 113 

master; the subject was common; it was 
the interment of a corse; it was the mo¬ 
ment after the vault was closed: from the 
devices I conjectured it was the burial of 
a young person, and from the counte¬ 
nance of an old man (who assumed no 
particular attitude) I was convinced it 
was his only child. Over the face of the 
priest was spread a chaste and holy sad¬ 
ness, such as men may be supposed to 
feel, to whom the fixed hope of a better 
life, have made the inflictions of this of 
light and trivial avail. But the wretched 
parent was bowing to the priest, for having 
performed the last rites; was thanking 
him with the humility of courteous misery* 
for having for ever removed from him his 
last earthly stay and hope. There was 
something in the expression of the old 
man, thus trying to work features, con¬ 
vulsed with anguish, into a gentle smile, 
to blend the duties of the moment with 
rhe wrung feelings of the parent, and not 
5 forget 
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forget the decencies of grief amid its 

stings and bitterness-1 cannot express 

myself but I looked at the other contents 
of the gallery with sufficient tranquillity. 
Such are the subjects I would introduce 
or search for, in every effort of mind or 
of taste; and to every subject, mental or 
artificial, I would attach its appropriate 
features of scenery and character.” 

“ And with the present scene, what 
group would you associate?” saidIppolito. 
Cyprian paused. “ What if I were to 
take the pencil from you, and become an 
artist in your new school. I feel the in¬ 
spiration coming: let me try—shall I 
sketch a little, friendly, monitory sylph, 
soliciting with gentle art, a giddy, grace¬ 
less wanderer, from a vitiated sensibility 
of pleasure, and recalling him to those 
pure and innocent enjoyments which he 
blushes to have forsaken so long.” 

“ Oh, my master, my beloved master!” 
said Cyprian, look forth, and wonder 

that 
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that you ever forsook them. This dim 
light that veils from us the forms and 
colours of the earth, gives to the sky a 
dense and sombrous majesty, which I love 
better than the bright blue of noon, or 
even the amber-glow of sun-set. See the 
high arch of heaven, above our heads, 
how vast, how spacious, without a star, 
and without a cloud. There is something 
in its aspect of calm stability and im¬ 
mutable duration. It stands in its strength, 
and its silence tells of eternity/' 

“ And see far off, just over Capri,” said 
Ippolito, " where the sky is of a paler 
blue, one little twinkling star of silver 
fire; and above it, the moon, with her 
slant crescent, slowly coming up. Does 
she not seem like a bark of pearl, floating 
on the deep, dark blue ocean. And see, 
while we speak, ten thousand stars are 
bursting into brightness. There is my 
natal Saturn—just where I point; how 
wan he looks to-night; oh, for a mental 

telescope 
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telescope to read the characters inscribed 
on that dark speck!" lie mused, and Cy¬ 
prian observed with anguish the change 
on his countenance, u Observe/’ said he, 
recovering himself, “ in this deep silence 
of the night, the distinctness of the most 
faint and distant sound. Listen to that 
bell from the city; I think I could tell 
the very convent from which it sounds: 
how solemn it swells on the air—it is a 
death-bell. M 

“ Peace to the parting soul — oh, it 
gazes on this scene with other eyes,” said 
Cyprian, crossing himself. 

“ Yes, in a moment, how changed Its - 
views, its capacities, its range of existence 
and motion,” said Ippolito, “ from the 
dark, narrow bed of suffering, where all 
of nature that was admitted, was the sickly 
light that struggled with the watch-taper— 
in a moment, to see with a spirit’s bright 
and boundless view, all nature, with her 
worlds and her systems, her laws, her 

causes. 
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causes, and her motions; yea, and the 
mighty Mover himself! Oh, wonderful!” 

“ And thither shall we follow; though 
not now, we shall be there in a space, 
which to the duration of that world, is as a 
moment,” said Cyprian, “ and be assured, 
that these coo! and healthful moments of 
reposing thought, snatched from the fe¬ 
vering turmoils of the world, will have an 
effect that shall not be unfelt or forgotten 
there. There the best hours of our lives 
are numbered and valued, and the best of 
our hours, I believe, are passed amid the 
stillness of nature, and the silence of 
thought.” 

They descended, and returned to Na¬ 
ples. 


i 


CHAP. 
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CHAP. VII. 


Tiie influence which in these conferences 
Cyprian had obtained over the mind of 
Ippolito, was singular and powerful. The 
obscurity of his introduction, the pecu¬ 
liarity of his manners, gave even a hover¬ 
ing shade of awe to impressions, of which 
the character had otherwise been faint , 
and fugitive. Not of a sex to inspire 
love, and still too female-like for the solid 
feelings of manly friendship, Cyprian ho¬ 
vered round his master, like his guardian 
sylph, with the officiousness of unwearied 
zeal, and the delight of communicated 
purity. 


On 
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On their return to Naples,, Cyprian ob¬ 
served, that a length of time elapsed be¬ 
fore Ippolito joined him, though they had 
quitted the carnage together, and when 
he did appear, that his aspect was strange 
and altered. It wore an expression of 
ghastly wonder. His lips were white, and 
his eye vacant. He addressed abrupt in¬ 
quiries to the servants, with the air of a 
man who wishes to satisfy his curiosity, 
without betraying the object of it; but 
from them he learned nothing. They 
“ had seen no shape/' they “ had heard 
no sound,” and Ippolito's inquiries seemed 
suddenly checked by something more than 
the difficulty of satisfying them. Shortly 
after, Ippolito retired to dress for an as¬ 
sembly, and Cyprian to his closet, where, 
m his master's absence, he was constantly 
employed in writing, and where (some 
whom the prying habits of an Italian ser¬ 
vant had induced to watch him, declared, 
that) he gave himself up to emotions so 

terrible, 
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terrible, they wondered so delicate a 
frame could support them. 

When Montorio returned, his valet was 
summoned to attend him alone. His ca¬ 
binet was contiguous to Cyprian’s, who 
obeying an impulse, which his concern for 
his master justified to himself, listened at 
a partition, in a state of solicitous feeling, 
which the low, broken sounds, that issued 
at intervals through it, irritated instead 
of appeasing.——At times, the words 
“ strange ”—“ fearful ”—“ terrible”—and 
every expression of painful wonder met 
his ear. Some observation was then made 
by the servant, of a tendency apparently 
palliative or explanatory, to which Ip- 
polito answered with solemnity : Impos¬ 
sible ; if I have life and sense I saw it— 
three times to-night, distinct and terrible.” 

A sentence followed from the servant, 
which, partly from the stretch of most 
painful attention, and partly from the 
answer, Cyprian conjectured to be an 

inquiry 
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inquiry about some form or shape. It 
was followed by some imperfect answer 
from Ippolito, but of which Cyprian could 
not discover whether the imperfection 
arose from the form being too obscure or 
too horrible for description. 

The conference ceased, and Cyprian 
had scarce time to sit down to his papers, 
which he turned over with shaking hands, 
and a vacant eye, when Montorio entered 
the room. He stalked about for some 
time gloomily, then like one who wakens 
slowly from an oppressive dream, he 
gazed around him, and sighed heavily. 
Cyprian, who wished to ascribe to himself 
the uneasiness that prevailed, lest he 
should irritate a disturbed spirit, said 
timidly, I have been writing, since you 
told me of the English poetry, and this 
has been the cause of all this foolish em¬ 
barrassment; I was anxious and ashamed 
to shew it to you.” He held out a paper, 
vol. i. o - which 
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which Ippolito took with a listless hand, 
and while he read it, Cyprian watched his 
countenance with an emotion, the fate of 
his poetry did not excite. 


The Lady and her Page. 

i. 

It was a sweet and gentle hour, 

'Twas the night of a Summer day, 

When a lady bright, on her palfrey white, 
Paced across the moorland grey. 


II. 

And oft she checked her palfrey’s rein, 

As if she heard footsteps behind, 

*Twas her heart of fear that deceived her ear, 
And she heard but the passing wind. 

III. 

There trips a page, that lady beside, 

To guide the silken rein, 

And he holds up there, with duteous care, 
Her foot-cloths sweeping train. 


IV. 
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IV. 

And that page was a knight—who in menial plight, 
For love of that stately dame, 

Long served at her board, though a high-born lord. 
And a foe to her father s name. 


V. 

Across the haze, there streamed a pale blaze. 

And the page’s cheek blanched with fear; 

a Oh, see, lady, see!—at the foot of yon tree, 
The blue fire that burns so clear. 

VI. 

“ ’Tis the prince of the night, ’tis the elfin sprite, 
With his ghostly revelry : 

Sweet lady stand, with this cross in thine hand, 

Or thou and 1 must die. 

VII. 

f< For as legends tell, an unseen spell 
Doth screen him from mortal wound. 

Unless the steel be dipped in a well 
That holy wall doth bound.” 

VIII. 

Sad was her heart when she saw her page part, 
And she feared she would see him no more, 

For in secret long, her soul was wrung 
With a love that ne’er trembled before. 
g 2 
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IX. 

Oh! what is the sound seems to come from the 
ground. 

And now sweeps along on the air- 

She dared not to look, for with terror she shook^ 
And she tremblingly murmured a prayer. 

X. 

And o’er the dun heath, a balmy breath 
Stole like roses and violets sweet. 

And the lavender blue, all dropping with dew, 
Strewed the ground at that lady’s feet. 

XI. 

u Fair maiden come, to our twilight home. 

Where we'll sport so merrily; 

The glow-worm by night, shall lend us her light. 
As we dance round the grey ash-tree. 

XII. 

“ Or with unwet wings, we'll sport in the springs 
That roll far beneath the sea; 

Or to the bright moon, we'll fly as soon 
If my love thou wilt deign to be." 

XIII. 

Askance she gazed—and her eye she raised— 

A youth stood timidly nigh, 

And of a truth, 'twas as lovely a youth 

As ever met maiden's eye. XIV. 
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XIV. 

His tresses brown, that came mantling down, 
Seemed his snowy neck to veil ; 

And with chrysolite eyes, his wings’ crimson dyes 
Were starred like the peacock-tail. 

XV. 

His eye was bright, as the north-streamers’ light, 
But his cheek was sad and pale; 

And the lines of care that were written there, 

A spirit might read and waiJ. 

XVI. 

But his sky-tinctured vest to his eye-lids was prest. 
And his heart seemed bursting with woe, 

And the white, white rose that wreathed his brows 
Seemed pale and paler to grow. 

XVII. 

“ I’ve watched thee late and early, 

I’ve watched thee night and day, 

I’ve loved thee, lady, dearly, 

With a love that can never decay. 

XVIII. 

6( I’ve heard thy sleeping sigh, lady, 

I’ve heard tli'y waking prayer, 

No mortal foot was nigh, lady, 

But I was weeping there. 


XIX. 
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XIX. 

€i With an eye that no thought can deceive, lady, 
I've seen love sweetly stealing on thee; 

I know that young bosom can heave, lady, 

And shall it not heave for me.” 

XX. 

The lady stood—and her unchilled blood 
Gave her lip its warmest hue; 

But the cross to her breast, was fervidly prest 
And still her heart was true. 

XXI. 

Yet rest thee here, oh ! lady dear, 

And my minstrel spirits gay, 

With harp and lute, and fairy flute 
Shall play thee a roundelay/' 

XXII. 

All was hushed and still, on the elfin hill, 

All was hushed in the evening vale, 

Not a whisper was heard, not a footstep stirred, 
Not an aspen-leaf shook in the gale. 

XXIII. 

Then soft and slow, a note of woe 
Came far on the breathless air; 

Twas wild as the strain of the mermaid train, 
When they’re combing their yellow hair. 


XXIV. 
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XXIV. 

Twas wild as the dirge, that floats on the surge, 

The mariners lonely grave- 

All-while mortals sleep, they sing and they weep, 
And they glide on the moon-light wave. 

XXV. 

Then it rose rich and high, like the chaunt of joy, 
That breathes round the hermit-bower ; 

When cherubim bright leave their mansions of joy^ 
To soothe his dying hour. 

XXVI. 

Oh! how the heart beat of that lady sweet, 

But her heart did not beat with fear, 

The strain so wild, her senses had guiled, 

And she loved though she trembled to hear. 

XXVII. 

But who is he that flies, with his soul in his eyes, 

Wide waving a faulchion of steel ?- 

By the flush on her cheek, ere a word she could 
speak, 

A nursling babe might tell. 

XXVIII. 

(‘Twas an urchin-sprite, in the guise of her knight, 
’Twas a wile of the elfin king, 

And the vision so quaint, in form and in teint, 
Her soul to her cheek did bring). 


XXIX. 
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XXIX. 

u Hushed, hushed, be your fear, for your true 
knight is here, 

With the brand that his patron saint gave, 

No elfin wight may dare its might, 

For *tis dipped in St. Angelo’s wave. 

XXX. 

4 ‘ And the cowled friar, and convent quire, 

Are waiting our nuptials to say ; 

Haste, lady, haste, for the night’s fading fast, 

And the eastern cloud is grey. 

XXXI. 

“ But give me the cross that’s hid in thy breast. 
And give me the'rosary too, 

And I'll lead thee o’er the perilous moor, 

On the faith of a knight so true.” 

XXXII. 

Oh, she gave up the cross that was hid in her breast,' 
And she gave up the rosary too— 

As he grasped them, he frowned, and he smote the 
ground, 

And out rushed the elfin crew. 


XXXIII. 

And the goblin rout gave a maddening shout, 

And danced round them in many a wild ring, 

And 
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And the slender waist of that lady chaste. 

Was clasped by the elfin king. 

XXXIV. 

All loose was her hair, and her bosom was bare, 
And his eye it glared fierce and bold, 

And her wan lip he pressed, and her shuddering 
breast, 

And he grasped her locks of gold. 

XXXV. 

But instant a blow made the caitiff forego 
His gripe of that victim fair, 

And deadly he groaned, as he shrunk from the 
wound, 

And phantom crew vanished in air. 

XXXVI. 

“ IVe saved thee, my love, by help from above. 
I've saved thee from mortal harms/' 

And no word she spoke, but she gave him a look. 
And sunk in her fn/e-knight's arms*. 


* This poem was communicated by a friend. 


G 5 
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Ippolito, though he perused these lines 
with the apathy of one occupied by other 
thoughts, still seemed anxious to escape 
from them, by tenaciously seeking em¬ 
ployment. He snatched up the papers 
that lay before Cyprian, and vehemently 
began to peruse them. Cyprian, all agi¬ 
tation, rose, and besought him to restore 
them .—“ They are not to be read.”— 
“ You increase my anxiety to examine a 
composition that is written —not to be 
read,” said Ippolito, with a languid smile. 
“ They must not be read by you—to you 
they can afford no pleasure; they are a 
simple tale of woman’s love, and we men 
believe that women cannot love; it is a 
tale not to be told in an hour of levity, or 
when an intercourse with the light, cold 
characters of the world has hardened the 
heart, and made it slow to believe, that 
there are beings, who only live to feel, 
and who have died of feeling. Choose 
some other hour, and bring with you 

another 
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another heart. I shall make no demands 
of outrageous sympathy, for I know that 
the subject is removed too far from the 
world’s line and topic of feeling, to ex¬ 
pect it. Nor do I think that real suffering 
ever sought relief, but in the patience of 
unanswering belief. This is all 1 would 
ask, but this I fear I would ask in vain at 
such an hour from you.”—“ Cyprian,” 
said Montorio, touched by his words, “ the 
frivolity in which you see me immersed, 
is artificial and irksome; I have a heart 
capable of passion, but the object capa¬ 
ble of inspiring it, I yet seek in vain. 
It is but a little while since I entered 
society, with feelings ardent in youth, 
and exalted by hope—those feelings are 
repelled, crushed, almost extinguished. 
I submit to a pitiful compromise with 
the depraved system of society ; I trifle 
with the triflers of the day, and languish 
even for the refreshing hope of imaginary 
excellence. AH who are beautiful, I can 

admire. 
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admire; her only, who can love, can I 
love/’—He clasped his hands, and threw 
up his dark, ardent eye to heaven, and 
stood with the look and energy of inspi¬ 
ration.—“ If such a being ever existed,” 
said Cyprian, “ there is her history.’*— 
And is she yet alive/’ said Ippolito, 
and is she to be found ?”—“ No ; she 
lives no more, she has passed away, as 
few have perished, without note, and 
without remembrance. All that loves to 
cling round the image and memory of 
fhe dead, has forsaken her; she perished 
without a tear, without a memorial, with¬ 
out a grave! 

fC This is a narrative of thoughts, not of 
circumstances—no ear heard, and no eye 
saw her sufferings; and never did the 
subject of her sole thought enter into the 
thought of another. It is necessary be¬ 
fore 1 begin to read these fragments, to 
mention to you, that the writer was 
young in years and in sentiment; the 

very 
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very child of simplicity and enthusiasm ; 
an union not impossible in young minds. 
She entered into the world, she was sur¬ 
rounded, dazzled, and confused. But her 
feelings expanded, as the eye becomes 
accustomed to the glare of recent light. 
In the tumult of new pleasures, she saw 
an object, on whom she gazed with the 
smile of new-born love; it was her last, 
last smile .—He was indifferent, because 
he was unconscious; she never told her 
love, till its posthumous disclosure was 
no longer a crime in a vestal. 0 

Ippolito prepared to listen, though it 
was now late, for every object combined 
to soften him to attention; the chaste and 
mellowed light, the quiet apartment, 
whose floating perfumes just stirred the 
sense, the soothing pensiveness of Cyprian, 
who concealed his face with his hand, and 
who reads with the voice of one who 
fears to trust his own emotions, as he 
reads.— “ The first fragment, 0 said he, 

“ describes 
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" describes her feelings on the sight of 
this object.”- 

' . April 1st . 

It is midnight—all is silent around me— 
not a breeze,, not a murmur, above, be¬ 
low. And I, amid this stillness of nature, 
how and what am I?—What is this feverish 
tumult of mind and sense that contrasts 
and deepens the silence around me ? Whom 
have I seen? I know not; let me not 
speak his name; I will not think who he 
is; I am most happy. My feelings dwell 
in silence on their inward treasure. The 
gladness within me is still and balmy, like 
the morning-sun of a vernal day. There 
is no being blest as I am this night, ex¬ 
cept him; he must be happy, he is so 

beautiful..-.How is a 

tumult so wild, a calm so*deep, as I feel 
to-night, reconcileable ?—My spirits are 

agitated but my mind is still.. ■*<••• 

* * 


April 
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April 7 th. 

The costly dullness, the cold faces, the 
heavy feasts of supercilious grandeur— 
All are vanished—All that is tedious, has 
ceased to be felt. What matters it where 
I am, when he is with me every where ? 
A single spell of thought, an unuttered 
wish, a moving of the mental lips, brings 
him to my mind. There is a precious 
store of pleasant thought which we love 
to dwell on in solitude without commu¬ 
nication, and without suspicion. This 
with me, is the thought of him.- 

There comes to me amid crowds a men¬ 
tal and inaudible whisper of his name. I 
think of him, and happiness steals over 
me like the silent perfum-e of evening; 
like music trembling over a length of 
moon-lit waters.- 

April 9th. 

For hours to-day have I sat, without 
the consciousness of thought, "yet without 

vacancy; 
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vacancy; his image fills up the mind as 
if by fascination. Many passed me; I 
heard their steps, without feeling their 
presence.— Is not this like love? —Imposs¬ 
ible; a vestal cannot love ; —no, my hap¬ 
piness is unmixed with a lover’s misery ; 
no restlessness, no jealousy, no torture 
of impossible hope, no anguish ofdisap- 
pointment.—No ; I may indulge these ■ 
dreams without danger, and without fear;. 
for / cannot love ;—It is not of his beauty 
I think, Tis of himself; yet I remember 
well his heavenly form, his sunny cheek, 
and the ringlets of his hrowji, brown hair; 
yet i do not think of them; I need not;, 
they are before me for ever.--- 

* * * * * * ' 

April 20th. 

Whence is this new wish to mingle in 
the world ? Can it be a wish to see him 
again? Why should I see him?—Those 
who have watched the showery scintillation 

of 
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of the meteor, and gazed upon the glo¬ 
rious vision with uplift hands and eyes, 
do not wait for its return; why should I 
waste away life in gazing! I have no 
other hope. What am I doing ? Where 
have I wandered? hope and he —It is some¬ 
times dangerous to think of danger.— 

Jpril 30 tli. 

I think too much of him; what I once 
thought impossible, is certain; I think of 
him too much. And must I lose that 
cherished thought; that charm, whose 
silent agency opens a glimpse of mental 
fairy land? Who would rob the poor her¬ 
mit of his only treasure, the lovely face 
of his Madonna, that only smiling face 
he is ever permitted to see, and to which 
he turns in the hour of solitude and va¬ 
cancy, with devotion animated, not ex¬ 
tinguished ? 

Such I had hoped his image had been 
to me in the vigils of the dark hour, in 

the 
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the loneliness of my cell—and must I 
resign it ?- 

******** 

At this moment, several servants en¬ 
tered, with each of whom Ippolito suc¬ 
cessively whispered, and after listening 
with much perturbation to their answers, 
he rushed from the palace, to which he did 
not return till late the following evening. 


CHAP. 




tfHE FAMILY OF MONTORIO. 


139 


/Jim 


CHAP. VIII. 

*' mm 


Qaadet imagine rcrum— 

Rejoices in the pictured forms of past events. 

The Castle di Mural to, the residence of 
the Montorio family, was totally unlike 
the modern mansions of the Italian nobi¬ 
lity. Very few vestiges of Gothic archi¬ 
tecture yet remain on the Continent in 
a tenanted state. 

The style of their palates is marked by 
elegance, lightness, and novelty. Their 
polished structures are composed of mar¬ 
ble. 
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ble, mingled with materials which are 
reckoned preciousin more northern climes; 
they are beautified with all the orders and 
ornaments of architecture, and present 
images the most remote from gloom and 
solemnity. The castle had been built in 
the time of the Norman kings of Sicily ; it 
possessed all the rude and massive cha¬ 
racters of that age, darkened by the in¬ 
juries of time, and the gloom of antiquity. 
The ramparts, like piles of rock, the deep 
length of windowless wall, the turretted 
and embattled angles,, the narrow-arched 
doors crested with the defaced arms of the 
house and its alliances, some bearing 
the pedestals, and some the remains of 
the gigantic statues that once frowned 
over them ; and whose huge fragments 
obstructed the approach of those their 
hoary grandeur invited to examine them 
all these seemed to realize the descriptions 
of Gothic romance, and fill the mind 
with melancholy awe, and wild solemnity. 
, It 
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k stood on an eminence of the rich Cam- 
pagna, near the foot of the mountain; 
and amid a country luxuriant with culti¬ 
vation, and] sparkling with palaces, the 
castle reared its scathed and warlike front; 
seeming to enjoy a sullen repose from the 
wounds of war and time, and to tell the 
grandeur of those ages that beheld it in 
its strength. Such was the castle, of 
which it was necessary to tell thus much, 
to give clearness to circumstances, which 
would appear obscure and strange if re¬ 
lated to have passed within the walls of a 
modern palace.—A few days brought 
another letter from Annibal.- 

******** 

-1 had before apprized 

Michelo of my intention to visit the apart¬ 
ments so long shut up. He had again 
recourse to dissuasives; but contradictory 
dissuasives defeat themselves, and I was 
only confirmed in my pursuit, by his tell¬ 
ing 
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ing me at one time, it would lead to no 
discovery, and at another, that the dis¬ 
coveries I should make, would prove a 
source of lasting inquietude. I was vexed 
that the old man should thus treat me as 
a child, who was only seeking to gratify 
a childish propensity, and could be divert¬ 
ed from it by childish arguments. 

I entered on a vindication of my mo¬ 
tives, and as the sudden flash of zeal often 
discovers what was concealed from our¬ 
selves, I involuntarily detected an earnest¬ 
ness and solemnity in my purposes, of 
which I had not hitherto been conscious. 
I desired him to consider me not as gra¬ 
tifying a vague and puerile impulse, 
but as pursuing a definite object, of ob¬ 
scure but real importance, and if real, 
demanding all the zeal, the energy, and 
the capacity of the most powerful mind. 

“ If my presages are just, Michelo, I 
shall enjoy the highest honour allowed to 

man; 
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man, that of confirming the evidence, and 
fulfilling the purposes of divine interpo¬ 
sition, and if they are not, I shall at least 
relieve myself from doubts and fears that 
are becoming intolerable; I shall probably 
detect and punish fraud, and certainly 
possess a resource against future imposi¬ 
tion.” As I said this, I turned my eye 
on Michelo, but his countenance was 
unaltered. I have indeed no reason to 
suspect him. I now declared my inten¬ 
tion to visit the apartments that evening, 
and inquired whether he would be able to 
procure their keys ? " I have kept those 
keys for many years. Signor; I enjoyed 
in my youth extensive trust under your 
uncle, and still there are some employ¬ 
ments which my lord your father would 
Sot willingly trust to others, and which I 
am therefore still permitted to discharge.” 

Michelo, 1 find, is one who tortures his 
hearers by perpetual allusions to secrets, 
of which nothing more than the hints are 
5 


ever 
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ever suffered to escape him ; who awak¬ 
ens expectation to a painful state of sus¬ 
pended existence, and leaves it there 
gasping and unsatisfied; and this not so 
much from malevolence, or casual indis¬ 
cretion detecting itself, as from a perpe¬ 
tual struggle between a mind pressed with 
a burthen tbo great for its powers, (and 
therefore anxious to relieve itself by com¬ 
munication,) and the monitions of con¬ 
science, which tell it is not right, or of 
fear, which whispers it is not safe to 
disclose it. 

I have therefore become accustomed 
to his manner, and forborne to importune 
him. In the dusk of the evening he pro¬ 
mised to attend me. But by the beauty 
of two succeeding evenings, my father 
was induced to order ices and refresh¬ 
ments to the pavillion of the fountain ; 
we were obliged to attend him. There, 
amid the indulgence of every wish, and 
every sense; music and fragrance, flowers 

and 
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and feasting; perspectives, through the 
foliaged lattices, of luxuriant gardens, 
warm with the brilliant amber of sun-set, 
which played on the limits of the view, 
in a quivering flood of indefinite bright¬ 
ness : of waters and woods, among which 
distant melody floated, breathing a low 
and dying note, so sweet, it seemed 
caught and echoed by the shells of listen¬ 
ing spirits. Amid such scenes we sat in 
sombrous state, the mute, sad libellers of 
nature and enjoyment, more like statues 
that decked the feast, than human beings, 
partaking its pleasantness. 

The third evening I awaited Michelo, 
in my apartment, and he arrived at the 
appointed hour. It was the dusky still¬ 
ness of twilight; all was tranquil in the 
castle, and the grey light that came paler 
through the casements, seemed to pro¬ 
mise quiet and obscurity. We passed 
hastily through the vaulted cloisters that 
lead to the lower stories of the tower; and 
vol. i. h then 
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then opening a door, that led to a long 
passage^ we seemed to enter on a new 
region of the castle. Here all signs of 
life and habitation seemed to cease; the 
walls appeared never to have enclosed a 
human habitant. The very echoes had a 
strange hollowness, as if they were for 
the first time awakened by the tread of a 
human foot. We reached another door, 
which seemed intended never to open; 
Michelo applied one of several keys which 
he now produced, and I was obliged to 
assist him with my utmost strength be¬ 
fore it yielded. 1 now discovered the 
foot of a stair-case, which wound beyond 
the sight, and on the ballustrade of which 
Michelo paused to take breath. I as¬ 
cended the stairs, they were dark and 
narrow, and conducted us to a door which 
required our united strength again, to 
open. Michelo, who had exhausted his 
in the effort, feebly staggered onward 
when it yielded, and sunk into a seat. 

I followed. 
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1 followed, gazing round me; it was a 
spacious apartment, apparently heaped 
with faded furniture, but of which nothing 
could be distinctly seen, for the light 
that broke through the dismantled case¬ 
ments, and torn tapestries of the windows, 
could only discover its size. Michelo 
falteringly withdrew the drapery that 
obscured one of the windows. I now look¬ 
ed around the apartment ; the decay 
appeared to proceed more from neglect 
than from age; Every thing was covered, 
and almost consumed by dust: all the 
furniture of a sumptuous chamber was 
there. The bed stood under a canopy, 
dark and defaced, but still retaining its 
draperies, its pillars, and its plumage. 

This was the bridal apartment of the 
Count Orazio/’ said Michelo; “ here the 
Countess passed most of her melancholy 
life; and here”—he turned away. 

I inquired why these apartments had been 
shut up, and why the costly furniture, 
u 2 that 
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that might decorate the most modern 
apartments, was here suffered to decay 
in obscurity. — “ They would perhaps 
have revived painful recollections/’ said 
Michelo, falteringly; “ when my lord 
therefore returned to his castle, I received 
orders to remove hither the furniture of 
those gay apartments, and then to close 
these doors for ever ; an order which I la¬ 
ment I have been tempted to infringe.’" 
Again filled with wonder, which the cir¬ 
cumstances of the place, and these dark 
suggestions inspired, I renewed my im¬ 
portunities to Michelo, to finish the tale 
he had begun in the turret-chamber. 

He heard me with increasing anguish of 
perplexity, but with unyielding resolution. 
His eye wandered round the apartment, 
as if he dreaded that even the broken and 
unmeaning words he uttered were over¬ 
heard; “ I cannot, I dare not, you know not 
how I am straitened; ”(he wrung his hands, 
and whispered in the struggling tones of 

misery) 


THE FAMILY OF MONTOIUO. 


143 


misery) “ a strong arm is stretched out 
upon me; it deals with me darkly, but 
feelingly; no, I cannot, I dare not.” An 
impulse of inquiry struck me that moment,, 
which I indulged, though I could not 
account for.—“ Michelo, is this myste¬ 
rious silence, connected in its cause, or 
its object, with the confessor Schemoli.” 
I shall never forget the look which he 
assumed at this question; his counte¬ 
nance expressed the most exquisite pain, 
as if for danger 1 had incurred by the 
question, while rising on his feeble feet, 
and pressing his whole hand on his lips, 
he conveyed in the strongest manner by 
his attitude the dread of icing overheard, 
though where we were it was impossible 
for human listeners to penetrate.—I was 
so confounded by his aspect, that I for¬ 
bore to renew my question, and a long 
pause followed.— ff Do you wish to see 
the other apartments Signor,” said he; 
I followed him with that sullen silence, 

with 
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with which we comply with the proposal 
of one who has recently disappointed us, 
and from whom we wish in our spleen, 
to conceal that the remainder of his in¬ 
formation has interested us.—We entered 
the other apartment—when I write these 
words, I pause in thought; I recollect 
how important in the account of life, 
that moment will be: and I wonder that 
even unconsciously I approached it with 
so little emotion. This apartment was 
like the other, dark and decayed. The 
light that streamed through dim disco¬ 
loured windows, the last faint ray of 
evening, accorded well with the objects 
it disclosed. The silent mouldering of 
decay, the dusky stillness of desolation, 
and the old pensioner of memory, point¬ 
ing with withered hand, to the images 
that supplied her morbid and melancholy 
pleasures. 

He proceeded to display the pictures: 
the first was that of the Count Orazio. 

I think 
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I think the painter to whom he sat, must 
have trembled to raise his eye to him ; he 
must have felt as the prophet did, when 
he beheld steadfastlv the countenance 

j 

of Hazael, and foretold the sufferings of 
his country. It was one of those faces 
which tells the character at a look; the 
bold, thoughtful front, the dark brow’s 
that almost met, the strong curve, and 
prominent lines of the nose, the proud 
curl of the upper lip, of w T hich even the 
smile seemed to hold alliance with con¬ 
tempt, the rich, dark, sanguine complex¬ 
ion, which seems to be the shade the 
stronger passions love. From such a cha¬ 
racter I would expect the fiercest bursts 
of passion; the proudest sternness of 
heroism ; soarings of super-human virtue, 
or sallies of outrageous depravity; the 
impassive brightness of an angel, or the 
potent and glaring malignity of a fiend. 

Michelo supported this picture with an 
averted eye, and as he replaced it, shook 

in 
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in every limb —“ And this,” said he, dis¬ 
playing another, is the portrait of the 
Countess Erminia; when I look on that 
picture, twenty years seem to pass away, 
and I feel as I did when I first saw her; 
such she was, with that gay air of care¬ 
less loveliness; yet even then there were 
some who spoke of a melancholy, a de¬ 
jection, that they said was discoverable 
through all her beauty and splendour. 
I could not see it, she was so lovely, 
that to me, she ever appeared to smile.” 
He continued to speak, 1 believe; I heard 
him not; yet the murmur of his praise 
dwelt on my ear, as something that ac¬ 
corded with my own feelings, and that 
was pleasant, though not distinct to me. 
I remained in the mute trance of admi¬ 
ration; I knelt without a breath, without 
a sound, almost without a thought before 
that picture. It was the first time I had 
ever beheld beauty, ever knew what was 
love : I will not call beauty, that assem¬ 
blage 
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blage of colours, to which the cold eye 
of judgment gives the praise ofharmony, 
and quits it;—no;—it is the communica¬ 
tion of unknown pleasure; it is the dis¬ 
covery of that unexplored chord of mind, 
which is touched for the first time by the 
hand of harmony: it is the realizing those 
forms which float in the morning’s dream, 
in the musings of twilight: it is the pic¬ 
ture of Erminia. In a space which appears 
as a moment, I had experienced every 
emotion that accompanies the varied cha¬ 
racter of passion; the delicious anguish, 
the painful joy, the fear sweeter than hope, 
the hope sweeter than enjoyment; the 
visionary existence, the pictured dream 
of thought, the high and super-human 
tone which this passion alone gives to 
the feelings and the character; in a moment 
1 had lived the whole life of a lover; it 
was no longer a picture before which I 
knelt, I was convinced the original yet 
existed. It seemed to me more probable 
ii 5 that 
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that the sun should be blotted from heaven, 
than that such a being should be permitted 
to quit existence, without trace, and with¬ 
out resemblance. There w 7 as a reality in 
my feelings, a fixed persuasion of her 
certain existence, which I know not what 
to ascribe to, except the living loveliness 
of that form. Brows that thought; eyes 
that spoke; lips that smiled; smiled mu¬ 
tably with living and sensible change ; 
hair, of which lest I should disturb the 
gauzy waving, I held my breath as I 
gazed. She stood as in her days of early 
happiness; the scene and attitude were 
sylvan; a fawn was flying from her, to 
whom she held out her hand; mine was 
extended too.—And her hair;—it is that 
da k brown, whose deepening waves, and 
tendril ringlets, have a sunny and bur¬ 
nished brightness, that resembles the 
foliage of a bower, tinged with the rich 
varieties of autumnal light:—but oh, to 
play with those ringlets, to look in those 

living 
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living eyes, to kiss that breathing neck— 
You think me mad—I mav be so—was I 
so, when kneeling and attesting the lovely 
form itself, I vowed to pursue the ori¬ 
ginal through the world;—to preserve my 
affections for her with vestal-sacredness; 
to make life a long pilgrimage of love; 
and never to know peace of mind or body > 
till I discovered and possessed her. 

Whatever may be thought of such a 
resolution, I at least experienced from it, 
what I expected;—it composed my mind; 
it exalted and gratified my feelings; from 
its bold impracticability, I actually deri¬ 
ved an inviting omen. It seemed worthy 
of the dignity of my passion; it seemed 
to promise that no difficulties should ob¬ 
struct that pursuit, which had set out by 
daring all. 

The light was now declining fast; an hour 
had elapsed since I entered the cabinet ; 
my original purpose had been utterly for¬ 
gotten; but another resource was suggest- 
l ed 
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cd to me, as I was quitting it, and the 
thought mademe bless my happy facility in 
designing. I took out my tablets, and be¬ 
fore the beam that seemed to linger on her 
countenance, like my own gaze, had died 
away, I sketched a likeness with such fide¬ 
lity as convinced me the original inventor 
of painting, was love . I continued to com¬ 
pare it with the original, by a light which 
none but the quickened eye of passion 
could have distinguished any thing by; 
and the sketch so perfect at first, seemed 
to want a million of touches, when held 
to the picture. I continued to add them, 
rather with the pleasure , than the hope of 
amendment.*—But Michelo, terrified at my 
delay, supplicated me so earnestly, not 
io expose us to the danger of discovery, 
that reluctantly, at length, I quitted the 
apartment. It was late when I regained 
my own, which I did however in safety, 
and obscurity When I was seated at my 
lamp, I reflected (and you probably have 
5 anticipated 
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anticipated me) on the views with which 
my pursuit had commenced, and the visi¬ 
onary indulgence by which I had suffered 
them to be suspended. The being who 
goes forth in the doubtful confidence of 
a supernal summons, and the shadowy 
dignity of an agent of heaven; armed 
with all the powers of his nature, and 
dreading a demand for more than all; and 
who, when arrived, employs the hour of 
his trial in kneeling before a picture, and 
pouring out passion to an insensible repre¬ 
sentative of the dead; certainly presents 
no very consistent im^ge of human reso¬ 
lution. While occupied in these sage 
thoughts, my eyes glanced on the picture 
in my hand, and I forgaxe myself ,—The 
remainder of the night was passed not in 
self-reproach, and resolutions of future 
fortitude, but in finishing and colouring 
it. 1 now mix with the family, with the 
picture of Erminia in my bosom, and 
feel, like one who has found a treasure, 

which 
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which he smiles to think those around him 
are ignorant of ; like one who carries 
about him an invisible talisman against 
care and pain, against the apathy of 
unawakened feeling, and the vacancy of 
an unemployed life. 


CHAP. 
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CHAR IX. 


Sed mihi vel tellus optera prius, ima dehiscat, 

Vel pater omnipotens adigat me fulmine ad umbras,— 
Ante pudor quam te violo, aut tua jura resolvo. 

Virgil, 

But oh ! may earth her dreadful gulph display. 

And, gaping, snatch me from the golden day $ 

May I be hurl’d by # heaven’s almighty sire. 

Transfixed in thunder, and involved in fire, 

Down to the shades of hell, from realms of light— 
Ere, sacred honour I I betray thy cause 
In word, or thought, or violate thy laws, 

Pitt. 

In this letter, romantic as it was, Ippolito 
discovered strong traces of real passion, 
such as exists under the most unexpected 
circumstances, and contends for its ex¬ 
istence 
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istence with difficulties which any other 
passion would decline as impracticable. 
But for light subjects of thought, he had 
now no leisure, and no wish. One object, 
dark and bewildering, filled all his thoughts. 
Since the night he had betrayed so much 
agitation on his return from an excur- 
tion with Cyprian, he had never recovered 
his tranquillity. He appeared either in 
contemplation, or in strong mental de¬ 
bate ; perplexity and fear were in all his 
movements, and these had become so 
irregular, as to suggest he was engaged 
in no ordinary pursuit.^ The day he 
usually passed alone; about midnight 
he quitted the palace, and passed the 
remainder of the night, where no one 
followed, and none could conjecture. At 
this change, his gayer acquaintance laugh¬ 
ed, his friends wondered, and Cyprian 
wept. But silence and wonder were all 
the resources they had; his silence re¬ 
mained impenetrable. Sometimes he 

mingled 
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mingled in society, and laughed and 
fluttered with the eager gaiety of one 
who is resolved to snatch a respite from 
pain :—but however pleased, or pleasing 
others, the clock striking twelve, dissolv¬ 
ed the spell. Eeyond that hour neither 
pleasure nor importunity could procure 
his stay. He rose abruptly, dismissed his 
servants, nor was visible till the morning, 
when he returned alone and slowly 
through the Strada di Toledo. Some¬ 
times, he admitted Cyprian, and listened 
to a continuation of the fragments , be¬ 
cause he was not interrupted by demands 
for comment or approbation; while Cy¬ 
prian, ignorant of any thing that held 
alliance with art, read simply on, hoping 
that attention was included in silence, 
or even when he discovered negligence, 
compromising for the pleasure of being 
admitted into the presence of Ippolito. 


May 7th. 
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May 7 th. 

This perpetual struggle is worse than 
either alternative.— To do all I dread 
to do:—to see him again, were only the 
guilt of a moment; would it not be better' 
than to waste life in this misery of un¬ 
certain debate, which neither possesses 
the resolution of innocence, nor the en¬ 
joyments of guilt:—what if I see him no 
more—But why not see him, ever present 
as he is to my thoughts;—is he not per¬ 
haps more seductive, more fatally lovely, 
to the eyes of imagination, than of sense ?■ 
Yes, I will see him, I will gaze on him, I 
will discover how unlike the object of my 
thought, the image of this dream he is; 
and then I shall cease to think of him. 

4 

May 16 th. 

I have again seen him;—I am yet breath¬ 
less;—I cannot yet look into my mind; 
yet let me think—yes, I have thought 
enough now for life. I shall think my 

live-long 
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live-long convent hours away.—Oh, he 
is gloriously beautiful. What thoughts, 
hover around his image; like music 
streaming before the approach of aerial 
visitant; like the clouds of amber and 
rose that invest and mingle with the form 
of some fine creature of the elements. In 
such a gay blaze of mental brightness he 
burst upon me.—When the tints of the 
evening gathered round the group on the 
Corso, 1 hoped, I dared to hope, he 
might pass—in the obscurity he might 
pass without seeing me—my sigh would 
be unheard, my burning cheek would 
only be felt by me — I might see him, I 
might even touch him as he passed. 
Among a group near me, I saw a plume 
that overtopped the rest—it advanced—oh 
the tremulous pant, the suffocating swell 
of expectation ;—I could not believe it 
for very excess of jov—he approached ; I 
saw him not, nor heard him; it was all 
mist and darkness with me then; hut / 
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felt —it was he; and I felt he was gone. 
His departing was like the dying away of 
a scented gale; rich, languid, overpower¬ 
ing; from that moment there was a deli¬ 
cious sickness in the air; there was a soft 
oppression at my heart; I could not speak, 
and had any one spoken to me, I feel I 
must have answered with my tears. All 
night have I sat, repeating to myself at 
long intervals, “l have seen him.”—Morn¬ 
ing is now dawning through my chamber, 
yet still is evening and the Corso with 
me.—— 


May 20th. 

Can I remain in this state of dotage ? 
Yet dare 1 look into my heart, he is food 
and rest to me ;—yet I say I do not love; 
he is thought, and dream, and vision to 
me;—yet I say I do not love; my prayers 
are offered to him;—yet 1 do not love. 
Oh, whither shall I turn? I am sore beset. 
Let me fall into the hands of him whom 

I 
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I have offended; rather than that heart 
which has betrayed and destroyed me. 
What shall I say I have sinned?” Must 
it, must it then be a sin to love?- 

J\Liy 27th. 

And this was love; darkly I floated on; 
I never felt the tide; but when the light 
breaks, I am on the ocean waste; alone, 
frozen, aghast.—Had I heard of a tale 
like this in my days of innocence, how 
had I condemned the self-deluding, self- 
betrayed wretch ? Oh ye, who boast of 
virtue yet untried, who defy temptations 
that mercy yet has spared you ! I was 
once pure like you; like you I was proud. 
But I have strayed from the fold, I have 
wandered in the wilderness. The servant 
of the Lord hath forsaken her first love, 
the guide of her youth, and gone after 
strangers.. 

June 3d. 

It is neither light nor darkness with me 

now; 
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now; 1 am in a mixed and twilight state, 
would I could sleep. Oh, for a deep, still 
Humber such a> I slept, when I dreamt 
I did not love; and oh for such dreams 
that lit that slumber—for those bright 
bursts of vision, that had drank the 
meteor’s light, and were the forms of 
heaven.—They are gone- 

* # * ■* * * 

They talk of going to Rome : let them 
carry me where they will: whence is thi 
passiveness?—He has quitted Naples—I 
smite my breast, but my heart continues 
to beat there still.- 


July 1 tli. 

What have a few, a very few months 
made of me ! Oh, heaven! I was so happy, 
it was a sin to make me miserable. 1 was 
absorbed in divine things, dead, though 
in the world, to the things of the world ; 
alive only to the objects of that where I 

believed 
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believed my heart and treasure were. 
Mine were the pure pleasures, the hallow¬ 
ed hopes, the calm, corrected mind; a 
light that flowed from heaven shed a glad 
and quiet brightness around me, and I 
rejoiced to walk in that light. The morn¬ 
ing awoke me to prayer; at night I paus¬ 
ed upon the blameless day, and sunk to 
sleep in prayer. I reckoned that every 
day should be like the last, as free from 
guilt, as far from pain; that T should 
float on their equal motion, as on the 
wings of a cherubim, to that place of 
which I believed my enjoyment certain 
and near. Is it so short a space ? And am 
I so already lost ? Am I already this 
feverish, distracted, guilty being, who 
ventures every day a more daring length 
in indulgence, a length she would have 
trembled at the preceding one, and while 
she measures with miserable and reverted 
eye, the distance she has strayed from the 
path of peace, feels also that it has brought 
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no nearer the object for which she has 
wandered till she has lost herself? 

* # $ # # * 

15/7*. 

It came tome cherub-smiling; it rose 
on me like the morning with her hundred 
hues and shapes of brightness; joy, and 
beauty, and splendour, all that is gay 
and rich in life, all that can seduce the 
senses and the heart, danced around it in 
fairy-vision. I looked, and listened, and 
was destroyed ; and this was love. In the 
smiles of its birth, in the cherub-dawn of 
young passion, who thought of groans 
and anguish ?—Yet let me acquit heaven; 
from the first I trembled and 1 feared; I 
touched the cup with a faltering lip;— 
but oh the sweet, sweet draught.-* 

July c 27 lh. 

And I took no warning from my dis¬ 
tracted devotions; from my long volup¬ 
tuous day-dreams; from my coldness to 

better 
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better thoughts. Oh ! if these sufferings 
would make me hate their cause. If these 
anguished and consuming hours could 
make me impatient or resisting, there 
might be hope; but, oh! not tears flow¬ 
ing for ages, could wash away the cha¬ 
racters his first and single sight wrote on 
my heart. 

Day and night my mind seems to hang 
over that with silent and helpless contem¬ 
plation. Nothing rouses me, except to 
an impatience of disturbance. Guilty I 
cling to it. Miserable I cling to it. Self- 
condemned I cling to it. I have sunk 
into a dull and lethargic passiveness, and 
the reproaches of conscience sound like 
the storm in the ear of sheltered dotage, 
vexing his deafness, but not disturbing 
his sluggish comforts. 


July 21. 

I pray—while a lurking hope tells me 
ray prayers will not avail; I vary their 
v oi. i. i form; 


i 
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form; I seem to redouble my earnestness., 
while something dares to whisper me, I 
would recal them, did I fear they would 
be granted. 

1 determined on some occupation for 
the day, to hide from myself how it is 
always occupied; and while I think I am 
engaged, a consciousness that to think of 
him will be its only employment, seems 
to mock at my efforts, and I feel it with¬ 
out emotion—without a wish to resist, or 
a fear to yield. Resolutions formed with 
a consciousness they will not be kept— 
the purposes of life maintaining a faint 
war with its employments. Tears, stifled 
by indulgences, from which their feeble 
remonstrances take away pleasure, while 
they leave the guilt; and prayers contra¬ 
dicted at the moment they are offered up, 
by the whispers of a rebel heart.- 

Such am I become!—object of fatal 
passion—come and see what you have 
made me?—No.—Come not to see me 

rejoice 
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rejoice in my guilt — come not to cast 
away compassion on sufferings whose enu¬ 
meration only gives me a strange and 
dreadful delight. 


July 23. 

’Tis in vain—I resist no longer—I can¬ 
not live, and not be this being—or to 
cease to be guilty, I must cease to be— 
Nor dare I wish that; nor do I wish it— 
This misery is but too precious to me— 
all that I have ever tasted of pleasure 
should not purchase from me, love’s 
lonely, bitter, midnight tear. And dare 
I call this suffering ? Oh, no.—No, no. 
His smile; his wicked, witching smile, 
upbraids me when I do. 

His eye is on me, it seems to ask me. 
Do I complain ?—Strange and wondrous 
being, what hast thou done with me ?— 
His image comes to my soul like the 
moon in the night of storms. Amid the 
dark masses—amid the billowy ridges— 
i 2 amid 
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amid the mixed and angry streaks—she 
bursts in brief and rejoicing splendour, 
and gilding their thwarted and fighting 
forms with beauty, while the vexed tra¬ 
veller looks up and blesses the sight for a 
moment. 


July 2.7. 

And is it a crime to love ?—>—Have I 
changed the passion, or the name ?—In 
my childhood, I loved the light of the 
setting sun—the gush of the twilight 
breeze—the pale and wandering moon— 
glossing with her light the fleecy fretwork 
of a summer sky. I said I loved them, 
can I not love him, as I loved them—with 
sinless, placid, untroubled love! Is he 
not the work of the same hand: were 
they not both formed to be loved ? Is it 
my curse, that I must mingle guilt with 
the feelings which all others indulge in 
innocence ? Can I not think of him as of 
them — bright, beautiful, distant, impass¬ 
able? 
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able ? Can I not sit and gaze life away, 

without a wish to soar upwards r-No, 

no. These words fall from my pen, they 
come not from the heart. 

The wild and lawless thought, the wish 
of the dream, I dare not tell myself of, 
teach me a vestal cannot love a human 
being, as she loved a moon-beam in her 
childhood. 


July 26 . 

There are a thousand ebbs and flows of 
feeling, known only to the mind that loves; 
but which make me tremble every mo¬ 
ment, lest my perturbation should discover 
them to others. His name I hear without 
emotion, when any other member of his 
family is mentioned by it—but w T hen ap¬ 
plied to him, when he is talked of by the 
most careless speaker, my frame thrills, 
my eyes grow misty, ruined as I am, my 
mind smiles with a sad and guilty joy at 
that name- 


His 
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His name I scarce ever dare pronounce, 
my throat swells when I would breathe it; 
but how I delight to hear it uttered, and 
how many wretched pretexts of subtlety I 
employ, to introduce a conversation that 
will involve the mentions of him; and 
when it succeeds, and when his name is 
mentioned, do they not see how I pause, 
and how I tremble ! Alas, what if they 
do ? Am I not beheld by an eye, to 
shrink from which, the detection of a 
world would be well exchanged ?• • • • 

.My sufferings are very great ; 

who but me has known misery without 
relief; who but me has known despair 
without hope: we deceive ourselves with 
sounds: when we talk of despair, we 
mean not, that relief is impossible, but 

that relief is distant or doubtful.. 

But whither shall I turn—is there one 
speck in my horizon ? No, no, no. Dark 
and deserted, I wade through floods of de¬ 
speration. I struggle without vigour. I 


rise 
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rise without consolation. I sink without 
hope. In those hours of intolerable an¬ 
guish, when the mind, wearied with suf¬ 
fering, and stung to frantic energy, is 
driven, like the importunate widow, to 
knock loud and eager at the door of hope. 
In those hours, 1 have said to myself—who 
or what shall aid me ? Shew me difficul¬ 
ties to be overcome—shew me sufferings 
to be endured. Give me to contend with 
all earthly and possible things ; and I will 
do it. What will I not do ? But I am as 
dust in the whirlwind. I am as a leaf in 
the torrent, that has swept away the forest. 
The force and current of things bear me 
along. To please me , the order of na¬ 
ture must be inverted. The Deity must 
change. The woman must seek the man, 
and be accepted. The vestal must be per¬ 
jured with impunity, therefore I turn to 
hope, I turn to time, I turn to space: I 
turn to self, (for to self, endless in re¬ 
source, and exhaustless in consolation, w r e 

turn 
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turn and cling last), and all is despair .— 
But shall I dare to say so ? I have made 
my purchase—yes—I have sold my soul 
for a smile—I am betrayed with a kiss.—• 
Oh! my love, my love—hast thou not 
asked too much. Oh! look not on me 
with that smile of innocent loveliness— 
Glance not on me that fatal, fatal eye— 
Move not before me, with that witching 
form. Do not, or I shall think all, all too 
little. But surely thou hast asked much, 
my love • • • • 


July 27. 

Of the moon—I sometimes think he 
gazes on it when I gaze, and then a gush 
of tearful pleasure fills my eye, and I 
wipe it away to catch the moment of 
simultaneous gazing. Of the breeze—I 
guess it is cooling him, and then I spread 
my parched and pallid cheek to it, to taste 
pleasure with him. 

But my supreme delight is to breathe 

his 
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his name to the ear of midnight, with 
ideot stealth; in the deep and silent hour, 
when the night-vapour, fine as an infant’s 
breath, stands in the air—when the leaf of 
the poplar and the aspen is unmoved— 
when there is a hissing in the ear for very 
stillness—then I love to lean from my 
casement, and utter his name—once and 
softly: then swift, and bright, and throng¬ 
ing myriads of images, float in glittering 
play around me. 

Then the early morn, the tepid glow, 
the vernal birth of cherub-passion, rushes 
on me. The first meeting—the rapturous 
flutter of young alarm—the expansion of 
a new sense — the opening burst of a 
world of pleasure. These are with me— 
his name makes them present. I am ab¬ 
sorbed in them, I rush on with their un¬ 
conscious flow. Some image of new and 
daring indulgence arrests me—I start, I 
recoil—but I only recoil to see I have 
gone so far. ’Tis less impossible to go 
i 5 too 
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too far, than to return. I hesitate—I am 
lost•••• when I recover, I am weeping: 
thinking I ought to shed the tear of peni¬ 
tence, and feeling it is only the tear of 
passion.. 


July 29. 

And is it a crime to love ?—I cannot 
unite the thoughts of guilt and him— 
when I bend over my mind—when his 
image smiles on me'—when the gush of 
early pleasure fills nty heart—I am no 
longer guilty—I am no more wretched— 
I am only the happy visionary, who has 

given up life for a dream of joy.. 

Yet, sometimes, I am sorely smitten 
with fear and perplexity. Sometimes I 
would give worlds Jo know if I am thus 
utterly lost—if there is no hope for one 
who has dared to love. I have leant from 
my window in the anguish of my solici¬ 
tude—I have gazed on the stars walking 
in their brightness—I have asked them. 

Is 
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Is there any hope ? I determined to de¬ 
cide it by the first I should see fall to the 
right—and I dared to dream, that he tvho 
regulates the sparrow’s flight, might direct 
the fall of the meteor for good to his wait¬ 
ing, trembling creature. I lingered, and: 
there fell 1 one to the right—and then—•!' 
felt it gave no ease to me: 

Returning" through the portico this 
evening, I met a dbg, who looked wist¬ 
fully at me—the mute, melancholy eye 
caught me—I attempted to go—he con¬ 
tinued to gaze on me—In the importunity 
of my misery, I' said—art thou a spirit-— 

and hast' thou a power to serve me ?-1 

tore myself away in time to save my reason. 

“ And was there-such sensibility,” said 
Ippolito, bursting out; “ and-was it suf¬ 
fered to pine to death ? Was there such 
a heart?' And was it permitted to break? 
Oh thou lorn and lovely trembler ! had I 
been the object of thy affections, strong 
and gentle as they were, how would I. 

have 
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have sought, how I would have soothed 
thee, how would I have kissed away the 
precious, precious tears, and looked in 
thy timid eye for the first beam of restor¬ 
ed hope ?”—These are but sounds of 
softness/’ said Cyprian; “ alas, what 
could you have done for one whom na¬ 
ture and society condemned /'—“ Nature,” 
said Ippolito, “ is no enemy to love ; and 
for society, I would have borne her in my 
arms through the world, while one re¬ 
mained for me; I would have resisted 
every person that opposed; I would have 
fought with every man who dared to as¬ 
perse her; I would have borne her to 
some quiet retreat, hallowed by solitude 
and love; for her I would have despised 
and relinquished a world that could nei¬ 
ther understand nor taste such enjoyments 
as ours; and in the breathing pause of 
quiet delight, smiling I would have asked 
her, had love no counterbalance for his 
pains?” “ Dreadful, delicious, maddening 

sounds/' 
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sounds,” murmured Cyprian ; “ they had 
undone her; blessed be the saints she 
heard them not; shame was not added 
to her sufferings; she died by draughts 
of slow and cruel poison; but not the 
maddening cup of feverish'impurity: of 
love she died, but pure and penitent. 
Had she heard such sounds, even dying 
she would have felt the racking wish; 
the luxurious tumult; the groan of death 
had been mixed with the sigh of desire; 
you could not have kept the sinner on 
earth; and you would have rent a peni¬ 
tent from heaven. But no, no, no; she 
slumbers in the dark bed; she cannot 
hear those sounds, her ear is as dull as 
the dead.”—“ Boy,” said Ippolito, “ it 
would have saved us both; she had not 
died -of disappointed passion, and I had 
been spared many a dark and feverish 
hour.—But I wander; I was not the 
object of the passion you describe.”—• 
“ You, and you alone;” said Cyprian, 

with 
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with a burst of feeling—"You she loved; 
and by you was she destroyed. For yoir 
she tempted the dangers of guilty plea*- 
sure; for you she dared to wish, to hope, 
to madden; for you she trembled, she 
sorrowed, and she wept; will you believe; 
she loved, Montorio, she died for you.” 
u For me—for me,’" exclaimed Ippolito, 
while his frame quivered, and a glow of 
lovely shame* suffused his cheeks and' 
forehead; “ why them did she not live* 
for me ? Cyprian, you only mock my 
vanity.”—" No/* said'*Cyprian, who had* 
risen, and' whose whole form mantled; 
and was buoyed' up with sudden anima¬ 
tion, —“ no> I deceive you not; her spirit 5 
hovers near us, to attest the truth; to wit¬ 
ness the avowal. Hear me, Montorio, would" 
you have loved her?”—" You but mockmy 
credulity;” said Ippolito, smiling;—“No, 
by her presence, by her* near presence, 
which I feel this moment, I mock not. An¬ 
swer my question, could you have loved her, 

Montorio ?/ 
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Montorio?”—“ Could I ?” replied Ippo- 
lito, darting his eye to heaven, “ if her 
spirit be indeed present, it is satisfied 
with the homage of my heart.” “ It is 
present,” said Cyprian, eagerly, “ it is 
present, and it must hover near us, till 
it be absolved.”—" Enthusiast, what would 
you mean, what would you ask?”—“Ima¬ 
gine me her for a moment,” said Cyprian, 
sinking at Ippolito’s feet, and hiding his 
face —” Imagine me her; give me one 
kiss.” “ Enthusiastic boy.” ” Give me 
but one, and her spirit shall depart, pleas¬ 
ed and absolved.” " Visionary, you do 
what you will with me; I never kissed 
one of my own sex before; but do what 
you will with me;” half blushing, half 
pouting, he offered his red lip, Cyprian 
touched it and fainted. 


CHAP. 
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CHAP. X. 


Letter from Annibal di Montorio. 


I have been so tossed with doubt and 
distraction, since I wrote to you, that, I 
have been unable to form one sane re¬ 
flection, or to divide events from the 
feelings that accompanied them. I de¬ 
ferred the continuance of my letters, there¬ 
fore, in hopes of writing them at length 
in calmness, and in ease. The hope has 
been fruitless. The extraordi nary circum¬ 
stances in which I have been engaged) 
have deprived me of all distinct powers of 

discrimination 
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discrimination and reflection; they are 
so woven into my habits of thought, that 
I feel myself able to do little more than 
to describe them ; and even that, not as 
a spectator would, and as a philosophic 
mind would wish to do, but with all the 
confused perceptions, the superstitious 
minuteness, and the weak amplifications 
of real and present fear. I know not whe¬ 
ther you will prefer this to a more com¬ 
posed account or not ; but if you do not, 
you must compound with necessity; for 
it is the only one my present state of 
mind enables me to furnish you with. 

The night was approaching, on which I 
had determined to re-visit the apartments, 
and to suffer Michelo to tell his tale. I 
remembered how I had once been over¬ 
powered by fear, and once by pleasure; 
and I now determined to collect every 
pow'er, and confirm every resolution that 
could preserve me from the influence of 
weakness or of deception. 


I even 
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I even perused some of the old legends 
of our libi^arv, that abound in adventures 
similar to mine; I endeavoured to act a 
personal part in the narrative, and to shim 
the weakness, or acquire the fortitude, 
which their various agents exhibited. I 
passed some time in this mental disciplin¬ 
ing ; but I find ineffectually, if its influ¬ 
ence was to have preserved me from fear. 

As the hour approached, my wish to 
view the spot I was to visit so soon be¬ 
came irrepressible. I ventured on the 
terrace that leads to the tower, and I 
found myself under the walls of the apart¬ 
ment ; its appearance without resembled 
that within, dark, lonely, and deserted 
I saw a range of windows, which from 
their direction, I conceived lit the long 
passage through which I had been con¬ 
ducted by Michelo. They were narrow, 
and dismantled, and at a distance from 
the ground, but many cavities in the 
walls, together with fragments of the 

battlements 
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battlements that had fallen on the terrace., 
assisted me to climb to their level; I now 
looked round me with security; I had 
taken a time at which the servants were 
engaged in a distant part of the castle ; 
and 1 enjoyed the leisure of full gratifi¬ 
cation. I looked through the window, 
it lit the passage as I had imagined ; the 
passage appeared, as on the night I had 
visited it, damp, and dusky, and solitary; 
but, as, by holding my face parallel to 
the window, I looked down its deep 
length, I imagined I saw a figure issuing 
from the wall at the other end, and ap¬ 
proaching with a slow, unsteady motion. 
That it was a human figure, I could only 
conjecture from its loose garments; of 
w T hich, the darkness still prevented me 
from distinguishing the shape or habit. 

It advanced—nor was it with a pleasant 
emotion that I recollected it must pass by 
the window at which I hung. It advanced, 
its head was covered; one arm was ex¬ 
tended 
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tended, and the dark drapery which hung 
from it, shrouded the face. I was so ab¬ 
sorbed in wonder and curiosity, that till 
it drew within a few paces of the window, 
I forgot my station would discover me; 
I relaxed my hold, and concealed my 
head under the large pediment of the win¬ 
dow. It passed; and though I felt through 
the shattered casement-pannels, the air 
impelled by its approach, its step gave 
no sound; I raised my head, it had passed; 
and I saw it floating away in the distant 
obscurity of the passage. I lingered long 
under the casement; but there was neither 
sound nor object. Of what I had seen, 
1 knew not what to think; that it was not 
Michelo, I was certain; and no other 
being had means to enter those walls, 
except by such means as I was almost 
impelled to believe that form was master 
of. I loitered in vague and unsatisfied 
conjecture, till the hour at which Michelo 
had promised to attend me; w T hen that 

arrived. 
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arrived, he joined me, and employing* 
the same precautions, we reached the 
apartments unobserved. Michelo again 
paused, to recover himself from fear and 
from haste; and I examined the apart¬ 
ments, with more leisure, and a better 
light than the last evening had allowed. 

“ Signor, 1 ' said Michelo, recalling me, 
“ I have led you hither that I might men¬ 
tion without interruption, and without 
fear, what in any other part of the castle 
I might notsafely mention, not even in my 
own remote turret, at midnight; I came 
hither to shun the suspicions which I fear 
are already excited; those observations 
which I dread our frequent conferences 
may suggest, and which it is impossible 
to exercise here." Of this position I felt 
not quite assured; but concealing what I 
had seen, desired him to proceed.—My 
attention was that moment excited by a 
strange appearance on the floor. “ Can 
this, Michelo, be the effect of the shade 
5 which 


K>0 


FATAL REVENGE; OR, 

which these closed windows throw on the 
floor ?” Micheio was silent. " See where 
it spreads in long, and dusky streaks, and 
ends just beside that door.”—“ It is 
blood,” said the old man, shivering. — 
"BloodI” I repeated; “ this stain that 
overspreads half the room! impossible; 
to produce this there must have been a 
massacre, not a murder in this apartment.” 
" It is blood/* said the old man, rising, 
and feebly following me, as I examined 
the traces—“ here it fell; and here, 
splashes of it are on this wall, as if it had 
been forced out by violence; and at this 
door, all appearances of it cease.”—I 
paused; all those dispersed causes and ap¬ 
pearances, that had hitherto floated vague¬ 
ly in my mind, exciting only a partial 
and unproductive emotion of fear, or won¬ 
der, or anxiety, now rushed on it with 
collected for-ce, and produced one appall¬ 
ing conviction. "Here has been murder, 
Micheio; and you who know in whose 


veins 


TH£ FAMILY OF MONTORIO. 


191 


eins this blood has flowed; you who 
vere perhaps present at that hour, a wit¬ 
less to that deed ; you preserve an 
obdurate silence; though perhaps your 
.trange sufferings are owing to the visits 
)f the victim; though perhaps it lin¬ 
gers near this spot, where its blood was 
soured, unabsolved, and unrequired ; 
hough perhaps its shroudless form was 
;een to-night, wandering in the passages 
if this chamber *’—“ Pursue your path / 7 
aid the old man, with solemnity, “whi- 
her a hand mightier than mine seems to 
Conduct you ; I can lead you but a little 
^ay; my time is brief, and ray task 
•estrained; I would willingly have fo!- 
owed on, but a power, I may not resist, 
-vith-holds me .”—Pursuing the traces, we 
aad reached the other apartment, here 
they had ceased; but in my impatience 
of discovery, I again adverted, to the 
tarring looseness of the floor, and the 
damp and death-like steam that floated 
through it. I strode 
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I strode across the room, it shook under 
me; frantic with impatience, I resolved 
to rend the boards asunder; a task my 
strength would have been easily equal to, 
and which would probably give some re¬ 
lief or object to my mind, which now 
could scarce support its feelings, wrought 
up as they had been to a pitch, solemn, 
severe, and terrible.—Forbear, forbear, 
Signor,” said Michelo, “ solitary as these 
apartments seem, there is one who visits ; 
them; the Count, your father, I have 
too sure proof, repairs, at the appointed 
time, to these chambers; oh, fear his 
vengeance, should he discover that other 
feet beside his own, had trod these bloody 
floors, his vengeance is terrible !”— 

Ci Twice,” said I, eagerly grasping at his 
words, twice, Michelo, have you utter¬ 
ed these words; that they have a meaning 
beyond common fear, is evident; and 
whatever that meaning may be, I will 
know it before I quit this spot: what have 

you 
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vou known or felt of his vengeance ?” 
“ His vengeance is terrible,” said a voice, 
deep and distinct, beside me. “ Again 
you have repeated it,” I said, for impa¬ 
tience had confused my perceptions. “ I 
spoke not, I breathed not,” said Michelo, 
aghast, and clinging to me; “ a voice 
issued from the wall; quit this spot, for 
holy St. Gennaro’s sake, quit this spot, 
if yet we may quit it alive.” 

I was not, like him, congealed and 
rendered helpless by fear; but I suffered 
perhaps more from the keenness and 
strength of my own perceptions. Resist 
it as we may, the presence, or the fear 
of the presence of the dead, is almost in¬ 
tolerable. We endure it in a tale, because 
it is a tale; and the consciousness of 
fiction produces a balance with the pain 
of credulity. But I was oppressed by 
evidence that appeared irresistible, and 
I felt the natural fear, which I have in 
common with the peasant, and the child, 
vol. i. k and 
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and which my improved perceptions per¬ 
haps magnified with many an unfelt and 
subtle circumstance of addition. I deli¬ 
berated a moment; a gush of visionary 
heroism came to my mind, and I resolved 
to examine the flooring, when Michelo, 
unable to speak, grasped my arm, and 
pointed to the opposite wall. My eye 
followed his involuntarily; they rested 
on the figure of an armed man in the 
tapestry, whose bold and prominent out¬ 
lines rendered it even strongly visible in 
that dim light. A weapon which it held, 
was pointed in the direction I was about 
to explore; the head was thrown back, 
and the features of a strong profile were 
fixed on the same direction. As I gazed 
on it, the large eye appeared to live; it 
moved; it looked at me; it turned to the 
spot, to which the arm pointed, and the 
arm vibrated with a slow and palpable 
motion ; then all became lifeless and dis¬ 
coloured and dead, as an artificial form. 

What 



THE FAMILY OF MONTORIO. 193 

What I had seen and heard, was enough 
for me. I became inflamed, impelled, 
exalted; a certain supernal dignity ming¬ 
led with my feelings, I felt myself the 
summoned agent of destiny, yet not the 
less did l feel that I was surrounded by 
horrors; that I was treading where the 
lving inhabited not; that I was called by 
■soices nature shudders to hear. But they 
appeared to me the instruments by which 
1 was appointed to work out some great 
purpose, and I grasped them with a con¬ 
vulsed but daring hand. 

I began to examine the apartment. In 
every part of the wainscot under it, pannels 
had been detached andshattered by ageand 
neglect. But they only betrayed the solid 
wall. One that appeared less impaired than 
the rest, I examined therefore more closely. 
It resisted ; but strength, such as I felt at 
that moment, was not easily resisted; and 
I soon wrenched it from the wainscot. 
The cloud of dust that followed, was soon 
k 2 dispersed. 
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dispersed, and I discovered steps rugged 
and unequal, and feebly lit, winding 
within it. I addressed a few words of 
comfort and courage to Michelo, who 
leant exhausted against the wall, and pre¬ 
pared to descend them. He attempted 
feebly to dissuade me; I heard him not. 
The stairs, down which I attempted n 
vain to descend steadily, appeared fron 
the roughness of their formation, to have 
been scooped out of the wall; a disco¬ 
loured light seemed to stream on them 
from a grating which appeared at a vast 
height in the roof above me. The dust 
that rose under every step, scarce permit¬ 
ted me to distinguish them; and the heavy 
steams I had observed in the adjacent 
chamber, seemed to constitute the very 
atmosphere of this passage. 

The steps, decending for some time, ter¬ 
minated in a door which no key could open, 
and no effort could force; and Michelo, who 
had now followed m e, declared he knew not, 
2 


nor 
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nor could conjecture from his knowledge 
of the castle, where that door conducted. 
Here all progress seemed to be suspended ; 
and I looked around me with a desponding 
eye. That some secret was within my 
reach, I was convinced; and to lose its 
knowledge, after so much expectation and 
toil, appeared insupportable. My very 
exertions reproached me with my want of 
success. The very dull and murky still¬ 
ness of the place seemed to offer a mock¬ 
ery to my inquietude. 

Reluctantly as I returned, still examining 
every object, I observed a part of the wall, 
where there seemed a regular fracture, run¬ 
ning through the stones in nearly a square 
direction; I applied my hand to it, itshook 
under the pressure, and a large portion of 
detached rubbish fell at my feet. I felt 
inspirited; with the assistance of Michelo, 
I soon discovered, under a thin coat of 
plaster, that mouldered at the touch, a 
door, that had nothing else to conceal or 
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to fasten it. I dragged it open, it discover¬ 
ed a dim cavity, barely wide enough to ad¬ 
mit me. I entered it, stooping and con¬ 
tracted, and from its narrow dimensions 
(partly by feeling, and partly from the. 
pale light the grating still afforded me,) 
soon discovered a kind of rude chest, dis¬ 
jointed and ill-secured. With an impatience 
which urged me to violence, I endeavour¬ 
ed to rend it open. From the loose and 
lumbering rattle of its contents, I had a 
shuddering suspicion what they were. I 
yet persisted; Michelo, who appeared 
animated by a sudden impulse of his own, 
endeavoured to assist me. With the feverish 
strength of eager weakness I succeeded. 
The decayed pannelsgave way. Ippolito, 
oh Ippolito!—my hand touched the mealy 
and carious bones of a skeleton ! the dry 
limbs clattered as the pannels fell about. 
The light fell on the head, as it lay, and 
gave a deadlier hollowness to the cavities 
of the mouth and eyes. Panting and pale, 

I staggered 
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I staggered back; the heat of exertion and 
pursuit was over; I had reached a terrible 
point of proof; the mute and ghastly 
witness before me spoke. Murder hurtl¬ 
ed in mine ears, as 1 viewed it, yet still 
I was uncertain and disquieted. The 
crime w r as revealed, but the object and 
agents were still unknown. 

Meanwhile I saw Michelo bend over the 
corpse, and examine it with attention; I saw 
him shudder, and clasp his hands. There is 
a state of mind, in w T hich we only converse 
by actions. I hastened to him, and enter¬ 
ing the den, surveyed the skeleton again. 
Michelo, with strong and speechless ex¬ 
pression, pointed ta one of its wasted 
arms ; the hand had been severed from it . 
We looked on each other as conscious that 
each w as brooding on his own convictions. 
At length I spake, and felt myself articu¬ 
late with difficulty. “ Michelo, does your 
knowledge of past events, suggest any 
thing that might explain this spectacle ? 

If 
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If it may, oh forbear to wrong your own 
soul, and the soul of the murdered, by 
longer concealment " The old man smote 
his breast, and crossed himself. I am 
innocent, 5 ' he murmured, “ I am inno¬ 
cent ; but th h object brings to my me¬ 
mory a report I had long forgotten, and 
which, when I had heard, I considered 
but as some tale which ignorance had 
invented to dissolve the mystery of that 
terrible night. It was whispered by 
many, that, on that night, some one had 
been privately brought into the castle, 
murdered, and interred in some unknown 
part of it ; who he was, and for what 
cause, or by whom he was dispatched, 
none pretended to tell." 

This account, though it increased my 
suspicions, did not diminish my perplexity. 
That some unhallowed deed had been done 
on that night, so often referred to, seemed 
certain; the hand that had done it, appeared 
shrouded from all human view or inquisi¬ 
tion. 
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tion .—" wlichelo !—one question more, 
and I shall cease for ever to importune 
you: Do you believe this to be the 
body of my uncle, of Count Orazio ?”— 
“ From many circumstances. Signor, I 
should have been led to fear, this was the 
body of the late Count; but others would, 
seem to contradict it.—But why s ould I 
wish to suggest to you, that he was mur¬ 
dered?” 

“ Here, it is said,” he continued, “ bells 
have tolled, and forms have moved.— 
Sometimes, long processions, with blazing 
lights, have been seen gliding past the 
windows; and sometimes a burst of voices, 
of no human tone, have been heard 
chaunting the funeral chaunt.” 

“ These are tales, Michelo, told and be¬ 
lieved promiscuously every where by the 
vulgar and the timid.”— fC Aye, but Signor, 
I myself have seen ”—“ What have you 
seen ?” “ Things, Signor, that prevented 

my being much surprised at the discovery 
k 5 


we 



202 FATAL REVENGE ,* OR, 

we have recently made. I have seen lights 
moving, and heard sounds issuing from 
those apartments, at a time when I knew 
no human cause could have produced 
either/’ “ Were the appearances you 
mention, similar to those that occurred in 
the ruined chapel ?” “ Ask me no more. 

Signor,” said the old man, “ as far, and 
farther than was in my power to gratify 
it, your curiosity has been satisfied : let us 
quit this dismal place.” 

His words seemed to awake me from a 
trance. That momentary courage, which 
the emergency had invested me with, 
seemed suddenly to desert me. I looked 
around me; two lonely beings, shuddering 
over a discovery which conveyed nothing 
but terror to them, by the dim evening 
light, in the remote and long-deserted 
towers of an ancient castle, far from the 
comfort of human aid or presence, and 
feeling that they were unable to en¬ 
counter an additional circumstance or ob¬ 
ject 
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ject of fear, yet dreading lest, while they 
lingered, some other would overtake 
them;—two such beings I felt myself and 
Michelo to be, and started at the convic¬ 
tion. The confidence of the delegate of 
heaven was over: I felt myself a timid 
human being, encompassed by things, and 
the fear of things, which nature shrinks 
from; and only anxious to escape by a 
blind and hasty extrication from them;— 
like a child, that by shutting his eyes, and 
walking speedily past some spot of terror,, 
imagines itself to be safe. 

I turned from the revolting spectacle 
before me: I looked along the d,im 
and narrow passage; I wondered at sjp 
own temerity in exploring it. A few 
moments pasf, and I felt as if nothing 
could check my progress; at the pre¬ 
sent, nothing could impel me to pursue 
it. For a moment I wondered at myself, 
and almost ascribed the change to an in¬ 
fluence that made part of the wonders 

of 
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of the place. But the lassitude that mixed 
■with my timidity, dissolved the wonder. 
I discovered it was only the natural re¬ 
mission of over-stimulated feeling; and 
that if heaven was pleased to employ my 
agency, it would prevent the confidence 
of its instrument being inflated by pre¬ 
sumption, by leaving him at intervals to 
the infirmities of his nature, to his com¬ 
mon habits of impulse and cessation, to 
those usual ebbs and flows of mind, which 
prove to us, that our best frames are 
of imperfect influence, and interrupted 
length. 

I assisted Michelo, by the light that 
jet remained, to fill up the cavity with 
the stones and rubbish we had removed 
from it, and then preparer to quit the 
stairs. As we returned, I endeavoured 
to forbear looking at its dark and silent 
walls; at the roof, where the light ap¬ 
peared so pale and so distant, it reminded 
me of that which streams on the hollow 

eye 
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eye of a captive, through the bars of his 
dungeon. Nay, on the rude, uncouth 
steps themselves, that seemed just fit to 
be pressed by the assassin, stealing to the 
bed of sleep, or bearing away his prey to 
deposit it in some den such as we had dis¬ 
covered. But, wherever I looked, I found 
some food for sombre thought. I quick¬ 
ened my pace. 

In our hurried passage through the ca¬ 
binet and the chamber, we walked with 
silent and breathless fear, grasping each 
other, and endeavouring to fix our eyes 
on the floor; yet feeling they were every 
moment involuntarily raised to meet the 
approach of something we did not dare 
to intimate to each other. We had now 
reached the stairs, by which we were 
hasting to descend, when we distinctly 
heard, in the apartment we had just 
quitted, the loud tread of a foot that 
seemed to be pursuing us. Michelo, stu- 
pified by fear, was lingering at the top of 

the 
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the stairs; with a desperate effort, I 
dragged him along with me, and hurried 
down. 

The tread came yet louder and quicker 
behind us; I dared not to look behind; 
I rushed on with headlong blindness, 
dragging my breathless companion with 
me. 

The foot came nearer and nearer; I 
could feel the stairs bending under its 
pressure behind me; every moment I 
dreaded to feel the indenture of its “ fiery 
fang/' But we had now reached the door 
communicating with the passage—I drag¬ 
ged it open, and with that involuntary 
provision, which fear often makes against 
its objects, with averted head, I drew it 
after me, and locked it, while I thought 
I heard the murmurs of a voice within, 
but whether its tones were those of pain 
or terror, I could not discover. Whatever 
might be the power of our pursuer, he 
then ceased to exert it; no sound pursued 


us. 
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us, and we encountered no object. We 
made a hasty and silent progress through 
the passage, and regained the inhabited 
part of the castle without observation. 

By these events, I have neither been 
enlightened nor assured; I have been 
only perplexed and terrified. I have re¬ 
flected, but without attaining conviction. 
I have debated, but without forming a re¬ 
solution. Sometimes my exertion appears 
temerity, and sometimes my supineness 
cowardice ! 

Am I the agent of heaven, or the dupe 
of fear and deception ?—Was the voice I 
heard, intended to summon or forbid ?—■ 
Has the arm been bared to beckon or to 
repel ?—Shall I pause, or shall I proceed ? 

In this dark and turbid state, I look at 
the picture of Erminia—and taste a mo¬ 
mentary, a delicious calm. Adio. 


CHAP. 
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CHAP. XI. 


Ut assidens implumibus pullis avis 
Serpentium allapsus timet 
Magis relictis; non, ut adsit, auxilii 
Latura plus praesentibus -—— -■ 

Horace. 

* 

Thus, if the mother-bird fu^ake 

Her unfledged young, she dreads the gliding snake. 

With deeper agonies afraid, 

Not that her presence could afford them aid. 

Francis* 

By the time this letter had arrived at Na¬ 
ples, Ippolito’s habits of gloom and ab¬ 
straction had increased. The scenes of 
passing enjoyment, he had some times 
permitted to checquer that gloom, he had 


now 
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now relinquished ; and except the hours 
that he attended that summons, his whole 
time was occupied in feeding gloomy 
thought with solitude. When this letter 
arrived, none of the servants would ven- 
tme to disturb their once-undreaded mas¬ 
ter; and Cyprian, who heard them debating, 
seized the opportunity of venturing into 
his presence. Ippolito had been for some 
hours alone in his own apartment: Cy¬ 
prian, with the letter in his hand, knocked 
at the door; a voice, of which the tones 
had never been harsh before, demanded, 
4i Who was there ?” “ I am afraid to an¬ 

swer to that voice/’ said Cyprian, “ speak 
in another tone, and I will say, 'tis Cy¬ 
prian. ” “ You may enter,” said Ippolito. 
Cyprian approached timidly. His master 
was extended on a sopha; his eyes were 
shaded by his hand; his attitude bespoke 
a wish to counter-balance mental in¬ 
quietude with bodily ease. “ This is a 

letter 
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letter from your brother/’ said Cyprian, 
offering it with an unnoticed hand. After 
a moments pause, he left it down, and 
placed himself before the sopha with fold¬ 
ed arms. “ Why do you wait ?” said Ip- 
polito, in a hollow and languid tone. 
“ I know not why I wait,” said Cyprian, 
whose anguish now burst forth in tears, 
and who hurried towards the door —“ I 
know not why I live; there is neither joy 
nor use in me now; I know not why I live.” 
Blind with his tears, he endeavoured in 
vain to open the door, when Ippolito, 
starting from the sopha, intercepted him. 
“ Pardon me, Cyprian, I knew not it was 
you; I heard the tones of your voice, but 
I felt not you were near me. Pardon me; 
Cyprian. For many days past, my senses 
have been dull and distempered; the 
vigils of my nights have disturbed them. 
Even now, while I gaze upon you, you 
seem to me not as you ought; and should 

you 
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you change while I look upon you, to 
some strange shape, such as I have lately 
seen, 1 could scarce feel surprise/* 

“ Oh, do not talk thus/* said Cvprian, 
“ what shapes and what sufferings are these 
you talk of? What dream of visionary 
anguish pursues and preys upon you ? 
What invisible arm has torn you from life 
and enjoyment, and chained you down in 
a prison-house of pain and solitude ? Are 
you persecuted by the power of the living 
or of the dead? lam importunate, perhaps, 
for 1 am fearless. Two days—two dreadful 
days, I have been deprived of your sight ; 
your sight which is the very food of my 
existence. A thousand times in that pe¬ 
riod have I approached your door—list¬ 
ening for a cheerful sound or motion to 
encourage me to enter: with a breaking 
heart I wandered back, for I heard only 
your heavy groans. But I am so miser¬ 
able ; all fear of your displeasure has 

ceased; 
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ceased; I will even support that, if you 
will not drive me from you; chide, and 
look sternly on me, if you can, but let 
me be near you: the sound of your voice 
will repay me for any thing it can utter. 
The image of your anguish, when absent, 
and imagined, is a thousand times more 
terrible, than present; or perhaps the sight 

of you, makes all suffering light/'- 

“ You would be near me,” said Ip- 
polito, appearing to collect with difficulty 
what had been said; “ You do not 
know, then, that misery is contagious?" 
(i Misery!" echoed Cyprian, “ whence* 
oh ! whence, is this perverse repining of 
self-inflicted suffering ? If you murmur, 
who shall not be suffered to groan ? Oh, 
too lovely—too brilliant—too bright, as 
you are—more like the gay phantom of a 
youthful wish, than a human being, the 
destined partaker of infirmity and suffer¬ 
ing—you seem almost without a wish, as 

without 
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without a fear. What is this sirocco of the 
mind, that bursts forth in the summer- 
noon of life, and blasts the freshness of 
its enjoyments? Why need I enumerate 
blessings you cannot be blind to—for of 
the distinctions of nature none are forget¬ 
ful? Why need I remind you what, oh! 
what you are?” “You need not remind 
me what I am. I know, I feel it but too 
well. I am a pursued, a haunted, a per¬ 
secuted being. The helpless prey of an 
invisible tormentor. Cyprian, a cruel, 
an inward fire consumes me. The springs 
of life, the sources of enjoyment, are dried 
up within me. I feel the energies of my 
mind seared and withered by the contem¬ 
plation of a terrible subject, as the eyes 
would be,"by being fixed on an object of 
intense and scorching heat; yet 1 cannot 
withdraw them. One subject, one only 
subject is involuntarily present with me— 
wherever I turn I behold it—whatever I 

do 
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do it is mingled with. Nay, when from 
the weariness of over-wrought suffering, 
I become almost vacant of thought or 
feeling, a dumb and sullen sense of pain 
mixes its leaven with those moments of 
unconsciousness. 

You have wrung this from me, Cy¬ 
prian, by your cruel pity, superfluously 
cruel to yourself and to me. Your suffer¬ 
ings may be increased by the communica¬ 
tion of mine; but mine cannot be dimi¬ 
nished by your participation of them. 
I bore the storm long to shelter you; 
now you have exposed your feebleness 
to it; and I can no longer enjoy the dig¬ 
nity of solitary suffering, or the aid of 
valid support.”— ff Oh, no/ 3 said Cyprian, 
“ you know not the power and office of 
strong affection; it loves not to mix its 
beam with the summer-blaze of joy; to 
add its note to the choral song of flattery 
and pleasure; it reserves them for the 

dark. 
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dark, disastrous hour, when the amazed 
sufferer looks round on a desert world ; 
when, w r hat he thought he held, is dust 
within his grasp; when, what he hoped, 
to trust to, is a reed under his steps. 
Then is the power, and the hour of strong 
affection; then it rushes to him; it grasps 
him by the cold hand ; it speaks words of 
comfort in his stunned and frozen ears; 
it clings to him with all the strength of its 
being, with powers stronger than suffering 
and death; it abides the conflict of the 
dark hour; and enters the valley of the 
shadow of death, with its companion. For 
such is its true nature and power; such 
emergencies only develope and realize 
them; among such only it expands it 
powers, it feels its existence; nay, it seeks 
its reward. Tell me not therefore of sor¬ 
row or of suffering; Vis therefore 1 seek, and 
will not leave you. Something whispers me, 
this is an hour of confidence, not of de¬ 
jection; 
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jection; that I can do much to serve and 
to save you; that I can perform something 
that will make men wonder at the energy 
of zealous weakness. Montorio, I love 
you, I love you; and to that name nothing 
is impossible. Montorio, I will examine 
your heart; and you will confess the 
cause, when I have discovered it/'—“ For¬ 
bear, my gentle, my darling boy, forbear; 
you spread your little slender branches to 
the storm that heeds you not; in passing 
it will lay you in the dust, and rush to me 
unobstructed. Cyprian, I have had a sore 
struggle ; the enemy has assailed me with 
terrible strength once and again; my 
strength and my defences are declining ; 
and he will yet prevail; yes, he will pre¬ 
vail, and have me yet in his dark thrall/' 
“ Oh why do we thus magnify the 
trivial distresses of life,” said Cyprian, 
“ with words of such melancholy and 
mysterious import, that while we listen 

to 
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10 them, we almost persuade ourselves 
we are suffering something humanity 
never suffered before, and claim such dig¬ 
nity from their support, or such wonder 
from their confession, that at length we 
begin to find a delight in misery. You 
have perhaps encountered some common 
evil, some visitation of human infirmity, 
or of youthful deviation; your mind, 
generous, noble, and fostered by long 
luxury, starts from the prospect of pain, 
or the recollection of error. But fear not 
yet; yours must , must have been a venial 
one; and ifyour own reflections have an¬ 
ticipated the censures of society, you may 
listen to them with the calmness of re¬ 
established rectitude, nor suffer them to 
interrupt the even direction of the mind, 
that has regained the path of right.” 
Cf And do I hear Cyprian,” said Ippolito, 
“ confounding the complexions of good 
and evil, and teaching an honourable mind 
to forego that susceptibility of praise from 

which 
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which it derives its best security, as well as 
its highest reward ? Is this my monitor?’' 
“ Oh forgive me, forgive me,” said Cy¬ 
prian, “ for your own sake; ’tis you have 
corrupted my judgment and my heart. 
My love for you has made me almost 
annihilate the distinctions of good and 
evil. When I look on you, Montorio, I 
cannot believe you guilty, your mind I 
cannot think less perfect than your form; 
and the dreadful deception practised on 
my own judgment, I endeavour, with 
guilty fondness, to extend to yours. How 
have I laboured to restore you to the paths 
of purity and peace, from which your 
lavish youth, and glowing temptations had 
caused a noble heart to deviate! How 
have I watched and warned ! How have I 
toiled and importuned ! How have I trem¬ 
bled and prayed for you ! This one great 
point and object of my life, what could 
compel me to counteract ? What, but the 
strong affection that compelled me to 

undertake 
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undertake it. I find I cannot bear to 
behold you suffer. I saw you erring, and 
I hazarded life; yes, hazarded life, to re- 
cal and reclaim you. But when I saw you 
suffer, I could only weep, and be guilty; 
I forgot the great purpose of my mission ; 
I forgot I was your monitor; and remem¬ 
bered only I loved; forgive me, Montorio, 
for your own sake forgive me .”—“ I will 
! forgive you every thing, Cyprian, but this 
waste of lavish love, on a wretch whom it 
wounds but cannot profit”--“Oh yet, do not 
say so: I have greatresources; more than of 
hope or of advice ; substantial resources. 

What is this heavy load of mind ? 
Montorio, I have marked your nightly 
wanderings. Have you been seduced 
to the feverish vigils of the gamesters? 
have you become the wretched thing of 
calculations and chances; the agititcd 
sport of knavish skill; the ruined dupe 
of confederate deception ? Oh thank the 
blessed saints for the wholesome lesson 
r< 2 of 
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of your ruin. In that dreadful pursuit, 
to succeed is certainly to be lost; though 
to be ruined, is possibly to be saved. Be 
not yet dejected; the riches of your house 
are immense, and your father, though I 
have heard stern and severe, is proud, and 
will not suli'er the honour of his family to 
be impaired by debt: or should your losses 
not require the fortunes of a house to 
repair them, I have resources, Montorio; 
resources, happily stored up against this 
hour of pressure ; take them, my beloved, 
take all.”—“Forbear, Cyprian, forbear; 
your conjecture is erroneous: mine are 
not the vigils of a gamester: miserable as 
Ij know them to be, I could almost wish 
they were.”—“ Oh what is this,” said 
Cyprian, distressed and amazed, “ what 
is this more terrible than misery and 
ruin ? Do I read another cause in your 
pale and listless lip; in your darkened 
cheek; in your fixed eye? Such, they 
say, are the looks of those who love. 
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Do you love, Montorio? Alas, is it pos¬ 
sible you can love, and yet despair! 
Oh, no, no; too happy woman! too 
happy, methinks, for the indulgence of 
allowed caprice; too happy, for the petty, 
prescriptive triumph of her disdain ; she 
cannot have punished herself to give you 
pain; or if she has, let her behold you 
now; now in this seducing shade of me¬ 
lancholy beauty; andshe must—she will— 
oh why that groan, Montorio? Can you, 
oh can you be the victim of love, of law¬ 
less passion? Alas, what shall I say ! 
I have heard of wretched, wretched 
women, who can love for gold; who 
would take deformity and decrepitude to 
their arms, instead of even you, if they 
could outweigh you in the price of their 
body’s and soul's perdition ; for such you 
cannot long languish : alas, what am I 
saying? Oh spare me, spare me, my be¬ 
loved; make me not the reluctant agent 
of pollution ; tear not from my agonized 

affection. 
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affection., its long, its last, cherished in¬ 
tegrity. Alas, alas, such is the madness 
of my guilty love; I can bear to see you 
criminal, but cannot, cannot bear to see 
you miserable/’—“ Perplex yourself no 
more with this mental casuistry; torture 
yourself no longer with the superfluous 
remorse of imputed guilt; I cannot give 
you the consolation of thinking mine is 
a case of common suffering, or within the 
reach of ordinary relief; would, oh would 
I were the subject of any, or all the suf¬ 
ferings you could name, rather than what 
I am 

Cyprian w&s silent from the perplexity 
of severe dismay. At every gradation of 
their conference, he had drawn closer to 
Ippolito, and now pressing his hand, he 
murmured feebly, “ If that last, and 
dreadful guilt, the brand of civilized 
society, the dreadful imposition of an 
abitrary phantom, be yours; if you have 
hurried from earth, and from hope, your 

rash. 
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rash, offending brother; and if for a crime 
man could not forgive, you have sent 
him to answer for all before the Judge; his 
course unfinished, his task unfulfilled, his 
soul unabsolved, his salvation unobtained; 
if you have found that what society can 
palliate and pardon, conscience cannot; 
oh yet is there a dawn of hope ! If the 
agents of justice or of revenge pursue 
you, let us fly, oh let us fly, this land of 
perverted and bloody manners; where 
the sore alternative of infamy or guilt, 
urges the revolting hand of virtue, to 
deeds, its praise cannot purify, nor its 
sanction expiate. Oh, let us fly, and the 
prayers of good and holy men shall be 
with us for good : there is a blessed vir¬ 
tue in those, and the offices of our holy 
faith, to obtain peace and remission for 
the soul so sore beset.”—Can murder 
then be forgiven ? and if the bare crime, 
under strong temptation, and most urgent 
cause, hardly dare plead for mercy; what 

shall 
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shall be said for murder, impelled by no 
motive, justified by no pretext, sheltered; 
by no confederacy? For guilt, laborious, 
determined, inveterate ? And this, oh all 
this is nothing to the shades of this dark 
vision .”—“ I understand not this terrible 
language/' said Cyprian, who looked 
aghast. “If you have any thing to dis¬ 
close, tell it quickly, for my senses are 
dull, and I am wearied with pleading.” 
" I have a tale to tell, but it is not for 
your ears/' he rose hastily, he grasped 
Cyprian’s arm, “ wretched boy, why have 
you allied yourself to me, why will you 
cling to me with this helpless force? I 
am hunted and hard-pressed; every night, 
listen, Cyprian, every night a fire is kind¬ 
led in my heart; a dagger is put into my 
hand; the midnight ministers of destiny 
are round me; they urge—they impel, 
me, onward—onward :—all around me is 
still—the stillness of dreadful preparation. 
My approach cannot be calculated; my 

blow 
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blow cannot be averted; my victim cannot 
resist; my associates cannot betray; yet I 
linger—-yet I would shrink—yet I would 
retreat: but my fate cannot be resisted.—* 
No, no, no; my fate cannot be resisted.” 
Cyprian listened in helpless horror. 

Ippolito approached the window; he 
leant against the foliaged lattice; the 
breeze of evening blew back his dark hair. 
Cyprian gazed on him with that mingled 
pang of anguish and love, of which the 
bitterness is more than of death. In those 
visions in which the mind wanders for 
relief, under the pressure of suffering, 
but finds it only deepened and refined, 
he imagined he beheld those rich locks 
rent in distraction; that yet glowing cheek 
hollow and pale; that noble form wrecked 
and defaced by suffering; he felt a pang 
that must not be told; and scarce sup¬ 
pressed the cry that darted to his lips.— 
Ippolito leant against the casement ; 
it looked into the garden of the palace; 

l 5 the 
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the breeze that breathed over groves of 
rose and orange, played on his cheek; the 
setting sun sent his beams through the 
twinkling foliage; they tinged with ruddy 
amber, they fleckered the waters of a 
fountain, that gurgled among them, and 
whose bason where the waters, that play¬ 
ed in silver showers in the centre, lay still 
and deep, gave back the bright and lovely 
blue of the heavens, without a spot, and 
without a shade.—Ippolito remained silent 
long; at length, “ I behold all this/’ said 
he, "joyless and unmoved; the burthen 
that sits so heavy on my soul, has oppress¬ 
ed my senses too. Or is it that I am al¬ 
ready become a disastrous, discordant atom 
amid these elements of harmony and love. 
And am I already at war with nature ? Oh 
how dreadful to be an alien from our own 
system and species; not to be able to 
drink the evening breeze; or glow with 
the setting beams of the sun; not even to 
know the pleasure those insects are tasting 
5 in 
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in his rays. To wish in vain for the quiet 
life of the fountain that flows, of the leaf 
that falls. But no, no, no; to be forced 
to agency; to be invested with dreadful 
responsibility; to hew out with groaning 
toil, the weight that is to crush me to 
atoms; is there no other task for me, 
amid the thousand, thousand lines of hu- 

i“ 

man life, branching and intersecting in 
endless motion, and infinite directions ? 
Is there not one for me but this ? And for 
me, whose heart never harboured a pur¬ 
pose of enmity to living thing; who knew 
not what men meant by hatred? In my 
days of childhood, Cyprian, I have for- 
born to disturb the insect that fluttered 
round me, to crush the reptile that crawled 
beneath me ; and I must—must—and is 
there no repeal? And is ther'e no retreat? 
Author of my being and of my fate ! hear 
my groans! hear my despair!—Father, 
they are not the groans of a rebel heart! 
it is not the despair of daring outrage ! 

but 
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but spare me; spare me.” 

He rent his hair by handfuls, he cast him¬ 
self upon the ground. Cyprian, terrified, 
but unrestrained, fell beside him, and at¬ 
tempted to raise and to sooth him. In a 
few moments, he sprang from the ground 5 ; 
he stood erect, but tottering; his hair was 
dishevelled, his hands were clenched, his 
eyes were inflamed and wandering, his 
face was varied by a thousand shades; but 
a fixed and burning spot of crimson tinged 
his cheek. " Whither do you go,” cried 
Cyprian, grasping him as he endeavoured 
to rush from the apartment. “ To the 
theatre, to the gambling-house, to the 
brothel,” he roared, " to floods of wine, 
to songs of madness;—this cannot be 
borne; off, release me, or will you ac¬ 
company me, Cyprian, to dissipation, to 
frenzy, to ruin.” 

No prayers could pacify, and no strug¬ 
gles could withhold him : he seized his 
sword and cloak, and rushed from the pa¬ 
lace. 
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lace, madly calling on Cyprian to follow 
him. The unhappy Cyprian paused; this 
moment seemed to him the critical one of 
his life and happiness. To be seen in the 
streets of Naples, was to encounter a cer¬ 
tain and terrible death. He had so long 
considered life merely as a medium of ser¬ 
vice to his master, that this consideration 
would scarce have detained him to exa¬ 
mine it. But what hope in pursuing the 
career of a maniac? What profit to Ippo- 
lito in witnessing those orgies he could 
save him from no longer? He lingered a 
moment; strong affection triumphed, and 
he felt the danger of exposing himself, and 
the despair of serving his master, vanish 
before that sad and nameless pleasure, 
which we feel from the simple act of 
clinging to the persons of those we love; 
even when aid is impossible, and consola¬ 
tion fruitless. He followed Montorio, 
but he followed him with tottering steps; 
nor could the impassioned strength of his 

feelings 
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feelings resist the shock he felt on being 
for the first time on foot, and unprotected 
in the streets of Naples. Feeble and terri¬ 
fied, he yet tried to keep up with the 
hurried pace of Ippolito; who, with that 
lightning-burst of generous feeling, that 
blazed even through the storm of his pas¬ 
sions, turned to him, spoke some consoling 
but incoherent words, and then support¬ 
ing him with his arm, hurried on. From 
time to time of their progress, Cyprian 
endeavoured to breathe a few soothing 
sounds; but the anguish with which the 
sight of Ippolito’s fevered cheek, and 
fixed eye struck him, drove them back 
to his heart; or if uttered, they were so 
inarticulate, that Ippolito was insensible 
of them. They proceeded with astonishing 
rapidity, but without any apparent object, 
till Cyprian, with the provisional caution 
of fear, tried as he passed, to distinguish 
the windings of the streets, among which 
he feared, he might shortly be left desert¬ 
ed 
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ed and alone. They reached in a short 
time the extremity of that part of the city 
where the Montorio palace stood; they 
entered a dark, lonely inclosure. Ippolito 
who appeared to have been lulled into 
vacancy by the hum and concourse of the 
streets through which they passed, now 
paused and looked around him eagerly, as 
if struck by the stillness and solitude of the 
place. “ Why have we wandered here?” 
said Cyprian, timidly; “ Because,” said 
Ippolito, in broken tones, “ because it is 
wild, and dark, and deserted, because it 
is meet for the 1 unt of ruin, and wretch¬ 
edness. I love to gaze on this stilly 
gloom; lo hear the hollow wind that stirs 
the trees:—would, the evening-shades 
would settle on this spot for ever; would, 
I could dose away being and consciousness 
here in stunned and stupid listlessness.” 

He leant against one of the trees; his 
cloak folded on his arm. Twice with a 
full heart, Cyprian tried to speak, but 

could 
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could not form a sound. Ippolito heard 
the murmurs of inarticulate distress near 
him. “ Are you there still, Cyprian, 
will you still cling to me? Leave me, 
oh leave me to myself; to the dark fight 
I must encounter alone. Cyprian, you 
might as well attempt to stop the pro¬ 
gress of the night that is spreading round 
us, as of that darker and portentous ga¬ 
thering that involves me; go from me, 
and be safe; why should I destroy you ; 
sweet and innocent boy, approach me 
not, love me not. But for me, you might 
have flourished in stainless and joyful puri¬ 
ty; butyouzvould temptthe fate of a ruined 
man; you would goside by side with mein 
that dark untravelled path, which we must 
tread in suffering, and terminate in despair. 
Go from me, while I yet can warn you, yet 
can commiserate, yet can pity you; a mo¬ 
ment longer, and I shall be wild and 
wreckless the hunted savage that rush¬ 
es on the weapons of his persecutors, and 
grinds them with his tusks/’ 


“ And 
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f * And is this then, indeed, our last hour 
of peace and goodness ! —Is agonized 
affection summoned to her last trial-task? 
Will you indeed be Ippolito no more ?— 
I have no more then to say, no more to 
suffer.—But with my dying hand I must 
hold you; I must cling to von with that 
strength which overcometh all things, with 
love, which is stronger than death !—I 
know not the fate which awaits you; it 
comes in mist and cloud; nor am I 
anxious to unfold them, to behold it. 
Suffice it, it is yours. Therefore, by strong 
necessity of love, it must be mine. Of 
my brief and unhappy life, the only ob¬ 
ject has been you —for you 1 have lived—* 
and I musty must y die with you” 

Blind with fears, stifled with convulsive 
sobs, he grasped Ippolito, who, breaking 
from him, with a wild unmeaning laugh, 
hastily rushed towards a building, which 
was recently lit up, and to which numbers 
appeared to be thronging. Stupified with 

astonishment. 
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astonishment, Cyprian beheld this change, 
but the instinctive fear of desertion im¬ 
pelled him to follow. When he entered 
the building, not even his ignorance could 
preserve him from discovering its destina¬ 
tion. It was a gaming-house, apparently 
of the lowest description, numbers were 
already engaged in the pursuit of the 
evening; and Ippolito mingled among 
them with a bold and vivacious eagerness, 
which his companion beheld with additional 
anguish. His flushed and impetuous man¬ 
ner, his vociferous impatience, his noble 
air and figure—while they awed the ma¬ 
jority, allured a few wily prowlers, who 
believing him to be disarmed by inebriety, 
marked him for a sure and profitable prey. 
Cyprian, aghast alone, unoticed, stunned 
by the lights, the confusion, and the jar¬ 
gon, objects as new as revolting to a 
mind of vestal purity, and almost vestal 
seclusion, yet retained his observation, 
which was only preserved by the strength 

of 
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of those feelings, that had exposed him 
almost to lose it. From these violent 
vicissitudes he collected, not that Ippolito*s 
sufferings were too great for the powers 
of his reason, but that they were too 
great for the powers of resistance in a 
mind which, though not destitute of na¬ 
tural strength, had been so long accus¬ 
tomed to artificial resources of pleasure 
and consolation, that finding itself unable 
to adjust its present grievance, by the 
usual balance of extrinsic relief, it writhed 
under it in convulsive despair, and pro¬ 
duced those throes of grief and fury, of 
gloom and madness, which had been al¬ 
most as terrible to the witness as to the 
sufferer himself. 

He had no long leisure for recollection, 
for Ippolito, whose success had been as 
rapid as it was unexpected, sweeping to¬ 
gether the money which poured in on him 
from all parts of the table, scattered it 
among some Lazaroni who loitered round 

the 
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the door, and with a shout of triumph, 
flew from the gaming-house. 

Cyprian pursued him with all the speed 
fatigue and fear had left him, but in vain; 
he called on him, but received no an¬ 
swer; he attempted to follow the direc¬ 
tion of his steps; but found he was only 
pursuing a stranger. Then fear and an¬ 
guish came on him;—a wanderer in a 
populous city, timid, alone, and exposed 
to greater dangers than he appeared to be 
threatened by, for one moment of his 
life he felt a pang in which his feelings 
for Ippolito had no share. He hastened 
on with faint and terrified speed through 
many streets and avenues, with a blind 
satisfaction in the thought of proceeding, 
yet with increasing alarm at every step, 
till he found himself again in the neigh¬ 
bourhood of theMontorio palace. Ippolito 
rushed on his mind—further pursuit of 
him was impossible, yet it was equally 
impossible to Cyprian to desert him. He 

suddenly 
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suddenly bethought himself of going to 
theAIberotti palace, which he knew to be 
at a small distance, and of which he also 
knew the possessor to be Ippolito’s uncle, 
of informing him of the late events, and 
imploring his interference. Wild as this 
scheme was, and obviously involving the 
dangers attendant on Cyprian's being re¬ 
cognised; he sprang forward, with new 
and eager strength to execute it. But 
on reaching theAIberotti palace, he found 
the avenues obstructed by carriages, and 
the portico blazing with torches; there 
was a conversazione, at which the greater 
part of the Neapolitan nobility were 
assembled; among whom, detection was 
unavoidable, and death was therefore 
certain. 

From this last resource, he turned away, 
weary in mind and frame; he attempted 
to totter a few paces homeward, but the 
thought of Ippolito, abandoned to dissipa¬ 
tion and depravity, stung through his 

heart 
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heart; his limbs failed, he sunk on the 

* 

steps of an adjacent house, and burst 
into that helpless flood of anguish, which 
bespeaks us equally unable to restrain, or 
derive consolation from them. 

The sudden emptiness of the street, the 
mildness of the night, tranquillity, silence, 
and subsiding emotion combined to soften 
him into a kind of placid imbecility. 
The thunder-burst of passion was over, 
and he wept a soft and heavy shower of 
tears. Too much exhausted for acute or 
agonised feeling, the images that had 
passed before him, shed over his mind a 
gleam of melancholy sorrow, not the glare 
of madness and despair. Every image of 
former tenderness or brightness, every 
dream that had once dressed the thought 
of Ippolito in the tints of attraction, or 
the beams of splendour, now awakened 
with cruel contrast the sense of his pre¬ 
sent state; low in vice and in wretched¬ 
ness, the abasement of his own feelings 
N thrilled 
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thrilled to his heart, and he felt the differ¬ 
ence between those which accompany the 
tear of rapture, and the tear of humbled 
regret; between the being he almost bow¬ 
ed to worship, and the being he pursued 
to rescue, and stooped to raise. 

He wept and was refreshed; he rose 
calm and sad, and endeavoured to return 
to the Montorio palace, with the feeble 
hope, that some intelligence of their way¬ 
ward master, might have reached the do¬ 
mestics. As he turned the corner of the 
Strada di Toledo, a lamp burning before 
the image of St. Gennaro caught his eye; 
and with a smitten eye he turned to pay 
his passing devotions, where he was con¬ 
scious the perturbed state of his mind had 
too often withheld him from. As he ap¬ 
proached the lamp, the figure of a man, 
muffled and moving hastily, passed him. 
But no disguise could avail.—“ Montorio, 
oh Montorio!”—he almost shrieked ;—he 
flew from the saint, and pursued the 

figure. 
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figure. It moved with a speed that defied 
pursuit ; and the utmost exertion of 
Cyprian’s could only keep it in sight. 
It followed a direction far from the pa¬ 
lace, and Cyprian at length beheld it. at 
some distance enter a spacious.house, that 
appeared filled with company. Cyprian 
paused and doubted the evidence of his 
senses; he might be pursuing a stranger, 
and pursuing him where to follow was 
dangerous. He had acquired a kind of local 
courage in these frequent emergencies. 

He saw at a distance two cavaliers of 
sober demeanour, he approached them, 
and in a voice of which the tones were 
like those of a wandering cherub, seeking 
the way to a purer region, demanded 
whose house it was, into which the cavalier 
who had passed them, had entered. The 
elder of the cavaliers looked at him for a 
moment —“ Perhaps, Signor,” said he, “1 
should, from principle, decline to satisfy* 
your inquiry, but as your youth and ap¬ 
pearance 
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pearance prompt me to hope his not 
urged by a personal motive, I shall inform 

you, that is the house of Nerina di- 

the most celebrated courtezan in Naples.” 
They passed on, and Cyprian remained 
alone. Stupified by the last intelligence, 
he had yet heard every syllable of it, and 
retained its full meaning. 

Montorio, in the house of lewdness and 
shame; the last object of life frustrated; 
its sole hope extinct:—but though the 
prospect of good was lost, the fear of evil 
yet remained; the danger of his entering 
the confines of vice could not be averted* - 
that of his remaining within them still 
might; yet Cyprian hesitated to follow 
him. But the delicate glossLof his feelings 
was now worn off; the shock of encounter 
had diminished the danger, or, when com¬ 
pared with Ippolito’s, all danger seemed 
to disappear. 

From the first moment he had fatally 
beheld Montorio, he had never been him- 

vol. i. m self. 
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self. lie had patiently and successively 
assumed the complexion which Ippolito's 
character and fortunes had given him; his 
smiles or his sufferings were the uniform 
and necessary echoes of his master’s; he 
had been the passive dependant of his 
attachment, whose happiness external cir¬ 
cumstances might controul; whose fidelity, 
none could, ever. By pursuing him to 
the verge of ruin, he seemed to be only 
pursuing the course appointed to him; 
in plunging with him, from its final point, 
he appeared only to be fulfilling the se¬ 
vere, but absolute task assigned him. 

Thesercfiectionsrushed through his mind 
in a moment, and almost unconsciously, 
he found himself in an apartment of the 
house. To his inquiries for Montorio, no 
attention was paid; every one was busied 
in something that appeared remote from 
the puipose which had brought him there. 
Sick, faint, and terrified/ he wandered 
from to room to room, still caBing/i still" 

i inquiring; 
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inquiring; the house was loud, festive, 
and tumultuous. His heart was oppressed, 
his senses ached, his limbs tottered. Half 
insensible, but still exclaiming, he rushed 
against,a door, which opening discovered 
Montorio surrounded by some of the most 
licentious of the young nobility, revelling, 
shouting, drunk with licentiousness, and 
dissolved in wine. Among such a group, 
Cyprian, (whom some of them had seen 
at the Montorio palace) was beheld with 
delight, as an object of mockery and per¬ 
secution. They surrounded, they over¬ 
whelmed, him with derisive congratulate 
ons; they contended for the distinctions 
of doing the honours of the revel to him. 

With a strength of mind and frame, which 
we sometimes owe to the partial absence 
of reason, rCyprian brake from them, and 
staggering to the seat where Ippolito reclin¬ 
ed, clung to him, exclaiming; save me, save 
me; saveyourown soulalive—take me from 
thi$shouse of sin, or I die at your feet.’ 5 

m 2 Ippolito, 
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Ippolito, starting as if from a trance, 
protected Cyprian with his arm, and 
repelling his persecutors with a fierce¬ 
ness which awed even the rage of drunk¬ 
enness, rushed from the house bear¬ 
ing his breathless preserver with him. 
They were pursued by the unheeded roar 
of dissolute malignity, but in a short time 
it was unheard, and they drank without 
interruption, the dewy freshness of the 
breeze of night; they saw the chaste and 
silent brightness of the stars; they caught 
that deep and stilly humming, so pleasant 
to the ear, that loves to listen by night. 

They reached the Montorio palace in 
silence, and Cyprian with joy perceived 
Ippolito preparing to enter it.—They had 
now reached the portico, when the clock 
in the great hall was heard to strike 
“ twelve.” Ippolito started and paused, 
and by the lamps of the portico, Cyprian 
taw his eye roll fearfull ).—He turned — 

Whither, oh whither do you go ? ,/Have 

I sought 
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I sought, have I saved you for this?" 
cried Cyprian, clinging to him, with re¬ 
newed and impatient anguish .—“ Off, 
release me, I may not be held; longer 
than midnight I must not delay; there 
is no danger; whither I go, human good 
and evil cannot come; virtue and vice are 
negative things: at this hour, I am no 
more a mortal agent;—release me; my 
hour is come, I may not be delayed . 99 
“ These are words of madness,” said Cy¬ 
prian, struggling, though hopelessly, to 
hold him; “ whither have I not followed? 
and wherefore must I be repelled ? Fear, 
nor danger, nor sin have deterred me! 
Oh let me not be left behind ! What can I 
witness worse than I shall fear! What can I 
suffer so terrible as your danger?”—He 
pleaded in vain. Ippolito was gone with 
a speed which the fatigues of the night 
had rendered marvellous, and Cyprian 
entered the palace with a freshness of 
anguish which its sufferings had not ex¬ 
hausted. CHAP. 
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CHAP. XII. 


Letter front Annibal di 


. - «* 9 \ 
W Vft 
' !* I 

Montorio. 


Turn demum horrisono stridcntes cardine sacrse 
Panduntur portae. Cerois, cu3todia qualis 
Vestibulo sedcat. 

Virgil, lib. vi. 

‘ f' 

Then of itself, unfolds tV eternal door : 

With dreadful sounds the brazen hinges roar. 

You see before the gate, what stalkingghost 
Commands the guard, what centries keep the post, 

Dryden. 

"Whatever be the termination of thefce 
researches, I already lament the effetts of 
their progress, nor can I review the 
cumstances ham about to relate, without^ 

many 
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many reproaches on my timidity and 
more on my obduracy. The feelings 
of doubt and uncertainty which had been 
suggested by my late visit to the apart¬ 
ments I communicated to Michelo, who,- 
eager to adopt any thing that promised a 
remission of the task imposed on him, 
avowed it his belief, that the tenant of 
that tower had signified his displeasure 
of our intrusion by the signs we had wit¬ 
nessed, of which he declared our further 
misconstruction might expose us to dan-* 
gers he dared not to name. I took coun¬ 
sel of his fear, unhappily for both, and 
believing, or compelling myself to be¬ 
lieve, that one avenue was rendered im¬ 
passable by a strength it would be impiety 
to resist, I resolved to repair at midnight 
to the chapel, and visit the tomb of 
Count Orazio, where the appearances, I 
determined to examine, were more fre— 
qpent and obvious, and where therefore, 
some suspicion of their being produced 

by 
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by an agent such as myself, qualified the 
fear which in the tower I had found in¬ 
supportable without such relief. Michelo, 
who had become as.weary of deprecating, 
as I of importuning, made no resistance, 
and when (to compensate to myself for 
the timidity that had mingled in my de¬ 
sign of omitting the tower) I determined 
to visit the tomb on that night, he pro¬ 
mised to attend me. 

He was to procure the keys, for he de¬ 
clined with so much terror the subterra¬ 
nean passages by which we had once 
resorted there, that I declined the pro¬ 
posal. Our few preparations were soon 
adjusted—long cloaks—a lamp carried in 
a lanthorn—and I determined to bring 
my sword. These arrangements were 
made with the whispering caution of 
fear, and we separated. During the re¬ 
mainder of the day, I felt myself involun¬ 
tarily shunning the eye of Michelo, from 
a lurking apprehension that every glance 
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we exchanged was observed and inter- 
rupted. 

The night at length arrived; our dull 
and regular household dispersed; I retired 
to my apartment; my thoughts were 
occupied by the purpose of the night, 
and I endeavoured to banish from my 
recollection the circumstances that had 
attended my last visit to the chapel. 
They rose before me in strong shape and 
clearness; I saw them on every side,, as 
I stalked across my chamber. I felt them, 
as I endeavoured to heave them off my 
breast, pressing on it, a thick and impal¬ 
pable weight. With them came many a 
disastrous presage of uncertain evil. The 
whole ghastly troop seemed to be array¬ 
ing for the encounter at midnight, in the 
tomb. My terrors increased, and though 
I felt that Michelo’s arrival was but the 
signal for those terrors to commence, I 
yet longed for his approach, for the pre¬ 
sence of a human being,—This struggle 
m 5 of 
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of involuntary meditation was interrupt¬ 
ed by a noise at the door; it was Miche- 
Io.—“ Hush, Signor, it is I; are you pre¬ 
pared?”—“ I am.”—“Then come. Signor, 1 
but speak and tread softly.’’—“ Why this 
caution, have not the family retired ?” 
“ All, Signor, but the pages who are now 
assembling to watch in my lord's chamber. 
But then, Signor,”—“ What then, why 
this hesitation ?”—“ There is one in this 
house,” pushing his pale face close to me, 
and whispering, “ one who never sleeps, 
or if he does, can do all the actions of 
of a living man; yea, and more, while 
he would seem to sleep.’’—“ Absurd, 
Michelo, banish these dreams of fearY ? ’ 
“ Nay, Signor—but I am silent,—tread 
softly, however. Signor.” 

We proceeded through the gallery with 
cautious steps; we had now reached the 
stairs, when a distant sound was heard; 
“ Hark,” said I. Michelo turned round, and 
started on observing we were near the a* 

partment 
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part ment of Father Schemoli, He commu¬ 
nicated this in a whisper. “Proceed/" said 
L-u i( I saw the confessor retire to his apart¬ 
ment an hour ago/"—“ Yes/" muttered Mi- 
chelo,^but heaven knows what apartments 
inclose him now/"—We descended thestair- 
case, muffling-our lanthorn, and starting 
as the wind shook the casements, and the 
steps creaked beneath our tread. We 
reached the great hall, and stole through 
it almost, without touching the pave^- - 
raent;. 

The deep and midnight silence, the 
dampness and dull echoes of the marble 
floor; the huge and dusky height of the 
walls and roof, over which our single 
lamp shed a dull ,unpiercing gleam, made 
our passage appear like a progress through 
a vault. Michelo applied the key to the 
great door, and I wrapped my cloak about 
the lock to suppress the sound while he 
turned the key. Wonder not at this'fe£ble 
minuteness; I ,cannot\ think* of myself, 
rr- , creeping 
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creeping along in silence and in fear, with¬ 
out wishing you to accompany me; for 
sufferings, whether voluntary or not, we 
always expect some compensation, either 
of participation, or of pity.—We issued 
into the outer court, and I felt refresh¬ 
ment in the air of heaven, though it blew 
damp and sultry. 

We now entered the chapel, and. ha¬ 
ving reached, through many ruinous ob¬ 
structions, the tomb of the late Count, 
we concealed our lamps, muffled our cloaks 
about us, so as to conceal as much of the 
human form (if seen) as possible; and 
lurking behind a projecting pediment of 
the tomb, awaited the event in a state of 
feeling difficult to describe.—There was 
nothing to relax'its intense and severe 
■controul. There was no external sound; 
no light, no motion . f It was one of those 
nights, in which you feel, from time to 
time, a >hot blast hissing past you, that 
sinks again into silence. Anight, in 

which 
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which the dark and heavy clouds seem to 
be working with inward tumults; in which, 
from expecting a storm long, we begin 
almost to wish for its approach. 

The moon, often struggling through 
the clouds, tinged for a moment their 
sombrous and surging masses, with a - 
bright and sudden light that vanished in 
a moment; and the night-dews fell with 
almost perceptible damp and heaviness. 
On the dubious features of the structure, 
tombs and monuments, windows dusky 
with foliage, and arches shapeless in 
ruin, these bursts of light and darkness 
played with such shadowy influence, 
that he must have had senses not easily 
deluded, who could be convinced he saw 
nothing more there than might be seen 
by day. 

I, however, felt that my situation re¬ 
quired me to collect firmness, not to dis¬ 
sipate it, and 1 attempted to converse with 

Michelo. 
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Michelo. “ Tell me/’ said I, “ why, wh(?n 
the vaults of this chapel were already nu¬ 
merous and spacious enough to contain 
the remains of our family, why was a mo¬ 
nument erected for Count Orazio, for on$ 
too, whose end, I have reason to believe/, 
was obscure and tragical ? And why, 
above all, was it erected in this ruinous 
and deserted pile, instead of that within, 
the walls of the castle, which is still fre¬ 
quented by the family.” 

“ There is a strange report, Signor/’ 
whispered the old man, “ concerning this 
tomb, and the reason of its being built. 
Many things had concurred to drive it 
from my memory, but your inquiry has 
recalled it. It is needless to remind you. 
Signor, how much all your illustrious fa¬ 
mily have been attached to secret studies. 
But of all, the Count your great grand¬ 
father was most engaged in them. He 
devoted his entire soul to them; nay ? 
some said so in such a tone, as if they 

wished 
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wished to be understood literally. But, 
oh ! Signor, what am I saying—rest his 
bones, they lie within a few steps of us/' 
€r Why this interruption, Michelo ?”—“ Is 
it not fearful. Signor, to speak of the 
dead, when we feel them to be so near 
usP The effect of this observation on my¬ 
self, I endeavoured to conceal, by urging 
him to proceed. Well, Signor, (lower¬ 
ing his woice as if to deceive the dead,) 
be that as it may, no power could drag 
him from these studies; and at length it 
was said he had invented by his art, a 
glass, that could shew him every event 
and person he wished to see. It is cer¬ 
tain, that after his decease, my Lord, your 
grandfather, spent many days shut up in 
his father’s closet—examining and des¬ 
troying his instruments and books; and 
'tis said, strange and doleful sounds were 
heard fd issue from the room while he was 
ffrus employed. But the task was an invo¬ 
luntary one, for I have heard the Inquisi¬ 
tion 
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tion were beginning to consider his pro¬ 
ceedings as offensive, and had actually 
dismissed their ministers to examine into 
them, and to search the castle. 

“ Alittle before the oldCounf’s death, he 
is said to have discovered by his wi dom, 

that there was a spot in the circuit of the 

*• K* 

castle, which would be the seat of calamity 
and destruction to the family. He imme¬ 
diately set himself to discover where this 
spot might be; and I conclude, that, if it 1 
required so much skill to iind out that it 
did exist, it required still more to discover 
where. However, your great grandfather 
was in no wise dismayed, he pursued his 
point resolutely, and at length discovered 
the fatal spot to be the very one on which 
we now standi’—What! the spot on 
which this tomb has been built?*'—“ The 
same. Signor. I have heard that the Count 
apprized his family of this circumstance, 
but the discovery slumbered unnoticed, 
till your uncle, Count Orazio, hearing of 

it. 
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it, and being, as I have mentioned, much 
versed in tiiose studies himself, ordered a 
monument for himself to be erected on 
the spot, hoping by this means to fulfil, 
and yet to avert the prediction—to defeat, 
yet not appear to defy it.” 

Few that connected what I had wit¬ 
nessed on this spot, with what I now 
heard, could blame the emotion to which 
I yielded for a moment. But, though the 
denunciation was terrible, there is a so¬ 
lemnity in whatever we suppose to be 
connected with our fate, that divests it of 
the hideous ghastliness attending other 
subjects of supernatural aspect, and that 
marks the bounds of awe and of horror.— 
Under a decree , the mind bends in con¬ 
trolled and gloomy passiveness, appalled 
but not convulsed—without the reluct¬ 
ance and revoltings of visionary terror. 
As the attempt to relax my feelings had 
been so unsuccessful, I turned for relief 
to silence and to meditation.—The bell 
tolled twelve.—— Michelo 
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Michelo now, eagerly, but still whisper¬ 
ing, said, ff Look, Signor, look, through- 
this chasm in the wall you may see—nay 
Signor, lower, yet lower—you must bend,- 
Signor,—now do you see. Signor, a frag¬ 
ment of the castle, just above the great 
stairs?I do see that part of the castle, 
which I believe to be adjacent to the great 
stairs/* , * r/r a* 

/There, Signor, is Father SchemoIFs; 
apartment; that part of the tower, and 
that narrow window, in which you see a 
light burning, belong to his oratory :—* 
now Signor, every night his lamp is to be 
seen in that window till midnight, and 
ever when the bell tolls it is said tp disap¬ 
pear nor, from that hour, can he be 
found, nor can it be conjectured, where 
or how he is employed:—this onlyais 
known, he is not to be found in his apart¬ 
ment. But his friends, it is said, - are at 
no loss to find employment for him,;*— 
Sometimes he holds a feast with them in 
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the vault—and sometitnes he mixes in 
procession with thenv/through that tower, 
andsings in their unholy mass at midnight. " 
“•\Vhat-words are these, Michelo, and what 
is their import ?" “ Heed not me. Signor, 

mark the lamp see. Signor, see, it grows 
dim, and more dim, and now it is gone— 
Holy^Peter—it will be with us momently." 

The emotion with which I had watch¬ 
ed the extinction of the lamp, I endea¬ 
voured to resist, as the cause was utter¬ 
ly inadequate to excite it—“And what 
are we to infer from this, Michelo?' 
The Confessor may be permitted to extin¬ 
guish his lamp at midnight?*’ “ Ah ! but," 
Signor, (depressing his voice to its lowest- 
tones,) ’tis from that moment, that strange 
appearances at this tomb are said to com¬ 
mence.—“ Of the truth of that, we shall 
then soon be enabled to judge,’* said I, 
endeavouring to derive fortitude from the 
intelligence. The expectation which it 
suggested, scarce permitted me -to draw 

my 
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my breath. I continued to gaze vacantly, 
but fixedly, for 1 knew not in what direc¬ 
tion to expect the approach of this visita¬ 
tion. “ Look, look. Signor,” Michelo ex¬ 
claimed, “ look yonder,—now. Signor, do 
you believe, now do you behold'”—Ashe 
spake, a light resembling that we had once 
before seen, a pale, dull light, appeared 
moving along a passage, which opens by 
an arch into the east wing of the chapel. 
In amaze I observed it issue from the 
lower end, where I knew there was neither 
door nor aperture. 

I marked its approach, for it was slow : 
it seemed to have proceeded from the 
ground, gradually arising and advancing, 
and looking dim, tremulous,, and sepul¬ 
chral. 

Michelo, leaning across the angle of 
the monument, grasped my arm; there 
was no sound; the very wind was still; 
I heard the beating of my heart. At this 
moment, the moon riding over the billowy 

clouds. 
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clouds, poured a broad and sudden light 
through that passage. It played uncer¬ 
tainly through the rifted roof, and fell 
full on the arch communicating with the 
chapel. In that instant I beheld a figure 
standing beneath the arch; a dark gigan¬ 
tic figure; its form and attitude I could 
not discover; the light was brief and sud¬ 
den, and the vision confused and imper¬ 
fect; but I discovered, that, as if folded 
in its vesture, it held the light we had 
seen, and which, in the moon-shine, was 
diminished to a small, dull twinkle. I 
pressed Michelos arm in token of obser¬ 
vation, he returned the pressure; neither 
of us spoke;—all was dark—even that 
pale light had disappeared.—“ He has 
seen us,” murmured Michelo,—“ Hush, ,J 
said I, ee let us await its approach in si¬ 
lence. ”—“ Something is near,” said the 
old man, Cc l feel the ground near me 
pressed, as if by feet. ”—“ Kush,” said I, 
“all is silent, a body, cannot move with- ~ 
2 


out 


262 FATAL REVENGE; OR, 

out sound .”— ec There is something near,” 
whispered he again, “ for I feel the air 
driven to my face, as if some one passed 
me .”—“ ’1 is the bat,” said I, “ that whiz¬ 
zes past you, or the wind that waves the 
ivy; I have heard, or felt nothing yet.” 
“ Oh no, Signor, there is a strange mo¬ 
tion in the air; a rank and stifling chill¬ 
ness, as if something that was not good, 
breathed upon us.” 

There came indeed a blast across us, not 
like the blasts of that night, loud and fever¬ 
ish; but cold and noisome, like a charnel- 
stream. We shuddered as it passed; I felt 
some effort necessary, to resist the palsied 
feeling that was stealing over me: ” Mi- 
chelo, let us not be baffled a second time. 
This form, whatever it be, is probably ap¬ 
proaching; before it oppress Us with 
some strange influence, I will rush forth 
and meet itand be they favourable or 
malignant, I will know its power and pur¬ 
poses.” 


Michelo’s 
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Michelo’s faint voice of dissuasion was 
lost in the wind that sighed hollowly 
through the aisles. I clambered out from, 
my lurking place, and endeavoured to feel 
my way in the direction of the light and 
of the figure; for the central aisle was 
now totally dark. I advanced a few paces, 
I felt something rush past me—not with 
the distinct and alternate step of a hu¬ 
man foot, but as if it glided above the 
earth, and was borne on without effort. 
I paused, and extended my arms—they 
encountered something that felt like a 
human hand, raised, and extended, and 
as it were, pointing onwards; I now call¬ 
ed aloud to Michelo to turn the lanthorn, 
and to guard the door of the vault. By 
the noise that followed, I conceived he 
attempted to obey me, but at that mo¬ 
ment a cry of horror burst from the 
tomb; the light disappeared, and the 
door of the vault, closed with a thun¬ 
dering crash. —All remained in silence 

and 


/ a. i, 
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and darkness.—I stood petrified; I called 
on Michelo, and shuddered at the echoes 
of my own voice—I attempted to move, 
but felt as if a step beyond the spot on 
which 1 stood, would be into a gulph. 
At length I broke from this trance of fear; 
I felt my way to the tomb—I called on 
Michelo again; believing him to have 
swooned. I felt all the pavement and 
pediments with the hilt of my sword—- 
Michclo was not to be found; the tomb 
appeared to have opened her mouth, and 
swallowed him up. I applied my utmost 
strength in vain to the door of the vault, 
and though I almost expected it to burst 
open, and disclose a sight that would 
sear the eye, or unsettle the brain—I yet 
persisted to struggle with frantic force; 
no success attended my efforts, no sound 
encouraged them. N Once I thought I heard 
a low and feeble moaning—but it was lost 
in that confused and humming Sound, 
with which the effort to listen intensely, 

jilied 
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filled my ear. Fear and shame, and im¬ 
patience distracted me;—to force the 
wretched, reluctant, old victim, to a pur¬ 
suit from which he recoiled; to betray 
him into the very grasp and circle of it; 
to leave him expiring amid horrors, of 
which even to think was not safe; to do 
this, was to me impossible. 

The being, at whose approach I had 
shuddered, I would at that moment have 
encountered and grappled with, to rescue 
his miserable prey; but there was no hope, 
and no power of assistance. I could not 
rend open the vault, and to alarm the 
castle, would be to draw on us from my 
father’s resentment, consequences as ter¬ 
rible as any power could menace us 
with. More than an hour was spent in 
fruitless efforts and expedients; at length, 
I conceived it possible to rouse some of 
the servants who were lodged in an adja¬ 
cent wing of the castle, and by rewards to 
secure their silence with regard to the ob- 
voL, i. n ject 
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ject for which their services were required. 

It was when I moved from the cha¬ 
pel to execute this purpose, that I 
felt terrors of which I had been before 
insensible. Alone, at midnight, among 
the dead and their mansions, and pro¬ 
bably near to some being, whose influ¬ 
ence and image were the more terrible, 
because they were undefined and un¬ 
imaginable; because they hovered, with 
a dim. aspect of uncertainty, between 
the elements and agency of different 
worlds; because they could not be refer¬ 
red to any distinct or sensible point of 
fear, nor admitted of any preparation 
against them, such as men can always 
make against a human foe, and some¬ 
times against an invisible one. 

Haunted by these feelings, I yet mov¬ 
ed on. The night was now still and dark; 
and in the massy line of shapeless dark¬ 
ness, which the castle spread before me, 
I would have given half its value to have 

discovered 
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discovered one spark oflight; there was 
not one. In that deep stillness (which 
made the echo of my steps seem like the 
tread of many) the slightest sound was 
not lost. I had almost reached the castle- 
terrace,, and was debating which wing to 
approach, when the hoarse and heavy 
grating of the door of the vault reached 
my ear.—I paused —I heard it close. 
Doubting, fearing, yet with a vague ex¬ 
pectation of relief, I hastened back.— 
A light breeze waved my hair as I passed, 
and the volumes of cloud and vapour, 
floated back from the east, like a dark 
curtain-fold, and the moon stood calm 
and bright, in a deep azure field, tinging 
the fractured and shifting masses with 
silver as they retired. I blessed it, and 
wondered how often I had beheld that 
lovely light with apathy, or with plea¬ 
sure, in which sympathy for the benight¬ 
ed whom it cheered, or for the wanderer 
whom it succoured, had no share. 

^2 I sought 
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I sought the aisle again. The moon 
poured alight as broad as day; through 
the windows. I saw the tomb of Count 
Orazio. I beheld a figure seated on it; 
I advanced in hope and fear. It was 
Michelo—he sat like a mariner, who leans 
on a bare and single crag, after the tem¬ 
pest and the wreck; he was haggard, spent, 
and gasping.—I rushed to him, but he 
appeared not to hear my moving; his 
head was raised, and his look fixed on 
the arched passage; the moon-light pour¬ 
ed a ghastly and yellow paleness on his 
still features. I looked in his eyes, they 
were hollow and glazed; I touched his 
hand, it was cold and dropped from mine. 
I shuddered, and scarce thought him an 
earthly man. A moment reproached my 
fears, and I tried to address some words 
of comfort and inquiry to him, but I was 
repelled by an awe in which I scarce 
thought Michelo an agent. 

“ Woe, woe,” groaned the old man, with 


a voice 
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a voice unlike a mortal sound, his arms rais¬ 
ed and outspread, his eye wild and dilated, 
his whole form and movement rapt into a 
burst of prophetic ecstacy. I involunta¬ 
rily retreated from him: “ Alas, how is it 
with you, Michelo! let me conduct you 
from this spot; never will I forgive my¬ 
self for having forced you to it. Haste 
away with me; my father may rouse in 
the night, the domestics may be sum¬ 
moned to attend his vigils in the chapel, 
and we shall be discovered; hasten back 
with me, Michelo. 5 '—“ Woe, woe, woe/’ 
said the old man again, and bowed his 
head, and fell on the pavement. 

I bore him from the chapel in my arms; 
tottering, for the weight of age and insen¬ 
sibility is heavy. The air seemed to revive 
him ; and I saw, by the moonlight, some¬ 
thing like colour, come to his dead face 
again. As I gazed on, and spoke to him,, 
a shadow stronger than the waving of the 
cypress-boughs, crossed the spot. I look¬ 
ed 
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ed lip, I beheld issuing from behind the 
buttress., against which I leaned with my 
burthen,* the dark, and shapeless form I 
had beheld.—(The moon disappeared. )■— 
It passed me, and proceeded towards the 
castle. I gasped, but could not speak to 
it—I stretched out my arms, but had no 
power to pursue it—It floated onward, 
and with these eyes I beheld it enter the 
wall of the castle. It was at the solid but¬ 
tress angle of a tower, whose strong line 
was visible in the shade; there was nei¬ 
ther door nor aperture, but there was 
neitherobstruction nor delay. The moon 
burst forth again as it retired, and Michelo 
unclosed his weak eye on its beam. He 
rose tremblingly; I supported him. We 
proceeded towards the castle; neither of 
us spoke, but he moaned heavily, and 
closed his eye from time to time, We, 
^reached the great hall, the door of which 
we had left open; all power or w T ish of 
inquiry died within me. - 


When 


TIIE FAMILY OF MONTORIO. 27 1 

When we heard our steps on the pave¬ 
ment of the hall,, and felt we trod in the 
house of the living, Michelo with a falter¬ 
ing hand made the sign of the cross, and 
swooned again. I had much difficulty 
in bringing him to my apartment, and 
often I thought I heard sounds that passed 
me, and felt a motion in the passages 
other than what myself occasioned; but 
I was in a state of mind in which it is 
difficult to avoid the illusions of fear. 
When revived and recovered, he implored 
to be led to his own apartment. His eye 
was yet wild, and his words were inco¬ 
herent. I hesitated, but yielded to his 
earnestness.—" Lead me. Signor/' said 
he, “ to my turret, other hands shall bear 
me from it ; lead me to my bed, a better 
rest than it shall give me, is near." 

I attended him. I had forborne to impor¬ 
tune him, but the wild resolution, the 
mystery of his silence, wrought with my 
abated fears of his safety, to excite a soli¬ 
citude 
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citude I could not resist. I seated him 
in his chair, I trimmed his lamp, and de¬ 
parting with a reluctant step, asked, 
Michelo, what have you seen ?”—“ The 
secrets of the grave,” said the old man, 
without a pause, and without a whisper. 
His boldness emboldened me. “ And dare 
you relate them, Michelo?”—“ And dare 
you listen to them, if I dare?” said the 
old man, fixing his eyes, which shone 
with strange light, on me. “ I dare—so 
help me heaven, and all the saints, as no 
weak, personal concern or fear mingles in 
the spirit with which I await the deve¬ 
lopment of these mysteries.”*—“ No more 
to-night. Signor,” said the old man, re¬ 
lapsing into weakness, “ leave me to¬ 
night, leave me to silence, and to heaven. 
I have need of prayer and of preparation; 
my time is brief, and my task terrible. 
But come to the turret, and knock to¬ 
morrow, and if I be alive, I will answer 
you. 1 '—lie fell before a crucifix, and 

prayed 
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prayed fervently. The lamp shed its light 
on his white temples and closed eyes. I 
retired,, and when I closed the door of the 
the narrow turret-room., I felt as if I had 
closed the door of a tomb. 

* * * * # 

The preceding lines were written in 
the remainder of that disastrous night, 
which had left me too much agitated for 
sleep; I have forborne to send them that I 
might add to them an account of our* • • • 


# -* * * * 

Ippolito, I am distracted with shame 
and contrition. Michelo is indeed dying. 
The first domestic whom I saw this morn¬ 
ing, told me, (what I endeavoured to 
listen to, as unexpected,) that Michelo 
was ill, and that he had sent for a monk 
of St. Nicolo, in Naples, to attend him. 
“ Strange, Signor," said the servant, “ that 
n 5 with 
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with so pious a confessor as Father Sche- 
moli in the castle, he would prefer send¬ 
ing to the monastery of St. Nicolo/' 

I endeavoured to reconcile myself to 
thisintelligence,thatthough Michelo might 
suffer by the shock he had received, it 
was unlikely those sufferings would be 
long or severe, far less mortal, and I de¬ 
termined to visit him in the evening, 
when delay would disarm suspicion, if 
any existed. But what was my conster¬ 
nation, when I heard the family physi¬ 
cian declare that his patient would not 
\ probably outlive the day. The vital system, 
he said, had'received a shock he could 
neither discover nor remove. ■“ Michelo 
is neither dying of age, nor of disease, 
but he will not probably outlive the day/' 
I have heard it whispered in the castle 
that my father, on this intelligence, de¬ 
sired an interview with Michelo, which 
was determinately declined. Strange con¬ 
descension, and strange refusal l Twice 

to-day 
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to-day have I endeavoured to see him,, 
but his confessor has not yet left him ; 
they have been alone for hours. Hark ! 
I am summoned — he will see me now. 
The monk has left the castle abruptly. — 
My spirits are solemnly touched. A mo¬ 
ment ago, they were agitated, but this 
summons, and the expectation it has 
breathed through me, has hushed them 
into a severe stillness. Amid all my re¬ 
gret for this unhappy old man, whom 
I have kiHed as surely as if I had thrust 
my stiletto into his heart, there survives 
an impression of solicitude, of doubt, and 
of awe, which I am anxious to feed with 
strange intelligence. The hour, the place, 
the purpose, are most solemn; it is 
night —I go Jo the bed of a dying man, 
to learn the secrets of the grave ! • • • • 

* *■ * * 


I am 
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I am returned, and the impression I 
have brought with me, what shall efface? 
My mind' is so completely filled, that I 
feel as if no other subject would ever 
occupy it, and I write, almost as I think, 
involuntarily.—I found Michelo in his 
narrow bed. A pale and single lamp lit 
the room, he held a crucifix in his hand, 
to which he raised his dim eye from time 
to time. There was another person in 
the room, whom, when I became accus¬ 
tomed to that faint light, I discovered to 
be Filippo, the nephew of Michelo. 
rf Signor Annibal,” said the old man, 
u draw near, I have many things to say; 
but my last hours are under that dark 
controiil which has held them long, and 
till a certain moment I can utter nothing 
of import. Signor, you see me dying; 
this is the reward of my long and guilty 
silence. Alas I flattered myself, that si¬ 
lence was not participation; but a death¬ 
bed convicts all self-deceivers. The holy 

monk 
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monk is now in possession of my last de¬ 
claration; prepare you. Signor, for its con¬ 
sequences. You have sought a discovery, 
which will anticipate your efforts. Even 
I who would have concealed it, by par¬ 
tial communications, and pacifying ex¬ 
pedients, am made an instrument of its 
disclosure. I see its approach, with the 
indifference of a man who has no more part 
in this world; but you, oh you, how shall 
I prepare you, young, noble, and impetu¬ 
ous, how prepare you for it! The House 
of Montorio must fall ! u 

Indignation and amaze kept me silent a 
moment; the dying man before me was no 
object for the former; but I fervently wash¬ 
ed those words were uttered by some other 
mouth, down which I might thrust them with 
&y sword's point. “ Tis w T ell for him," said 
I, “ your intelligence came from no living 
man; but even from the dead, I will not 
believe it true." The old man kissed the 
crucifix. “ So may He to whom lam hast¬ 
ening. 
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ening, receive my soul.” I paused, and 
trembled, and signified by a motion to 
him, to proceed. u Not yet, not yet, 
Signor; my hour is not come; and tilbthat 
arrive, I cannot be released: but many 
are the signs that tell me it is near. 

“ I shall not linger long. Signor, 
tell me the hour, and tell me the mo¬ 
ment.*' But five minutes more,” said 
I, “ and it will be eleven.” “ Five 
minutes,” repeated he, " it seems but a 
short space to one who has seen sixty-five 
years; yet I would they were over.— 
Look still. Signor, and count to every 
moment as it passes.” I did so. The old 
man repeated the numbers as I told them. 
' f And now. Signor, now,” said he, “ is 
the last arrived ? ” “ The hand is on the 

last stroke; now it reaches it, and now— 
hark to the bell. ”*—It is eleven—Filippo 
leave us.” Filippo retired. I drew nearer 
the bed. 

The old man spoke feebly, and with 
5 many 
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many pauses. “ I draw near the hour of 
my dissolution.—What I have known, or 
what I have concealed, will soon be pub¬ 
lished. That the disclosure will probably 
affect the fortunes and honours of your 
house, I presage too well. To prepare 
you for it. Signor, shall be the task of my 
last hour.—There is a being—he is no 
living man ; his thoughts and movements 
are beyond our knowledge; yet he passes 
before your eyes, and moves, and speaks, 
and looks with a show and form of life. 
This being, I dare not name his name, 
has held me'long in his controul. I dared 
not to speak or move, but as I was bidden, 
for he held power which man might not 
resist. But I am now released, for I am 
dying. I shall soon be as he is, and 
shudder not to meet him. But while I 
yet speak with a human voice, let me 
warn you of what impends over your 
house. Signor. He is the evil genius of it 
—he is the very power commissioned to 

act 
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act and to witness its destruction.” 
fC Who is this of whom you speak?” He 
crossed his brow. <<r I may not name 
his name; all that rests is to tell what he 
has told; and what he has told, shall sure¬ 
ly come to pass. 

“ Many a night have I dimly beheld him 
—many a night have I felt his hollow whis¬ 
per pass into mine ears: but, last night, I 
saw him—I saw him,” said he, shuddering, 
“ face to face !” “Whom?—where? delay 
this terrible intelligence no longer; what 
have you seen, and what have you heard ?” 

“ I was at the door of the vault,” said 
he, faltering; “ you left me, and wan¬ 
dered up the aisle—I felt that unearthly 
thing approach ; you called to me to ex¬ 
pose the light; I tried to do so ; but I was 
grasped by an influence that froze me up. 
The cold and bony hand was on me; the 
blood in my veins thrilled and crept like 
the cold motion of a worm; the door of 
the vault was rent open; I was dashed 

down 
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down it, as if by a whirlwind.—The door 
was closed on us, and I felt as if I was no 
more a human being.—I did not lose my 
reason; I knew J was among the dead, 
and with one I feared more than the dead; 
but I had a kind of ghastly courage. I felt 
as if the touch of that hand had made me 
like him that owned it. I was able to 
look around me. The moon-light broke 
through the rifts of the vault. I saw his 
form moving among coffins and bones; 
and in that dim, and shuddering light, 
it appeared to mix with them : then it 
seemed to sink into the coffin of the Count 
Orazio; and from thence there came a 

voice to me that said”-. I listened with 

all bodily and mental ear— 

“ Woe and death,” murmured a voice 
from beneath us. It was not like a hu¬ 
man tone; it was like the moaning 
blast of midnight;—-like the deep, long, 
hollow murmur of a distant sea; but the 
sounds it bore, w r ere distinct and clear. 


The 
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The old man's hair rose, and his eyes 
glared. “ What did you hear?” said he. 
The truth was too near and terrible to be 
denied or concealed. ei 1 heard a voice/’ 
said I, that said, € woe and death.’ ” He 
smote his hands, and sunk backward. “ My 
repentance is too late:—that was the spi¬ 
rit’s death-cry.—And I must die, and leave 
it untold; and I must die, and leave it 
unexpiated.” 

He fell—die gasped—he blackened. 
I knelt beside him in terrible enthu¬ 
siasm. , “ Speak, I adjure you, while 
a breath is spared—while a moment is al¬ 
lowed you. Speak, as you would depart 
in peace—as you would go to glory.” 
There came only a hollow rattle from his 
throat. I bent over him, agonizing for 
an articulate sound. He muttered deep 
and inward, “ It is too late—Erminia—Ora- 
zio,” (headded a name I could not catch) 
“ murdered, murdered.—Their forms are 
before my eyes; their blood is on my 

soul/ 
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soul. - ’ He shook; he was convulsed; he ex¬ 
pired. I called Filippo to my assistance; 
but assistance was fruitless—Michelo is 
no more ! 



CHAP. 
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CHAP. XIII. 


Tempus abire tibi est— 

Horace, 

’Tis time for thee to quit the wanton stage. 

At the Montorio palace all was con¬ 
fusion and riot. All the influence once 
obtained, and the concessions once exacted 
by Cyprian, were scattered and lost by 
this new sally of riot. 

Ippolito returned to his former pursuits, 
with an avidity that promised to compen¬ 
sate for his short abstinence from them. 
His days were days of pleasure ; his even¬ 
ings. 
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ings, evenings of revelry; but his nights, 
remained nights of mystery. Every day 
he became more enflamed, more restless, 
and more intractable. His sense of in¬ 
ternal anguish appeared to be more in¬ 
tense in proportion to his efforts to deaden 
it. And often, while he shook the dice, 
or swallowed the wine, his haggard coun¬ 
tenance betrayed a heart far from holding- 
alliance with a thought of joy or ease. 

The fatigues of his revels and his vigils 
combined, the fatigues of a mind thatsought 
tumult even in pleasure, and banished 
ease from its very relief, preyed rapidly 
and equally on his frame and temper. 

The high, romantic spirit, the vicissi¬ 
tude of tender and of lofty feeling, the 
carelessness of happy vivacity, the play 
of unlaboured mirth were gone; and, in 
their place, intervals of gloom and of 
fury, of spirits stimulated to unjoyous 
and fierce excess, or sunk to sullen de¬ 
jection. His beauty only remained; for, 

whether 


286 


FATAL REVENGE,* OR, 


whether flushed by the dark, fever-glow- 
of riot, or pale with the gloomy weari¬ 
ness of his nightly watchings, he was 
ever most beautiful. 

At such moments, Cyprian beheld him 
with that piteous and painful delight, with 
which we see the dim and altered face of 
a native dwelling, or the scarred, and 
dismantled branches of a tree, that has 
delighted us with its beauty, and refreshed 
us with its shade. 

On one of those nights, that Cyprian, 
left to utter solitude, felt it only embit¬ 
tered by the thought of him who had 
once filled and delighted all solitude, he 
was informed that a stranger of rank de¬ 
manded to see him. The demand was 
unusual and alarming; and Cyprian was 
at first about to decline complying with 
it, but his ever-wakeful solicitude sug¬ 
gested that the purport of this visit might 
relate to Ippolito, and he desired the 
stranger to be conducted to him. lie 

entered. 
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entered. He was a Spanish officer, about 
the middle of life ; the bold and imposing 
air of his profession was mingled with 
the stateliness of his nation; and he sa¬ 
luted Cyprian with that ease which be¬ 
speaks a familiarity with many modes of 
life. 

“ Signor Cyprian, I presume,” said he. 
Cyprian bowed. “ I am not ignorant. 
Signor, of your character and attachment 
to Count Montorio; my confidence in 
your zeal has been the motive of this 
visit. I myself know, and regard him ; 
he is a young nobleman of worth and 
honour, otherwise,” said he, touching his 
whiskers, “ a Castilian could feel no inte¬ 
rest for him/’ 

Cyprian, warmed by Ippolito s praises, 
listened with a pleasure he had long been 
a stranger to. " It is therefore,” said the 
Spaniard, that I feel myself deeply 
affected by the state in which I see him 
plunged ;—but first permit me to inquire, 

whether 
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whether his domestic habits have under¬ 
gone the same perversion with his social 
ones. You, of course, are well acquainted 
with them, and can pronounce whether 
he appears at home, restless, perturbed, 
and unequal; or whether those appear¬ 
ances are only the consequence of the 
excesses in which he is immersed when 
abroad.” “ Alas, no, cavalier;” said 
Cyprian, “ a new and dreadful revolu¬ 
tion has convulsed his whole frame of 
mind; it affects him at all times, and 
everywhere ; he enjoys no repose at home; 
he is no longer Ippolito di Montorio” 

“ The change is as violent as it is exten¬ 
sive thensaid the Spaniard, he plays 
for stakes at which it would be madness 
to take him up; he plunges into frequent 
inebriety, a vice rare in your climate: 
he seeks every abode of licentiousness in | 
Naples; his whole effort seems to be, to j 
extinguish his reason, and to consume c 
his health. Yet all this appears to be 

the 
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the result, not of a rage for pleasure, but 
of an impatience of pain; these excesses 
appear the dreadful alternative of anguish 
that is insupportable. Such vices/’ said 
the liberal soldier, “ as I have described, 
might be forgiven in a young man of san¬ 
guine constitution, and splendid rank, but 
never should any excess lead a nobleman 
to derogate from his dignity, and the state¬ 
liness of high-born demeanour, and mix 
levity with licentiousness.” Cyprian had 
sufficient knowledge of mankind to dis¬ 
cover, that the motives to rectitude will 
always vary with the character and habits 
of the mind that forms them; though, 
therefore, he revolted from the distinct 
tions of this w T orldly theory, he adopted 
the consequences drawn from it. 

“ I, at first/’ said the Spaniard, be¬ 
lieved this to be only a sally of sudden 
impetuosity, the consequence of some 
casual disappointment of his views or bis 
vol. i. o passions; 
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passions; but recent circumstances have 
induced me to think, that a mind of such 
noble and energetic powers could be per¬ 
verted by no trivial cause; and I am con¬ 
firmed in my suspicions by the event of 
last night.” Suspicions of what ? What do 
you suspect?” exclaimed Cyprian, rising 
in agitation. “ Suspicions/’ said the Spa¬ 
niard, in the deepest tones of his deep 
voice, “ of his being engaged in some 
bond of connexion, either hostile to his 
soul’s or body’s welfare, from which he 
tries to extricate himself, but tries either 

* 

too late or too faintly. Were I less ac¬ 
quainted with Count Ippolito’s honour, I 
should fear him to be associated in some 
dark design against the state; as it is, I 
believe he pursues some object of private 
hostility, yet often recoils : sometimes de¬ 
terred by the magnitude or invidiousness 
of the enterprise, and sometimes by the 
danger of the means he must employ to 

accomplish 
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accomplish it.”—“ Impossible !” said Cy¬ 
prian, with the most animated action of 
enthusiasm, “ impossible, that Ippolito’s 
mind could embrace an object of guilty 
or obdurate rancour; or if he did, that 
danger could ever deter him from its 
pursuit.” 

“ I was about to inform you,” said the 
Spaniard, “ of the circumstances that led 
me to that conclusion; they were his own 
words, sometimes dropt unguardedly, and 
sometimes extorted by a sudden pang; 
but they at best, are but inconclusive. 1 
hasten to inform you, therefore, of the 
fact of last night, for I need not remind 
you. Signor, that no Castilian ever draws 
a rash or hasty conclusion 

Cyprian felt he had offended by his ab¬ 
ruptness, but the emotion that had caused 
left him also unable to apologize for it. 

“ Last night,” said the Spaniard, “ a 
large party of us had assembled in a casino 
o 2 


near 
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near the Corso; there was high and general 
play, and several strangers were mixed 
through the company, who were, several 
of them, as usual in masks. Count Ippolito 
was among the rest, in that perturbed 
and feverish frame we have lamented. He 
played for immense stakes, and stimulated 
his spirits by incessant draughts of wine. 
His vociferation, his eagerness, and his 
air and figure, which exhibited a kind of 
splendid and dissolute madness, had drawn 
all eyes on him. But they were diverted 
by the appearance of a stranger, whom I 
can no more describe, than I can define 
the impression his presence appeared to 
make on the company and on me. He 
was clothed in a long, loose, dark cloak, 
that completely concealed him. He wore 
a mask, over which the dark plumage de¬ 
pending from his hat, hung so as almost to 
hide it. He moved along with a slow 
stride, appearing to know no one, and to 
* be 
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be known by none. Kis presence, though 
it did not suspend amusement, appeared 
to suspend all the spirit of it. The loud 
and eager voices of the gamblers were 
gradually softened almost into whispers; 
the loiterers deserted the places he drew 
near, and one old knight of Malta told me, 
he felt the air breathe a strange dullness, 
as this person past him. 

“ I should not have jdven credit to such 

o 

effects attending the presence of a single, 
silent, solitary man, had I not felt myself, 
a strange sensation which I cannot de¬ 
scribe, and do not wish to recal; a sensa¬ 
tion, such as I never felt in the battle or 
in the breach. This person, after many 
movements, at length placed himself at the 
table at which Count Ippolito was playing, 
and stood, in a fixed attitude, directly 
opposite to him. I was near them—a su¬ 
perficial observer would have imagined, 
from the Count’s manner, that he was in¬ 
sensible 
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sensible of his presence, but from the in¬ 
creased loudness, eagerness, and careless 
desperation of his manner, I at once drew 
a contrary conclusion. The eyes of all 
were fixed on that table. The stranger, 
after standing some time in'silence and 
motionless, began at length to make some 
strange and unintelligible gestures, which 
were evidently directed at the Count. The 
only notice the latter took of them, was 
hastily to call for and swallow more wine, 
and to double his stake. The stranger 
then slowly raising his arm, and extending 
it from his cloak, pointed it full at the 
Count, it was naked, bony, and gigantic; 
some said it was spotted with blood; I 
saw none. The Count, bending over the 
table, furiously bid his antagonist, who 
had paused aghast, to attend to his play. 
They pursued it. The stranger spoke not; 
but drawing out a watch, held it opposite 
the candle which stood by the Count— 

the 
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the light fell on it—the hand pointed to 
twelve. Many, who stood on the other 
side, said that the reverse was inscribed 
with strange figures—I could not have 
seen them, if it had. Montorio eagerly 
pushed away the light. The stranger re¬ 
treated, but all eyes followed him. Ke 
stood still opposite to the Count—he ap¬ 
peared to feel in his garment for some¬ 
thing : a suspicion that he was an assassin, 
now arose in the casino, and there was a 
slight murmur heard. But it was quickly 
hushed by amaze. The stranger, drawing 
forth a dagger, marked with many a stain 
of blood, held it up, and waved it with a 
slow, but menacing motion at Montorio. 
At that spectacle his fierceness forsook 
him; he gazed a moment, then exclaim¬ 
ing, in a tone between a shriek afid a 
laugh, ‘ Hell has triumphed,* rushed 
from the table. The stranger, concealing 
his dagger, slowly retired from the room. 
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at every step turning and beckoning to 
Montorio, who followed him with falter¬ 
ing steps, with straining eyes, and with a 
shivering frame. 

Such is the fact, witnessed by several of 
rank last night, in a crowded casino. They, 
who witnessed it, did not chuse to follow; 
and when inquiry was made of the attend¬ 
ants, they acknowledged they had seen 
them pass—but had immediately lost sight 
of them.” 

Cyprian listened in sore and fearful per¬ 
plexity. u After consulting with some of 
Count Montorio’s friends, we agreed that 
the circumstat ces we had witnessed, could 
only be ascribed to one of the causes I hint¬ 
ed at. We therefore determined to inquire 
whether the same change had been ob¬ 
served by his family, and if it were, to re¬ 
commend the expediency of some steps to 
be taken, to discover and remove the cause 
of it. Your attachment, and the benign¬ 
ant influence you are said to exercise on 

the 
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the Count’s habits and dispositions, pointed 
you out as the most proper object for this 
disclosure. With you, therefore, I leave 
it—and leave it also with you, in your dis¬ 
cretion, to decide whether an application 
to his family, or to spiritual advice or autho- 
rty,be most expedient on this emergency.” 

The acknowledgments Cyprian was pre¬ 
paring to make for this communication, 
werelnterrupted by loud clamours from the 
portico. “ It is the Count returning from 
the Corso,” said the Spaniard, “ with some 
of his noisy associates. I was engaged to 
sup with them here, and took advantage 
of the invitation to introduce myself and 
information to you.” “ Stay then, I con¬ 
jure you/’ said Cyprian, “ stay with him 
this night, he is so accustomed at this 
hour to be abroad, that his return fill* 
me with strange presages; perhaps this 
night he means to break that fearful bond 
that binds him. Oh, stay with him then, 
o 5 and 


298 FATAL REVENGE; OR, 

and let him not lose himself in the mad¬ 
ness of the revel. You are a man of 
steady mind and arm—a man, such as I 
would lay hold of in my hour of peril, 
and bid abide with me. I will be in 
the adjacent room, and, oh ! should any 
thing- only remember me.” 

The revellers were now ascending the 
stairs, the Spaniard retired to join them ; 
and Cyprian hastened to a room adjacent 
to that where they assembled, where he 
remained struggling with hope and fear. 

But he was soon agitated by feelings \< 
less remote:*—the conversations of the 
banqueters soon reached his ear, and he 
listened with horror, which while it moved 
him to depart, rivetted him to the spot, 
to the impurity, the wickedness, and the 
wildness, that was poured out by those 
sons of mirth and ease. Gaiety, of which 
the happiest feature is fantastic lightness, 
appeared to be industriously excluded by 

the 
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the accumulation of every image, whose 
fulsomeness could disgust, whose depra¬ 
vity could offend, or whose profaneness, 
terrify. Often he wished for the wand of 
the enchanter, or the “ wings of the morn¬ 
ing/" to bear Ippolito from pollution, in 
which his partial hope refused to believe 
him willingly immersed. 

But Ippolito s voice was loudest in pro¬ 
voking, and circulating the frenzy of arti¬ 
ficial joy; and Cyprian began to feel 
little consolation in the thought he had 
remitted his midnight visit; when, in one 
of those dead and sudden pauses, fictitious 
mirth is often compelled to make, he heard 
Montorio say, “ If a stranger were per¬ 
mitted to view this joyous band, what 
would he conceive of us?’" “ Explain 

yourself?’" said one of the cavaliers.—• 
“ Would he imagine there were among 
us beings who dared not encounter this 
hour alone, who rushed to this meeting, 

not 
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not for delight, hut for shelter ?” Of those 
to whom this question was addressed,, 
many laughed, and all answered in the 
negative: “ Would such a one imagine/’ 
continued Montorio, with increased em¬ 
phasis “ there were those among us, who 
were assembled here to shun a hand which 
follows, and fixes its grasp on them;—to 
fly an influence, that even here, extin¬ 
guishes the lights, and poisons the wines, 
and makes the flushed faces around me 
seem as if they were seen through a gleam 
of sulphur-blue?” “ No, no, no!” was 

again vociferated by the company.- 

€i Would he imagine, that of these rioters, 
yet a few moments, and every voice will 
be hushed, and every cheek pale?” The 
negative was again repeated, but it was 
repeated by fewer voices, and in a fainter 

tone.-" Then,” said Montorio, “ he 

would judge falsely.”—A pause followed 
this strange remark. —“ What do these 

questions 
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questions mean?” murmured the cavaliers. 
“ You grow pale. Count Montorio?” said 
the Spaniard. “Do I? and wherefore do 
I?” said Ippolito, in quick and broken 
tones, “ my hour is not yet come, let us 
be merry till the bell tolls, why do ye 
sit round me like statues, all silent and 
aghast ?—Let me feel the grasp of your 
hands, and hear the sound of your voices. 
Laugh, laugh again: I implore you to 
laugh: I would laugh myself—but when 
I try, a raven seems to croak from my 
throat.” He snatched up a guitar, and 
burst into extempore stanzas, which as he 
sung, he adapted, to a wild and varied 
melody: 


I. 

Fill, fill the bowl, the ills of life 
I’ll value not a feather, 

No cloud shall cross my soul to-night, 
Or shade its sunny weather. 


lVe 
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II. 

I've sorrowed till my heart was sore, 
And groan’d—but hence with prosing; 

My last care dies upon this draught, 
My last sigh's m this closing. 

III. 

I'll revel with a bitter joy, 

And mock at baffled sorrow; 

Nor will I Wreck how many a pang" 
Must waken with the morrow. 


IV. 

'Tis a sweet flower, the late, late rose 
That decks the sallow autumn, 

And those the dearest beams of joy 
That burst where least we sought’cm. 

He threw clown the guitar. “ I am all 
discord—I have neither tone of mind nor 
of voice—But I must have music. Go, some 
of you, and call Cyprian.—Let him bring 
his harp, and hasten to us.” 


Cyprian 
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Cyprian, who heard every word, re¬ 
treated in horror at these, and was hast¬ 
ening from the contiguous room; but 
the servants who had seen him going 
there, when the cavaliers entered in that 
hasty obedience which their master’s way¬ 
ward moods had lately taught them, threw 
open the door, and disclosed him. Ippo- 
lito clamorously called him forward; and 
Cyprian, whose compliance with that call, 
was mechanical and unconscious, advanc¬ 
ed, though abashed and terrified. Of 
the cavaliers, many were intoxicated, and 
all had resumed the obstreperous gaiety 
which Montorio's questions had suspended. 
Some were calling for play, and some 
for more wine; but Ippolito, with lavish 
and boisterous praises of Cyprian’s skill, 
called for a harp, and insisted on his 
gratifying the company with his perform¬ 
ance. Cyprian, silently but earnestly, 
pleaded with his eyes for indulgence; but 

the 



304 FATAL REVENGE; OR) 

the demand grew more vehement, the 
harp was brought, and he sat down with 
sad and sore reluctance to an employment 
remote from its congenial scenery and 
spirits. He touched it with a trembling 
hand, its broken tones seemed, like him 
to mourn their altered destination. The 
times, when he had hoped the exertion 
of his talent would have cherished sensi¬ 
bility, and delighted virtue; when the 
grateful silence of praise struck more 
deeply on his delicate sense, than the 
boisterous delight, which rather terrified 
than encouraged him; when he hoped, 
the alternate sway of pleasures that refined, 
and of influence that rectified Montorio’s 
mind, would have divided his life between 
the exercises and enjoyments of virtue; 
instead of lulling into vacancy, the inter¬ 
vals of Bacchanalian frenzy, with a despis¬ 
ed and prostituted talent;—those times 
and hopes, struck on his mind, and tears 

fell 
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fell fast on his hands, as he hurried over 
the strings. 

But the emotion that shook him, added 
to the expression, what it denied to the 
execution, his eye was raised to Monto- 
rio, and the inspiration came on. He ap¬ 
peared to him, amongst that rout, like a 
frail and wandering spirit, seduced by the 
apostate host, and mingling in sad asso¬ 
ciation; his brightness dimmed, but not 
lost, his nature “ cast down, but not de¬ 
stroyed.” The enthusiasm of genius was 
exalted by the intenseness of feeling, and 
he poured forth tones, that might have 
won such a spirit back to its original sphere 
and glory. All were suspended in rapture; 
the feast was forgotten; they hung all 
ear and eye on the minstrel. The clock 
struck twelve unheard. At that moment, a 
loud exclamation burst from Ippolito, who 
started from his seat, and stood bending 
from it, with arms extended towards the 

door. 
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door. Every eye followed the direction 
of his. The servants who were collected 
round the door, hastily retreated; while 
emerging from it, was seen the figure 
which many of them had seen the preced¬ 
ing evening at the casino. 

Its appearance was the same as the 
Spaniard had described; it was dark, 
shapeless, and gigantic ; its face was con- ; 
cealed in a mask, and its head oversha¬ 
dowed by plumage. The cavaliers stared 
and murmured; Cyprian pressed close to 
Ippolito, and the figure stalked slowly 
into the midst of the hall. An utter 
silence succeeded; the very rustling of 
the cloaks of the guests, as they laid down 
their untasted wine, and turned to gaze 
on the stranger, had now ceased; and the 
sound of their shortened respiration, al¬ 
most came to the ears; when the stran¬ 
ger turning from Ippolito, opposite 
whom he had planted himself, addressed 

the 
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the company—I am here an unbidden 
guest; does no one receive the stranger? 
Then I must welcome myself.”—He seated 
himself near the head of the table, while 
tho*e next whom he placed himself, seem¬ 
ed doubtful whether to withdraw from 
him or not;—his appearance had amazed, 
but his voice had congealed the company. 
There was something so peculiar in its 
toncv so hollow, yet so emphatic, so 
distinct, yet so seemingly distant, that 
they who heard it, listened not to the 
words, but to the sound, and hung on 
its echo as on something that issued from 
an invisible direction. 

Ippolito now sunk slowly back into 
his chair, w T ith a face still turned, and eyes 
still fixed on the stranger .—“ Pursue your 
mirth, cavaliers,” said the figure again, 
in a tone that seemed to annihilate all 
mirth, s< my business is alone with the 
Count Montorio.”—“ You shall not have 


me. 
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me, unless you bear me hence in a whirl¬ 
wind. From this night no power carries 
me, willing or alive, to your haunts.” 
“ You know my purpose and my power; 
delay not, resist not, retreat not.”—“-This 
is most strange,” said Ippolito, recoiling 
in his chair, and grasping the arm of the 
Spaniard, and muttering in hollow and 
hurried tones while his eyes wandered 
eagerly over the stranger; cc this is most 
strange—ye see how he sits there, in 
strong and visible shape, amongst us; 
every eye can behold, and every ear can 
hear him. This is most strange;—the 
forms that float before us, in our sleep¬ 
ing or waking dreams, or those more 
substantial ones that mingle in scenes of 
horror, in the solitude of midnight, in 
the vaults of the dead, in the chambers 
of sorcery; these can be banished as they 
are raised, by local influence, they can 
be dispersed by light, by human presence, 

nay 
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nay by the effort of a recollected mind. 
But when they pursue us to the very hold 
and circle of our shelter, when they sit 
before us, amid our mirth and wine, 
in the blaze of lights, and the loud and 
comforting tone of human voices; when 
they do this, and will not be repelled, 
what shall we think?"—" Ippolito di 
Montorio,” said the stranger, “ delay not, 
resist not, retreat not; must I speak the 
words of power, must I produce the seal 
of your bond ?”—“ Summon your instru¬ 
ments and your powers/' raved Monto¬ 
rio, with a shrieking laugh; “ let them 
bear me off in their visible grasp; shake 
this house to its foundations, and amid 
the ruin, bury me, or bear me off; if ye 
will have me, I shall be no easy prey." 
The stranger rose, Cyprian shrieked, the 
cavaliers rose, murmuring and preparing 
to draw their swords—the stranger waved 
his arm; “ Children of earth/ 5 said he, 

q 


in 
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in a voice of thunder, “avaunt! For you 
there is neither task nor summons here; 
Ippolito di Montorio, I call, on you; the 
bell has tolled; the hour is past. Ippolito 
di Montorio come with me.’" 

Ippolito remained silent and unmoved. 
The stranger, as before, produced a watch, 
it was fifteen minutes past twelve. “ Know- 
est thou this hour/’ said he, “ knowest 
thou the deed which must be done at this 
hour? Ippolito di Montorio, come with 
me.” Ippolito remained silent and un¬ 
moved. The stranger again produced the 
terrible dagger; the stains were numerous 
and livid ; he waved it again before Mon¬ 
torio, whose eye seemed to lose all intel¬ 
ligence as he gazed on it. “ By this dread¬ 
ful instrument I adjure thee; by his blood 
which has rusted the blade I adjure thee; 
I adjure thee by those who saw it shed, 
whom thou may est not deceive andcanst 
not escape. Ippolito di Montorio, come 
5 with 
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with me.”—Liar—liar accursed/' thun¬ 
dered Ippolito, “ he lives, his blood is in 
his veins —no dagger has ever drained 
them. Why stand ye all round me in this 
dead distraction? Seize him, secure him; 
another moment, and his witcheries will 
chain you to your seats; or waft ye miles 
away ; seize that dagger—I have disco¬ 
veries to make.'’ While he spoke, he and 
the company had surrounded the stranger ; 
swords were now drawn, and arms ex¬ 
tended to seize him—all was confusion 
and tumult; Cyprian, who had rushed 
forward, heard an eager contention of 
voices.—Seize him!”—“ Where is he ?” 
^ Here.”—“ There.”— u Gone !” 

The company gazed on each other with 
vacant and fruitless amaze. There were 
only two doors to the apartment; through 
neither of which had he been observed to 
pass. There was but a momentary pause, 
for Montorio exclaiming—“ He that is not 

bereft 
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bereft of reason, follow me/' rushed from 
the palace. The company, partly in that 
perplexity which takes its omen from the 
first voice it hears, and partly in that 
solicitude to which any new object is a 
relief, accompanied him, and were at¬ 
tended by the servants, who seemed to 
have an ominous dread of remaining in 
the hall; and of the witnesses of this 
strange transaction, Cyprian alone remain¬ 
ed in the deserted apartment. 

When the pursuers reached the street, 
they perceived the necessity of adopting 
different directions. Among them was 
a nobleman, who had been intimate with 
the father and uncle of Ippolito; but 
whom his riper years had not yet taught 
to retire from the revels of youth. From 
the first appearance of the stranger in the 
hall, he had appeared uncommonly agi¬ 
tated. His attention to the figure, its voice, 
and its words, had been marked and ear¬ 
nest. 
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nest, and on the proposal to pursue diffe¬ 
rent directions, he chose one that appear¬ 
ed most remote from the discovery of the 
object, and insisted on pursuing it alone. 
These circumstances were however but 
little attended to, in the mingled tumult 
of intoxication and terror ; and the no¬ 
bleman was suffered to pursue his way 
alone. 

Two others, who had tried theirs with¬ 
out success, were returning to the ren¬ 
dezvous, when they heard behind the pro¬ 
jecting tower of a church, through whose 
portico they were passing, voices which 
appeared to whisper, and sounds that 
resembled a struggle. They halted in 
that hesitation, in which the senses wish 
to assure themselves of their objects, and 
they then heard distinctly, in the terrible 
voice whose tones yet dwelt on their ears, 
" Release me, you know not who I am/’ 
"Then by these blessed walls,” said the 
nobleman who had gone alone, Se I will 

vgl. i. p know. 
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know, "before I release you. Contend 
not with me, but tell me what you are, 
your life is in my power, if you are in¬ 
deed a living man.” A pause succeeded, 
which was followed by a loud and fearful 
cry, from the lips of the last speaker. The 
listeners now rushed, and found the no¬ 
bleman, alone, and extended on the pave¬ 
ment in a swoon. They heard not the 
steps, nor saw even the shadow, of him 
they believed had been with him; but 
had they, their companion would have 
occupied their attention more powerfully, 
as they believed him to be dying. 

The others who were dispersed in neigh¬ 
bouring directions, were collected by the 
noise, and assisted to support the Duke 

di-- to the palace. Each expected 

abundant information on the subject of 
their pursuit, on his^ recovery, from the 
report of those who had been in the por¬ 
tico ; but that recovery appeared long 
doubtful; medical assistance was procured, 

and 
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and the patient slowly regained the power 
of speech and motion. Blit when he did, 
it was only to aggravate the suspense of 
the listeners. From time to time, he mur¬ 
mured, “ I have seen him, it is he”—and 
the weakness into which he relapsed, 
forbid further inquiry. Another object 
now engaged their disappointed attention. 
It avas discovered by Cyprian’s eager in¬ 
quiries that Ippolitohad not returned with 
the rest, and of the direction he had taken, 
all seemed to be ignorant. 

The Duke was now borne, still par¬ 
tially insensible, to his carriage, and the 
convivial party separated, aghast, amazed, 
and unsatisfied. More inquiries, prompted 
by curiosity than solicitude, attended the 
bed of the invalid the next day. He con¬ 
tinued virtually insensible ; to his friends’ 
he made no communication, to his medi¬ 
cal attendant, no complaint, to his spirit¬ 
ual, no confession. The words, “ I have 
seen him, it is he,” were ever on his lips. 

p 2 He 
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He lingered a few days in this partial deli¬ 
rium, and then expired, uttering these 
words. 

The day following the feast, Ippolito 
returned, as usual, distracted and oppress¬ 
ed, but with unsubdued activity. He 
that day visited his companions, and so¬ 
lemnly intreated them to conceal the trans¬ 
actions of the preceding night. The re¬ 
quest was easily complied with, for they 
could have told little but their own fear 
and uncertainty. And Ippolito returned 
without interruption or interference to 
his vigils.—In a few days a billet arrived 
from Annibal, of which the former part 
seemed to refer to some letter recently 
received from Ippolito. 

Letter from Annibal. 

You are then as I am—your letter 
describes an agency similar to that by 
which I seem to be led; what shall we 

think l 
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think ? By whom and whither are we con¬ 
ducted ? I fear to follow, and I fear to 
pause; nor do I know whether these cor¬ 
responding operations should remove or 
suggest doubt, should confirm the sus¬ 
picion of deception, or of a power that 
extends every where, and blends charac¬ 
ters and situations the most remote in the 
completion of its purposes. Either appre¬ 
hension confirms my intention of pursuing 
my search and my inquiries ; they must 
eventually lead either to the detection of 
fraud, or the discovery of truth. How 
do we flatter our motives. Were mine ex¬ 
amined, perhaps, curiosity would be found 
the principal cause of my visionary hero¬ 
ism ; yet I have witnessed things that ren¬ 
der curiosity almost a duty. Filippo who- 
has much attached himself to me since his 
uncle’s death, often attends me with a face 
of busy significance, that seems to tempt 
an inquiry; but I should only be mocked 
by the grossness of vulgar superstition ; 

* he 
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he has nothing to relate, which I need 
wish to know. What Michelo concealed 
from me, he would not possibly commu¬ 
nicate to him. 

* * * * 

Night, 11 o'clock. 

The castle is in confusion—some ex¬ 
traordinary intelligence is said to have 
arrived ; there was a messenger from 
Naples—he is gone; no one knew his 
errand or his employer. But every thing 
seems in silent, eager preparation. What 
may this mean ? 

Filippo has just been with me. “ Have 
you heard. Signor, of the intelligence 
from Naples —“ What have you heard, 
Filippo, for I perceive you wish to dis¬ 
close something.I, Signor ? nothing 
Signor, I assure you, nothing I can re¬ 
port as certain. Just now, I heard it said, 
indeed, there was some great visitor ex¬ 
pected 
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pected from Naples, for whom, prepara¬ 
tions were to be made, and whose arrival 
it was said, surprised my lord, your fa¬ 
ther extremely. The cause of this visit. 
Signor/' said he, glancing his shrewd, 
dark eye at me, “ none of us presume to 
guess/'—Do you know who this visitor 
is Filippo ? 5 ’—" There Signor, I scarce dare 
venture my information again; but it is 
said," lowering his voice, though we were 
alone, “ it is said to be the Duke di Pal- 
lerini, his Majesty's confidential favourite; 
that is. Signor, not his ostensible minister, 
but as it were, a kind of trusty agent, who 
is always employed on secret and import¬ 
ant services; you understand me, Signor." 

The gravity with which I endea¬ 
voured to listen, silenced him: shall I 
trust this man or not? There is a shrewd 
promptitude about him, I like : will this 
visit bear any relation to the object of my 
pursuit? Beset as I am, with perplexity 
and fear, I lay hold on every thing for 

relief; 
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relief; and every thing deserts or deceives 
me.- 


Noon. 

The Duke has indeed arrived. Have 
you heard any thing, in Naples, of the 
purpose of this visit ? If it be an object 
of weight and of secrecy, I pronounce the 
man, from the first view of him, adequate 
to the trust. At first you perceive in him 
nothing but the suavity of the courtier; 
but a little observation discovers this to 
be only a veil to the other qualities of 
that character. His conversation is guard¬ 
edly limited to indifferent topics, of which 
the charm of his manners conceals the 
insignificance. His very words seemed 
weighed in the balance of diplomatic de¬ 
corum, yet you see an object ever direct¬ 
ing his most trivial movements; he seems 
to me a mental assassin, who lurks in the 
shade of his purpose, to spring on the 
prey. But we often draw conclusions, 

not 
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not from what we see,, but from what we 
determine to see. His presence has diffus¬ 
ed something like life through this gloomy 
house. My father, my mother, appear to 
be gratified by this visit. The rest of the 
family with myself welcome it as a sus¬ 
pension of dreary monotony. 

\ 

***** 

Filippo has been again with me—there 
was a secret in his countenance, which he 
did not suffer to burthen him long. “ Does 
the Signor,” said he, “ recollect that there 
are certain apartments in the castle, which 
are supposed to have been unvisited for 
many years, and of which my late uncle 
had the keys ?”—“ I have heard of such 
apartments/'—“And / have heard; Sig- 
nor, that since my lord your uncle’s death, 
they have never been entered, never been 
opened, never even approached.” “ That/' 
said I, almost unconsciously, “ I know to 
p 5 be 
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be a falsehood .”— u And so do I,” return-? 
ed Filippo, with quickness. " You, 5 ',said 
I, astonished.—“ And if my Signor will 
please to listen,” he added, “ he will hear 
something still more strange. Our apart¬ 
ments, Signor, are situated near that 
tower; mine is directly under a passage 
which is said to lead by a stair-case to 
those apartments; and often when I have 
lain and listened to the w T ind as it moaned 
so hollow down that passage, I have 
thought I heard other sounds mingling 
with it. Since a late period indeed, those 
noises increased, and often have I expect¬ 
ed to hear the feet that fell so distinctly 
in that passage, enter my room and move 
round my bed, so plain and certain was 
their sound. But the danger which my 
mention of the adventure near the old 
chapel, incurred, taught me silence and 
fear. 

Last night, however, Signor, it was my 
lords order that we should feast the 

Duke’s 
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Duke's servants, and give abundance of 
wine to them; such store. Signor, was 
given out, even lachrymae Christi was not 
grudged them ;—close knaves they were, 
and shrewd. The more wine was poured 
down their throats, the more silent they 
grew, and at length they all pretended to 
sleep; some of them did so in reality; 
and then we saw huge stilettos peeping 
from under their cloaks. Strange, that 
one nobleman coming to visit another, 
should arm his attendants so!”—“ And is 
this all you had to communicate Filippo?”' 
“ Pardon me. Signor, I was going to in¬ 
form you, we separated late, and just as 
I had got to bed, I thought I heard the 
door of the passage open—I listened—it 
was a sound I had never heard before; for 
though steps had often trod that passage, 
they seemed to have issued from the wall, 
neither lock nor door had I heard ever till 
last night. It seemed to be opened slow¬ 
ly and cautiously, and many steps then 

brushed 
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brushed ovgr nly head. I sat up in my 
bed, and looked upwards, vacantly;—but 
the ceiling is old and shattered, and 
through the chinks I could see light pass¬ 
ing, till it had gone beyond my room. 
I know not Signor, whether the wine I 
had drank, gave me courage, but I rose, 
and leaving my room softly, I went where 
a few steps lead to the door of that pas¬ 
sage—I ventured up them—the door was 
open, and as 1 looked down it, I saw dis¬ 
tinctly figures moving, and among them, 
one whose habit resembled a monk’s. I 
staid till they disappeared, and then I 
heard other doors opening; and all night 
after I was disturbed by frequent noises 
in that direction; noises I might have mis¬ 
taken for the wind, had I not seen what 
I did. But now. Signor, the strangest 
part of all, is, that recollecting the events 
of the night, I ventured, when the ser¬ 
vants were in another direction, to exa¬ 
mine the door this morning; it was still 

open; 
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open. Twice since have I gone to it; it re¬ 
mains open—that is. Signor, closed but 
not locked : now if my Signor had any 
curiosity to visit those apartments”—I was 
struck by the circumstance he related. 
“ You informed me/’ said I, concealing 
my knowledge, “ that your uncle had the 
key of those apartments; who has obtain¬ 
ed them since his death ?”■—“That, Signor, 
no one knows; nay, no one ever knew, 
but by conjecture, whether they were in 
old Michelo s possession or not. He never 
owned it; and the servants, would ask him 
for the keys of the tower, when they 
wished to torment him.” 

I mused for some moments; so many 
objects, and opportunities, and agents, 
all contributing their unconscious, but 
regular operations to the same point, all 
varying in the means and direction, but 
all agreeing in the end; all acting invo¬ 
luntarily, yet with an uniformity that sug¬ 
gested 


326 FATAL REVENGE; OR, 

gested the idea of a superior influence; 
their agency neither obstructed by diffi¬ 
culty, nor deterred by fear; nor, as it 
should seem, dying with the death of 
their principal mover. All these struck 
me with a conviction of fatality, in the 
direction they pointed out, which I coilld 
not resist, and to which if I did, resistance 
would be vain. I submitted therefore 
silently, with awe, but not gloom; re¬ 
signed, but not dejected. “ Yes,” said; 
I, with an earnestness that appeared to 
surprise my attendant; “ yes, we will visit 
those apartments; to-night, the servants 
wearied with attendance, and probably 
stupifled wnth wine, will sleep sound and 
deep. Come, after the Duke has been 
conducted to his apartment; come to 
mine, and we will visit those apartments.” 
Filippo assented with a pleasure, which 
flashed in his dark eyes.—Ippolito, I go 
again to the tower; often disappointed by 
partial discoveries, and fantastic hinderan- 

ces. 
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ces, I go to-night with a solemnity of 
feeling and purpose, that tell me I shall 
not visit it in vain. 

Adieu. 


* * * * # 

He went; and, strange to relate, was 
seen no more by the inhabitants of the 
castle. 


v 
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CHAP. XIY. 


-Bat let both worlds disjoint 

’Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and'sleep 
In the affliction of those terrible dreams 
That shake us nightly. 

Macbeth. 

The cause of the visit alluded to in 
AnnibaPs last letter, may be explained 
by the following one, which had preced¬ 
ed the arrival of the writer one day, ^nd. 
which was directed to the 

Count cli Mont or io . 

“ His Majesty, the King of Naples, ever 
attentive to the interests of his subjects, 

and 
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and peculiarly zealous of the honour of 
the higher orders, has received informa¬ 
tion that induces him to establish an in¬ 
quiry into some events that are said to 
have occurred in the illustrious house of 
Montorio. With a confidence that their 
representative will completely exculpate 
himself from their imputed responsibility; 
and will view, not with resentment, but gra¬ 
titude, the opportunity allowed him for this 
purpose by his gracious sovereign.—The 
Duke de Pallerini, to whom his majesty 
has been pleased to commit the inquiry 
into this delicate and important subject, 
begs leave to point to the Count Mon¬ 
torio, another instance of the royal be¬ 
nignity—the Inquisition is to be private; 
without the formalities of a court, or the 
publicity of witnesses and documents. 
The Duke de Pallerini proposes himself 
the pleasure of a visit to the Counts castle; 
from which he expects to return, with full 

proof. 
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proof, of the futility of the allegations he 
is appointed to examine.” 

This letter, the genuine production of 
an Italian statesman, who in the com¬ 
mencement of his letter, disguises the in¬ 
vidiousness of his office, by making the 
king the principal agent, who conceals 
the feeble and illegitimate character of the 
charge, by affecting to deprecate the of¬ 
fensive publicity of a court, and who pre¬ 
vents the possibility of preparation, by 
the concealment of his object, while he 
disarms the anxiety for it, by affecting to 
treat it with levity. This letter was 
brought by a courier, and presented to 
the Count; who, on reading it, conti¬ 
nued to muse for an hour, and then de¬ 
sired the Countess might be summoned. 
The Countess followed the messenger'; 
the attendants quitted the apartment, the 
Cpunt locked, with his own hand, the 
door of the anti-chamber, and returning, 
pointed to the letter, which lay on the 

table,. 
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table ; and covering his face, sunk back 
on his chair. 

The Countess read, without uttering a 
sound, or altering a feature, and then 
with a movement which caution had made 
habitual, tore and consumed it. The 
Count raised his eye slowly, and fixed it 
on her; his must have been a steady as 7 
pect, that could have met it unrepelled; 
but hers sought and fixed it with a fuller 
meaning than its own. 

“ The storm has gathered/ 5 he mur¬ 
mured—Then let it burst,” replied the 
Countess, “ what have w T e to fear, or to 
provide?”—“ What have we to fear?” re¬ 
peated the Count, do you speak in 
despair or in defiance? What have we 
to fear ? They who are compelled to 
trust or employ human agents, have ever 
to fear. The impotency of human power 
confounds and distracts us. The single 
arm cannot execute its own purpose. From 
those bold and daring conceptions, that 

swell 
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swell the mind almost with a conscious¬ 
ness of its omnipotence, it must descend 
to the drudgery of means and agents; it 
must ask the aid of wretches whom it fears 
and hates; wretches, who are ever weigh¬ 
ing the price of blood in one hand, against 
the price of treachery in the other. 
Commit the secret of your guilt to but 
one human being, let it be breathed but 
in one ear, ever so remote, ever so se¬ 
cured, ever so unassailed, and—tremble, 
as I do now."—And wherefore do you 
tremble ? Have we not secured, by oaths, 
by bribes, by mutual fear and danger, 
every being either conscious or partaking 
in our deed ? Is not every mouth stopt, 
and every hand tied up ? Nay, have we 
not, of some, the final, certain, terrible 
pledge of silence and safety ?”—■“ Hush* 
hush, hush;" said the Count, waving one 
hand impatiently, while the other still 
concealed his face ; “ ever—ever those 

sounds—whatever words I hear, they are 

mixed 


THE FAMILY OF MONTORIO. 


333 


mixed with; whatever object I see, they 
are written on, and you must goad me 
with the repetition. Can you not speak 
without adverting to it; or, if you must, 
why advert to it so distinctly ? Can you 
not speak like one ignorant of it; or, if 
knowing, one who knows it not so deep¬ 
ly ? I need no remembrancer—no, I 
need no remembrancer/’ 

“ What is this weak and sickly wayward¬ 
ness, that shrinks not at the deed, but at 
the name. When the prevention of evil 
was yet possible, it might have been in¬ 
dulged; now that it is no longer so, ex¬ 
change it for those views of advantage 
that prompted you to it. By absurdly 
inverting the places of desire and remorse, 
we lose both the tranquillity of innocence, 
and the enjoyments of guilt. If remorse 
may prevent guilt, let it precede it; but 
if guilt promises enjoyment, let enjoy¬ 
ment follow it. Ah ! no, no, Montorio, 
this waywardness is not for us; strange 

deeds 
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deeds have made us familiar with strange 
language;—we must confer in the cold, 
hard terms of necessity.” “ If we must 
then—if we must talk like midnight as¬ 
sassins in their cave of blood—if it must 
be so—sit down by me, close and hushed ; 
and let us consult from what quarter 
this danger approaches, and how its pur¬ 
pose and bearing may be discovered.” 

“ There is but one quarter from which 
danger can approach us. The woman is 
secured, secured by her guilt; but Ascanio, 
Oh; Ascanio, that business, unfinished, 
unknown, unascertained, since we left 
Apulia, has haunted me with strange 
fears; it has tinged my thoughts, my very 
dreams.” 

“ Would that were all that haunted 
mine,” said the Count, inwardly. That 
dark story, never fully told, in the wild 
fables of the Apulian peasants, I have 
often thought there might be some trace 
of Ascanio—then the monk of the moun¬ 
tains 
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tains—the confession — the letters of 
doubtful menace you received from the 

prior of the monastery ”-Who is 

now/' interrupted the Count, “ the prior 
of St. Nicholo, in Naples.” “ Is he .in¬ 
deed, indeed, Montorio?” “ He is; hut 
why do you tremble?” “ It was from 
that convent, that a confessor came to 
old Michelo, when dying.” ff True, 
true, he did,” said the Count, smiting 
his forehead. “ Oh, what a chaosis 
here! thought crossing thought, and 
circumstance clashing circumstance—yet 
nothing is certain, nothing direct. I have 
no motive for fear, but the consciousness 
of guilt. These circumstances might 
have happened in the common course of 
things. A maniac might have died—a 
monk might have attended his dying 
bed—the prior of a monastery might be 
removed, without danger or fear to me. 
But there is a coherence here—a consist- 
5 


ency 
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ency—a seeming order and form; as if 
some still, slow, invisible hand were bu¬ 
sied in unravelling and displaying the 
train. Or, is it the curse of guilt to be¬ 
lieve every common cause and agent in 
nature fraught with its detection—to see a 
tempest in the very blaze of noon ? It is, 
it is;—the worm within me never dieth; 
and every thought and object it converts 
into its own morbid food,” 

“ Montorio, have I come here only 
to hear your complainings? If there 
be danger, the interval is short, and our 
preparation must be—Hush !—hark !— 
What sound is that ? Did you lock the 
antichamber door?” “ I did, I did; 
listen again. We are undone, there is a 
listener there/’ “ And will you be un¬ 
done ? Have you not a dagger ? Possibly 
there is but one, and he can soon be dis¬ 
patched.” 

They had risen; they were rushing 

to 
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to the door. What! more blood V* 
said Montorio, half recoiling, “ must 
there be more blood ?” 

The Countess replied but by a look, 
and an effort to wrest the dagger from 
him; but the noise was occasioned by 
drawing back the bolts of another door, 
that which communicated with the con¬ 
fessor’s, who opening it, suddenly entered 
the apartment. Montorio staggered to 
his chair, while his wife, with the invo¬ 
luntary movement of fear, held up the 
light to the. stranger’s face, to discover 
if indeed it were the confessor. 

The monk spake in hurried and eager 
tones, but without the eagerness of dis¬ 
covery. tc I know ye; I know the secret 
of your fear;—I know the purpose.”— 

1 “ Whom, and what do you know, and 
whence this intrusion?” said the Coun¬ 
tess, passing with dexterous quickness be¬ 
tween the Count and the confessor, to 
conceal the pale and fear-stricken visage of 

vol. i. q the 
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the former; on whom she cast looks 
of smothered fury, and muttered, 
“ Shame!—shame !” through her shut 
teeth. 

“ It is in vain/’ said the Count, with 
a look of anguish and horror, “ it is in 
vain, he knows it all.” u I know it all,” 
repeated the monk. “ He echoes your 
words, will you prompt him yourself?— 
Or if he knows it all—have you not still 
a resource? ” She pointed to his dagger; 
then turning boldly to the monk, to con¬ 
ceal the movements of the Count, again 
demanded of him what he knew, and where¬ 
fore he was there. The monk laugh - 
ed. — The blood of Montorio and his 
wife ran cold to hear his laugh; they 
almost wished he had told his disco¬ 
very. 

“ Lady,” said he, urge me not.—I 
know the deed—and the time—and the 
place—and the sign. I can repeat the 
signal of the secret. I have read the 

marl 
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mark on the brow.—Do you remember 
your miserable agent, Ascanio? Do you 
remember the monk of the mountains ? 
—the confession—secret—the letters of 
the prior—and how you trembled at their 
dark intimations?” 

“ Who, who is this?” said the Coun¬ 
tess, in terror.—“ Must I go on, or is 
your soul shaken yet ?—Do you remember 
Orazio and Eiminia—the betrayed—the 
distracted—the murdered?” 

“ Hold, hold, what, oh, what are you ?” 
“ Do you remember,” said the monk, 
in a voice that froze them, “ do you re¬ 
member that night, that terrible night, 
when the thunder roared, and the earth 
was rent to appal you, in vain ? Do you 
remember the north tower—the narrow 7 
staircase—the evening gloom?—Do you 
remember how your victim struggled ?— 
Do you remember her dying curse—her 
dying scream ?—Six strokes your dagger 
gave—I feel them all; at the seventh his 
* Q 2 blood 
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blood rose to the hilt. You heard him chat¬ 
ter—you saw him convulsed—you felt him 
quiver—ha! ha! ha!—Go, comfort your 
pale husband yonder, he seems to swoon.” 

He released her arm, which he had 
grasped with violence; she staggered 
from him, and fell senseless on the floor. 
The Count remained petrified, holding 
his half-drawn dagger. 

Look to the lady,” said the monk.—- 
<C I came not to terrify, but to save. You 
are in danger; I know its direction, its 
nature—nay its very degree. But fear 
you not; they can do nothing without 
me; you are safe from all human power, 
and all human vengeance. I am your 
dark, invisible shield. Be bold and reck¬ 
less of them. Montorio, sad and fearful 
man, be bold. It is midnight now, and 
I must hence, on a far and dreary sum¬ 
mons. Montorio, be bold and reckless.” 

He disappeared through the secret door. 
The Count raised and supported his wife 

Sh 
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She recovered. She murmured, “ Are 
we?”—“ Alone,” said the Count, “you 
called no assistance ? None saw us.” 
“ None!” “Right, right,” panted the 
Countess, “ better death than discovery! ” 
She rose, feebly leaning on Montorio, 
the energy of her mind, contending with 
bodily weakness. She could scarce stand, 
but her eye and tone were firm. 

“ What fearful voice was that which 
spake to me?” “ It was no fearful voice; 
it spake of strength and courage. Aye, 
and-dou reel strange courage and strength 
within me since it spake.” “ Are yoh 
mad, Montorio? he knows our secret— 
pursue him, he is unarmed; he has not 
quitted the passage.” 

“ Woman ! woman !” scowled Mon¬ 
torio, “ weak and daring;—but now you 
fainted at the name of blood, and now 
you urge me to shed it. I will not pursue 
him. Were he here, and at my very, 
sword's point, I could not thrust at him. 

Zenobia ! 
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Zenobia! that man is the very agent of 
our fate. From the first moment I be¬ 
held his dark eye, and heard his deep voice, 
1 felt my mind and genius in subjection 
to his. At our first conference, he ap¬ 
peared to be in possession of the bur¬ 
then that presses on my soul: and he 
appeared to possess it, not in the vulgar joy 
of an inquisitive spirit, but with the deep 
consciousness and compassion that thinks 
not of the crime, but of the criminal. 
He has prayed with, and for me, in fervent 
agony the live-long night, till the * big 
drops, like those of death, stood on his 
pale forehead;—but never till to-night 
did he own the extent of his knowledge, 
though he must have long been in pos¬ 
session of it. When I talk to him, events 
the most distant-—the most secret—the 
most minute, seem all perfectly known to 
him; wherever I have been, he seems 
to have been—to have seen all I have 
seen—and to have known all I know.— 

His 
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His presence—his voice seem to act 
me like a spell. Either my spirit, weary 
of suffering, sinks into that lassitude, 
which precedes dissolution; or it bows 
to its arbiter, with conscious submission, 
and tells me to rest on him. And even 
now departing, he bid me be bold and 
fearless. I will not fear—I will rest on 
him.” 

“ Montorio, you mistake the amaze¬ 
ment of a harassed spirit, for the con¬ 
fidence of a controlled one. This is the 
monk of the mountains,whom your super¬ 
stition would transform into the minister 
of your fate;—he holds the confession 
secret; which, perhaps, he only awaits 
the arrival of Pallerini to disclose to¬ 
morrow. And will you, will you, see the 
serpent crawling within your walls, and 
whetting the sting that is to pierce you, 
without an effort to crush him?” 

“ It is impossible to reach him now,” 
said Montorio. Impossible !” “ Yes, 

when 
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when he came to reside here, he told me, 
I must never summon him at night, for 
every night he said, he had a task, which 
might neither be deferred nor suspended” 
" A pretence for an opportunity of pry-* 
ing.” “ No; often in my midnight- 
visitings, have 1 sent for him; but never 
was he to be found. The castle gates are 
locked every night; but he passes every 
where without noise or obstruction ; he 
knows the secret avenues better than we 
do. I have seen him appear from walls* 
where no door was ;—I have seen him in 

the passages of the-the——tower, 

but never at night may he be found.” 

“ Your account almost tempts me to your 
own confidence in him. But what have 
we else to grasp at, it is the involuntary 
fortitude of misery, that converts its in¬ 
struments of suffering, into instruments 
of relief.—At least, I am content to abide 
till to-morrow, for what can be done or 
known till then?” Yes, to-morrow 

much 
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much will be known/' “ Did you speak/ 
Zenobia?” “ No, I was sheathing the 
dagger you had dropt.” “ I thought I 
heard a voice murmur, to-morrow; but I 
am often so deceived. Good night, Ze¬ 
nobia. Let the attendants return, and 
look you give orders for to-morrow’s pre¬ 
paration with a cheerful tone/' 

The Countess rose to depart, but as she 
crossed, he grasped her arm; his eyes 
were cast upward; their lids quivered; 
his teeth were strongly shut; his frame 
rose and dilated with an intense and strain¬ 
ing movement; he held her strenuously, 
but spoke not. “ How is this, Montorio ? 
Speak, what do you see, or feel, Montorio? 
speak to me —must I call assitance?" 
“ Stir not> speak not," he hissed through 
his shut teeth. u What, and wherefore is 
this?" “ There — there — there," he 
sighed slowly, while the influence that 
held him, seemed to relax. His eyes mov- 
q 5 ed 
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eel again, and the muscles resumed their 
tone and direction. 

He sunk into the chair, still holding her 
arm, and almost dragging her with him.— 

So, now, you must not leave me to¬ 
night.” “ Not leave you !” “ No; the 

reeling has been with me; I know its 
deadly language; it tells me what shall 
befal to-night.” “ What shall befal to¬ 
night!” “ Aye; ever when it comes, 
my eyes grow dim—my ears ring—my 
flesh creeps and quivers. Then I know 
that I shall walk in my sleep that night; 
and you must abide by me, Zenobia. 
From the strange looks of those who watch 
with me, I know .1 talk in those nightly 
visitings; you must abide by me, Zenobia ; 
none but the murderess must hear the 
ravings of the murderer/' Yes, I will 
watch with you. This is the meed of our 
daring.—But how know you it will come 
on to-night ?” “ Whenever my mind is 

shaken by the mention of those events, 

then 
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then 1 know it will visit me. I have also 
a short, convulsive summons that betokens 
it;—you have seen me wrought by that; 
but now—prepare for the night, good 
wife; for what a night must I prepare ! * 

* * * * ♦ 

“ How is the night?” said the County 
raising his heavy eyes to his wife. “Tis 
almost twelve.”—Then my hour is very 
near; I feel its summons coming on; Tis 
heavier than sleep, yet ’tis not like the 
drowsiness of sleep/’—“ Is there no means 
of preventing or of mitigating it; can 
you not turn your thoughts in another di¬ 
rection?”—“ Can you!” replied Monto- 
rio, fixing his eye on her. " Is it not at 
least possible to repel sleep, and so repel 
this terrible companion?”—No, no, 
nomurmured he, with the heaviness 
of reluctant drowsiness, “ I have tried a 
thousand ways, a thousand times, but 

neve r 
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never could I resist the lead-like weight 
of that unnatural sleep. Oh it were mock¬ 
ery to tell you, Zenobia, the childish, 
miserable things I have done to prevent 
these nightly visitings. I have wasted 
the day in fatigue, and the night in dis¬ 
soluteness; but ever when it came, though 
the sleep that seized me were as deep as 
death, I rose almost as soon as my head 
touched the pillow. I have determined 
to watch at my casements, to mark the 
moon and clouds, their changes and shapes, 
I have turned my thoughts intently to 
one point and object, and still as it stole 
from my mind, I have tried to recal it. 
I have counted the sparks in the embers, 
the figures in the tapestry to force atten¬ 
tion to wakefulness; but ever when mid¬ 
night came on, I sunk into sleep, with all 
the horrid consciousness that it was not 
slumber, nor rest, but a living hell that 
awaited me. I have made my attendants 

read 
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read to me, varying their tone and subject, 
and bid them, if they saw me slumber, 
shake and rouse me up; but all in vain. 
When I have started from my dream, I 
have beheld them asleep with their books 
in their hands, and when I upbraided them 
with negligence, they fell on their knees, 
and declared, they neither could rouse 
me, nor preserve themselves from the in¬ 
fluence that overcame them.”—"Merciful 
heaven, and this, the moment your eyes 
are closed.”—" My eyes never close,” 
said Montorio, with a piteous ghastliness 
of visage; "on those nights; they con¬ 
tinue open during the whole of my wan¬ 
dering.”—" It will be a fearful sight for 
me to behold you.”—"Aye; we must 
bear them though; we must learn to grap¬ 
ple with our fate, and all its terrible cir¬ 
cumstance and feature. But mark me—* 
however ghastly the sight, close not your 
eyes, close them not for a moment; if 

you 
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you do, sleep may overcome you; and 
the prying knaves of the chamber may 
listen or enter unobserved: no—though 
spent and affrighted, the wife of the mur¬ 
derer must not sleep.’"—“ Fear me not, I 
shall neither slumber nor fear/’—“ How¬ 
ever desperate my convulsions, my strug¬ 
gles, my sufferings, if my very hair stand 
upright, if blood gush from my nostrils, if I 
be drenched with the sweat of fearful agony, 
yet waken me not, Zenobia; let the vision 
spend its teriihle force; for if wakened 
in its paroxysm, reason is irrecoverably 
lost.— Alas, Zenobia, by the light I see 
your eyes begin to wander, and your 
voice sounds faint ;—rouse, rouse, you 
must not sleep, Zenobia; tell me the hour, 
and how much of it has our melancholy 
conference wasted ?"'■—“ The time-piece 
is beside you/"—“ Aye, but I want to see 
you move, and hear the sound of your 
voice answering me; tell me the hour, 
good wife?’—“ "Tis but a quarter past 

twelve/" 
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twelve .”—“ But , but a quarter! I thought 
we had almost dragged out one hour; when 
by some strong effort, I have resisted its 
influence for an hour, with what delight 
have I heard the bell toll one, and thought 
it was so much nearer morning; that so 
much of the terrible night was elapsed. 
But even that miserable respite is denied 
to-night. I feel that deadly sleep coming- 
on me fast; speak, speak to me, Zenobia; 
let me feel your hand, or hear you move; 
no, no, no; all palsied, numb, and drow¬ 
sy .”—“ Try to rise, and w T alk up and 
down your apartment; I will support.’'— 
“ In vain, in vain;" he murmured, " I 
should sleep if rocking on a wave ."—'“ At 
least retire to bed, before this oppresses 
you; perhaps you might get some sleep." 
“ No, no ; I will remain in this chair; 
even in my slumber, I feel the horrid mo¬ 
tion of rising from the bed." 

The last sentence was almost inarticu¬ 
late; he shivered—he moaned—he fell 

backward; 
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backward; his eyes closed for a moment, 
but opening again, remained"staring, mo¬ 
tionless, and dead;—his hands moved 
with a faint tremour, and his heavy respi¬ 
ration sounded like a groan. The Count¬ 
ess, with involuntary fear, caught a cross 
that hung on her bosom, but dropt it 
again, while a terrible expression crossed 
her countenance; “ What have I to do 
with thee/’ she half-murmured, and half¬ 
thought; she then seized a book that lay 
on the table, and began to read with fixed 
and vehement attention, studiously .con¬ 
fining her eye to the page. She was dis¬ 
turbed by the louder groans of Montorio; 
she read aloud in the endeavour to drown 
them, but they became stronger and more 
terrible; she could no longer hear what 
she read, the book fell from her hand. 

The groans were followed by some inar¬ 
ticulate sounds, and he then began to 
speak, in tones so distinct, yet so unlike 

human 





THE FAMILY OF MONTORIO. 353 

human accents, that she thought the groans 
had not ceased. 

“ Zenobia, Zenobia/’ he said in a quick 
low voice, “ where are you gone ? What 
is this melancholy light by which I follow 
you ?—-the pale glow of embers !—Nay 
then, she must be near.—Let me draw the 
curtains of this bed;—Is this you, Zenobia? 
Ha !—lightning rive me !—Erminia !—let 
me, let me fly; no, no, no:—her eye 
has fixed, her touch has frozen me. Must 
I stand here for ever; rooted, congealed, 
gazing, face to face; touch to touch? I 
cannot move my foot, or withdraw my 
eye, or think myself away.—Ha, her cold 
shroud encloses me like a snow-cloud; 
her dead arms creep round; the icy dart 
of her eye numbs my brain.—Help, help 
me, Zenobia ! I sink, I sink with her! 
Oceans of mist and snow ! storms of icy 
sleet and shower ! cold, cold; oh, cold.” 

His teeth chattered with frightful loud¬ 
ness, 
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ness, and the seat shook with his shaking 
limbs. “ Whither, whither now!” he 
muttered; “aye, I know your haunt; 
I know, whence this dinr unnatural 
light steals from ! ye shall not drag me 
to the tower; it is in the castle, I know* 
and not in this misty bay. I will lurk 
in this gulph, and shun it. . Ha! *tis 
here ; I move without feet, and without 
change of place; this is witchery! I will 
pray and cross me, and then no evil 
thing shall control. — Father Schemoli, 
cross me on the left breast, there—near 
the heart, for they say it is troubled 
and impure; I would do it myself, but 
my hands are bloody!—Ha! ha! ha! 
What hand was that which wrote on my 
breast ? I bid it sign the cross—Orazio ! 
Erminia !—Verdoni! in letters of burning 
sulphur.—Help, here !—Water !—steel! 
wash it !—erase it !—tear it out !—it eats 
into my flesh !—it drinks up my blood ! 

Now 
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Now they surround me !—save me, save 
me !—I stand their burning food !—Oh, 
their hot pincer-fangs! they hiss in my 
flesh!—Oh, rend out my heart, and let 
me have ease !—see, they divide it a- 
mong them ! —it spreads, it burns, up¬ 
ward, upward ! my hairs blaze up, my 
eye-balls melt !—I burn blue, and green, 
and red !—I am a hell!—Fire, fire, fire! ,? 

He roared with strong and horrid force, 
and started from his chair, and spread his 
arms, with the action of one who strug¬ 
gled with flames. A scream rose to 
the Countess’s throat, she suppressed it 
with convulsive firmness. A dead silence 
followed this burst, and in its pause, the 
Countess heard the deep and heavy breath¬ 
ing of the sleeping pages in the anti-cham¬ 
ber. She felt there was something ex¬ 
traordinary in their torpor, but the secu¬ 
rity which it promised, balanced the 
fearful thoughts it whispered ; and she 
listened to it with delight. 


He 
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He advanced from his chair, with a slow 
but steady motion; he moved to the door; 
there he seemed to encounter some ob¬ 
ject, whom he addressed in low and pa¬ 
cifying tones .—“ Tis true, my lord, Tis 
true, you must be satisfied;—there is rea¬ 
son for it.—Let me have the keys of the 
north tower.—Filthy knaves, why do you 
bring them smeared with blood, and twist¬ 
ed with worms ?—Take them hence, and— 
ha! the doors open of themselves: Tis a 
good omen, my lord;—enter first, I 
entreat you; nay, I would, but these old’ 
floors groan so under a man’s tread, and 
if I entered first, you might think they 
groaned, because I trod them/’ 

He went eagerly around the room, touch¬ 
ing and pointing to different objects:—the 
Countess shrunk from every spot he ap¬ 
proached. “See, my lord, see,—allisjetfe. 
Men will die—and they must be buried-— 
and there will be a death-like steam, and a 

mist— 
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mist—a mist, my lord, but these things 
can be removed, and who will guess them 
then ? Ha!” smiting with fury at the wall, 
" villains! villains! who has rent open 
this wall? Who points down that stair? 
Go not thither, Pallerini; nothing, no¬ 
thing but a lumbering skeleton. Some 
dry, decayed bones, a sorry sight of mor¬ 
tality. It can tell nothing. Who has 
heard the dead speak? Ask it not to 
write, it hath not the means. See, I will 
touch it; ‘tis a fearful sight, but a harm¬ 
less one. Now, were I the murderer, the 
blood would gush from the holes of its 
skull:—ha! what is that! who raised its 
fleshless and clattering arm to smite me 
on my mouth?—again !—again ! away— 
away, where the dead move is no place 
for us. But you heard yourselves, he did 
not say I did it/—He paused; he waved 
his arm with a slow, commanding air. 
“ Prepare the feast—the wine—the music; 

but look there be no knives like dag- 
5 gers 
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gers on the table; and let not the 
attendants wear those murderers’ looks. 
Ho there, let us be merry !” 

He sunk into his chair, and spread out 
his arms. “ Give me some wine.—Ha ! 
who is this ? Ascanio !—Get thee hence, 
with that grim, sorry face. Ascanio, I 
have wished to see thee long, but this is 
no time, no place—avaunt! why dost 
thou stand grinning at me ?—I tell thee 
this is no time. Noble Pallerini, I pledge 
you.” 

He writhed his mouth. “ Ha ! damned 
potion—what is this ! Erminia s—blood ! 
—Villains ! why am I served thus !—and 
this! What’s this before me !—a bloody 
dagger! Why do you all stare distractedly ? 
Wherefore do you laugh, Pallerini ? Ha ! 
hold, the tapers here. Blasting light¬ 
nings ! "tis Orazio,—Erminia,—Verdoni, 
away—break up the feast, the dead are 
among us. The lights are sulphur; the 
music is a howl;—away—away; — who 

nails 
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nails me to my chair?—The floor sinks 
under me!—down—down—down. Let 
me grasp at the air—will nothing hold 
me?—Sinking for ages—lower—lower— 
lower. My breath—my sense—my sight 
are gone !—Oh !—Oh V’ 

He staggered—he shrieked—he awoke. 
The Countess hastened to hold him. 
“ Hush, hush, Montorio ; all is well. 
You are alive—you are awake—you are 
in my arms.’" He shook and tottered in 
her grasp. His eyes were fixed on her; 
but he saw her not. Her voice was mixed 
with the voices of his sleep. Again she 
spake, again she soothed him in low, and 
cautious whispers. Am I alive ?—am I 
safe ?—am I only a murderer still! Thank 
heaven! my hour is not yet come—my 
hour of flames and agony/’ “ Hush, 
hush, Montorio ; be yourself again. Are 
you unmanned by the fears that visit the 
infant’s sleep—by the fantasy of.a dream ?” 
“ And are you without fear or distraction? 

2 do 
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do you sleep all the long night? Have 
you no dark dreams, such as visit not an 
infant’s sleep?” “ Often; but I deride 
them, and myself. Often is my sleep 
broken with horrid starts of fear. Often 
do I see, through my curtains, forms 
with fixed eyes, and forms with none, that 
glare on me, in their emptiness. Often I 
hear, ai'ound my bed, those low, doubtful, 
moving sounds, which the ear can neither 
discover to proceed from itself, nor 
from outward objects. Then I shake my 
curtains, or trim the night-lamp, or mock 
the terrors that come too late for preven¬ 
tion, and too trfling for remorse.” “ Speak 
no more,” said Montorio. “ Words of 
comfort from the mouth of guilt, are 
like the prayers of the wizard, inverted as 
they are uttered. I would not live this 
life of horrors, but in the hope to com¬ 
pound for their mitigation in another.”—- 

# # * # # 


They 
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They sat in silence till near the morn¬ 
ing. A light doze, which had fallen on 
them as they sat, was broken, by the open¬ 
ing of the secret door. Again the monk 
stood before them. They looked upon 
him, with that helpless stupefaction with 
which we view one who has the secret of 
our ruin, but over whom we have no in¬ 
fluence to secure its concealment. " I 
have been far distant since,” said he. “ I 
have learned much. I would confer with 
you/' 

The Countess stared with reluctant 
amaze; but the confessor heeded her not. 
He prepared to speak ; the Count pointed 
to a seat. “ No rest for me; I would 
speak, and ye must hear/' “ Speak, then, 
but speak low; the attendants are in 
the antichamber,” said the Countess, f< and 
withdraw yoyr cowl from your face, holy 
father, for my senses are dull and spent, 
with last nights struggles, and I scarce 
can hear you." cc Wherefore that re- 

vol. i. r quest ?'* 
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quest ?” said the monk, “ none have ever 
seen my cowl withdrawn, none ever must, 
till.”- 

He paused. The Count and Countess 
bent forward with concealed faces, and 
fixed ears. The monk began his commu¬ 
nications in a low tone, accompanied by 
violent gesture, and interrupted only by 
looks of silent ghastliness, which M ontorio 
and his wife exchanged at different periods 
of it. The communication lasted till the 
watch-lights burnt dull and dim in the 
blue light that streamed through the cur¬ 
tains. The confessor rose from the chair, 
over which he had bent to whisper. “ For 
this,” said he, folding his dark drapery, 
“ your preparation must be instant.” “ Fear 
us not; our demeanour shall evince no¬ 
thing but ease and tranquillity.” “ Pardon 
me, lady, I never doubted your power of 
assuming what form or language you 
needed, but,” said the monk, with un¬ 
heeded irony, “ I speak of another 

preparation. 
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preparation. I speak of a place, hard to 
secure, and hard to conceal: of a place 
where the search of Pallerini might be 
directed, and where that search might dis¬ 
cover a dumb, but fearful witness of our 
secret. Know you of such a place in 
this castle, lady?” “ He speaks of the 
north tower, of the burial-hole, on the 
secret stair.” * € Why, why particularize 
it, with such hideous minuteness? Yes 
I know it well, holy father; we must an¬ 
ticipate all search there ; that body must 
be removed.” “ When, and how, and 
by whom?” said the monk, in a hollow 
tone. “ This following night,” said the 
Countess. " And by you,” added Mon- 
torio. " By me ?” “ Aye, by you. 

Contend not with me, I am aman of wrung 
and harassed soul. I will not visit those 
apartments.” The few remaining points 
were adjusted in whispers. The monk 
retired. The Count summoned his atten¬ 
dants, and the castle was soon employed 
r 2 in 
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in glad and busy preparation for the 
arrival of the visitor- 

* * * * * 

A day and a night passed in festivity. 
“ I may expect then to meet you in your 
apartment, at midnight. Count?” “I shall 
attend you, Duke.” But on that night, 
while the family were assembled in the 
hall, the confessor entered, and whispered 
the Count, who, startled and agitated, 
rose, and committing the entertainment 
to the Countess, retired. “ You will 
not forget your engagement, Count?” 
said the Duke, as Montorio past him, with 
a solemnity so brief, it scarce seemed to 
borrow a moment from the levity of his 
mirth. I go to prepare for it/* was 
the answer. Montorio and the monk 
retired. 

The Countess, who felt the necessary 
claim on her exertions, redoubled them ; 

though 
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though she would have almost exchanged 
her chair of state fora rack, to have learn¬ 
ed the cause of the Counts absence. 
Midnight arrived; artificial levity could 
exist no longer. The Countess almost 
talked to herself; and the Duke appeared 
perplexed and suspicious, when one of 
the attendants acquainted him that the 
Count was in his apartment’ This was 
the signal of their meeting. The family 
separated; the Duke retired to his own 
chamber, which, when he conceived the 
castle was at rest, he quitted for Mon- 
torio’s. 

The Count and Countess were alone. 
The Duke entered, with two attendants, 
in silence. The faces, the persons, the 
manners of the meeting, had undergone 
a sudden and total change. There were 
no compliments, no gaiety, no polished 
festivity; the countenances of the group 
were only marked by different shades of 
suspicious or sullen gloom, as they be¬ 
tokened 
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tokened the varied characters of the 
inquisitors and the criminals. The Duke 
advanced. “ Is it necessary/ 5 said the 
Count,pointingtotheattendants, f< isitne~ 
cessary that your lacqueys should witness 
this extraordinary procedure?” “1 trust,” 
said the Duke, "-you will regard the cir- 
cumstancelam about toacquaint you with, 
as an additional proof of the consideration 
for you which is mingled through the whole 
procedure. These persons are the officers 
of justice, disguised as my attendants, and 
appointed to register the minutes of the ex¬ 
amination, I am commissioned to institute; 
others are dispersed through your castle, 
in the same disguise, ready to execute any 
orders, which the event of the examination 
may render it expedient for me to, issue. 
Under these circumstances. Count, you 
will observe opposition to be perfectly 
ineffectual, and I trust you commend 
the delicacy which suggested the expe¬ 
dient. 5 * “ Proceed to your commission,* 5 
5 replied 
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replied the Count. “ Will not the Coun¬ 
tess retire?” said the Duke, " this is no 
place for female presence, nor will the 
terms and objects of our conference be 
pleasing to her.” “ The place where the 
honour of my family is discussed, is the 
fittest for the mistress of it,” replied the 
Countess. 

The secretaries seated themselves at a 
low table, in a remote part of the room. 
The Count removed the lights near which 
he sat, and the rustling of papers was all 
that interrupted a long and general pause. 
“ You had a brother. Count.” “ I had.” 

He was married, and had children.” 
The Count bowed. “ How long is it 
since that sad and obscure end befel him?” 
" Twenty years.” “ And during that 
long period, has no inquiry been made? 
no solicitude excited for the fate of a 
brother?” “ Pardon me, there needed no 
inquiry. I was well informed of its mode 
and circumstance.” " And yet under¬ 
took 
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took no measure for the punishment of 
the murderer.!' “ The murderer had pu¬ 
nished himself; my brother fell by his 
own hand.” 

“ How ! this is contrary both to com¬ 
mon report, and to the documents now in 
my possession.’'—My brother died by 
his own hand, in a fit of despair, on the 
intelligence of his wife’s death.”—“ Her 
death then preceded his; was it also a 
death of suicide ?”—“No: she was preg¬ 
nant ; the terrors of the last eruption, 
which was twenty years ago, brought on 
a premature labour; she and her child 
perished.”—“ This can of course, be easily 
substantiated, a woman of her rank was 
certainly, suitably attended?”—“ Her dan¬ 
ger was too brief and mortal; she was 
only attended by the nurse of her chil¬ 
dren.”—“ Is she alive?”—“ No; she did 
not long survive her mistress.” “A strange 
fatality attended all the agents in this af¬ 
fair ; the storm of that night had many 
2 victims. 
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victims. Count. But you mentioned child¬ 
ren, how did they disappear ?”— fC They 
were conveyed that night to their nurse’s 
sister, J^est they should disturb the Count¬ 
ess; they died of complaints incidental 
to infancy .”—“ How considerate tore- 
move them from the castle on that night ! 
Doubtless their mother enjoyed repose 
soon after their absence ; but, may I in¬ 
quire, is the woman with whom they died, 
still living ?’*—“ She is,” interrupted the 
Countess, (c she is now living in the Ab- 
ruzzo; her name is Teresa Zanetti.”—“ The 
air of the Abruzzo is favourable to weak, 
infantine complaints ?**— u We have rea¬ 
son to say so,” observed the Countess; 
“ our eldest sons, Ippolito and Annibal 
were nursed by that woman, and in that 
cottage, and they are strong and healthy 
young men.”—“ To return to the Count 
Orazio,” said the duke, “ 1 have heard 
he perished in Greece; was the suicide 
committed there, and by whom, if com- 
r 5 mitted 
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mitted, was it witnessed ?”—“A confi¬ 
dential servant was intrusted with the in¬ 
telligence, but my brother started into 
madness on hearing it, and dashed him¬ 
self from a rock, under which he was re¬ 
posing on his return from a fishing party.” 
" And of his numerous attendants, (for 
a nobleman would scarce undertake a jour¬ 
ney into Greece alone,) were there none 
that could prevent this catastrophe ?”—* 
“ He went alone, for he was fond of so¬ 
litary recreation ; Ascanio met him alone, 
and the efforts of madness which often 
defy numbers, were not to be resisted by 
a single arm.”—“ Of course, you soothed 
your grief for this melancholy event, by 
a public and magnificent memorial, your 
brother s remains were brought over, and 
his funeral solemnized by the family.”— 
“ Ascanio who knew what I would have 
suffered from the shocking intelligence 
tha$ the body was so torn and scattered 
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as to be unfit for interment, ordered a 
funeral, and pretended to bury the re¬ 
mains : I have since heard they were so 
mangled, that was impossible /'—“ Did 
no one but the trusty Ascanio, see those 
remains?'’—I was not concerned in the 
inquiring how many savage fishermen 
gazed on a carcase."—“ You appear then 
by your own confession/' said the Duke,, 
while the secretaries pens went fast, “ to.* 
be ignorant whether your brother perished 
or not; since to prove it, you have only 
the bare report of a solitary menial, who 
had neither witness nor evidence for his 
report, and who was capable of deceiving 
you in the most material part of the event 
itself. May I ask whether even this Asca¬ 
nio is yet alive?"—“ He has been dead 
some years ."—“ Did he die in your ser¬ 
vice ?"—“ No, he died abroad, in whose 
service I know not ."—“ Strange,, the dis¬ 
mission of a servant so useful, so confi¬ 
dential, so considerate .'’—“ If you expect 

from 
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from me the memoirs of every servant I 
have dismissed, I fear your commission 
will prove an unsatisfactory one.” 

A long pause followed; the Duke whis¬ 
pered with his secretaries. “ You declare 
then you are utterly ignorant of this As^ 
canio; of his motives for leaving your 
service; or of any events which may have 
befallen him since.’"*—“ I declare it.”— 

Count/’ said the duke, “ there are two 
ways of evading the issue of an inquiry, 
by partial answerings of an artful struc¬ 
ture, or by a sullen and uniform negative; 
the latter mode is certainly the most safe; 
for subtilty may be ensnared, and guilt is 
apt to detect; but an universal disavowal 
is the shelter of obstinacy. Yet still I fear 
even this will not avail you; for I have not 
come unfurnished to this great commis¬ 
sion ; I have documents, Count Montorio; 
documents and proofs so powerful”—- 
“ That is false,” said a voice behind him. 
The inquirer, the accused, and the at- 

e tendants. 
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tendants, stared in consternation. Beside 
the chair of the former, the monk was 
discovered standing; his entrance had 
been observed by none, his face was con¬ 
cealed, and after speaking, he remained 
so fixed and motionless, that the hearers 
almost doubted if the voice had issued 
from him. “ Who is he, that is among 
us ? ,K asked the Duke in a tone that spake 
the resolution of fear; speak, whence 
are you, and wherefore do you come?” 
“ Whence, and wherefore I come/* said 
the monk, without moving limb or mus¬ 
cle, cC it matters not; enough, that I know 
your commission, and your powers to 
the uttermost; you have no proofs—and 
he who has them, will not easily delegate 
them to kings or ministers .”—“ By what 
right have you intruded yourself into this 
presence?” demanded the Duke, “ or 
under what powers do you pretend to 
dispute the exercise of mine?’’—The 

power 
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power under which I act/' murmured the 
monk, “ may neither be questioned nor 
controlled. The power which has com¬ 
missioned me, does not act with the in¬ 
firmity of earthly movements; it does not 
seek to supply a deficiency of proofs by 
confidence of assumption, nor make an 
extorted confession a substitute for the 
absence of witnesses ; it does not leave 
me, as your’s has left you , to shrink from 
a bold inquiry, and be abased by the up- 
braidings of falsehood; it empowers, as 
this moment, to acquit the Count Mon- 
torio, and to pronounce there is against 
him, neither witness, accuser, nor proof.” 

This is an excellent expedient, Count,” 
said the Duke with indignation, “ and 
your confessor, with the assistance of a 
secret door, plays his part admirably. 
But your next examination, shall be con¬ 
ducted in a place, secure at least from 
the intrusion of presumptuous ecclesi¬ 
astics.” 
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aslics.” As he spake these words, his 
eyes were directed to the Count; but 
the expression of unguarded astonishment 
with which the latter viewed his strange 

o 

defender, undeceived him at once, pre¬ 
possessed as he was with the belief of 
some confederacy between them. 

“ Why will you persist to contend with 
your conscience,” pursued the monk, with 
dogmatical asperity, " I have told you, you 
have no proofs; you hare none; they are 
distant, and deep; where, none can reach, 
and such as none can penetrate.”—‘'You 
admit then that there are proofs,” said 
the Duke, with the habitual spirit of 
availing himself of concessions, though 
hopeless of any favourable issue from 
this .—“ Yes, there are proofs,” said the 
monk; “ but they are not for the sight 
of day, or the knowledge of man; there 
are proofs, but name them not; for there 
is a dignity in the supreme of horrors, 
not to be violated by the tongues of com¬ 


mon 
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mon men. For, the weak instrument of 
extrinsic and ineffectual agency, there is 
also a proof; a proof sufficient, that you 
have neither ‘ part nor lot in this matter;’ 
that your time is not yet come, and when 
it does, it will summon you to no such 
task; such are only for spirits of high 
elect class. Follow me, and you shall 
behold this proof.” 

The Duke looked irresolute; the Count, 
and the attendants remained in mute as¬ 
tonishment. “ Follow me,” repeated the 
monk ; “ we must be alone.”—There was 
about this man, a fearlessness, a careless 
and melancholy confidence, above huma¬ 
nity ; he seemed to walk in a sphere of 
his own, in a cheerless, unsocial exemption 
from pain or fear, or every thing that can 
conciliate compassion or sympathy ; and 
never to glance down on the ways or feel¬ 
ings of men, but with contempt for infir¬ 
mity, or indignation for guilt. He pos¬ 
sessed a commanding solemnity that infus¬ 
ed 
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ed enough of terror into his injunctions 
to render them irresistible; they who list¬ 
ened, could not but follow them; and 
they who followed, followed with a mix¬ 
ture of confidence and of fear, almost 
indescribable. 

The Duke arose, but glanced at his 
sword, as if to intimate he was prepared 
for danger: the wild disdain of the monk’s 
smile was lost in dark folds that concealed 
his face. The Duke and he passed slowly 
into another apartment. The emotion 
with which the Count and Countess had 
beheld this scene, and now awaited its 
conclusion, was such as cannot be de¬ 
scribed. They were restrained from ex¬ 
pressing it by the presence of the secr e¬ 
taries, who amazed, and unknowing how 
to proceed, yet continued in the room* 
Of the interference of the monk, the mo¬ 
tives that prompted it, or the modes which 
he had adopted to render it effectual, 
they were utterly ignorant; that he was 

acquainted 


t 
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acquainted with their guilt, to them was 
certain, and it was also certain that he 
appeared determined to exclude everyone 
else from its knowledge or its prosecution. 
But in the miserable uncertainty of cul¬ 
prits, they sometimes thought he was only 
about to make the communication more 
certain and more terrible, by this mode 
of disclosure; and this fear, which their 
looks communicated to each other, as 
distinctly as language, was rendered al¬ 
most intolerable by the impossibility of 
discussing it freely, or concerting any ex¬ 
pedient that might delay or mitigate its 
danger; a glance or motion, indicative 
of solicitude, would have degraded that 
port of offended dignity, which they 
thought necessary to support before the 
assistants; but they listened, with dread¬ 
ful intentness, to the sounds which they 
imagined, issued from time to time, from 
the adjacent room. This state, which they 
deemed of intolerable length, lasted but 

a few 
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a few moments,, for the Duke rushed from 
the apartment, with horror in his face, 
and scarce commanding breath to bid the 
attendants withdraw, made an abrupt and 
indistinct excuse to the Count for his visit 
and its circumstances. Every doubt, he 
faltered out, was removed, every suspi¬ 
cion dispelled, and nothing now remained, 
but to apologize for the disturbance he 
had caused, and to retire. This was done 
‘on the approach of morning, leaving the 
Count and Countess in security, mingled 
with amazement and fear. 


CHAR 
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CHAP. XV. 


# # * # * 


“ I have brought my harp/' said Cyprian, 
“ may I touch it ?—Shall I read you 
those lines we found in the grotto of 
Posilippo ?—I have coloured that sketch 
of the Castel Novo you praised, would 
it amuse you to see it ?”—A dead silence 
followed each of these questions. Ippo- 
lito, to whom they were addressed, re¬ 
mained with clasped hands, and eyes fixed 
on a point, in utter silence. 


“ I am 
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“I am very wretched/' sighed Cyprian, 
after a pause, which his companions ab¬ 
sence made to resemble solitude. "Thatis 
false/' said Ippolito, “ and when uttered 
he knew it to be so ."—*' Alas, what words 
are those," said Cyprian, " and to whom 
do you talk with such fearful earnestness 
of look and gesture?"—"Did you not 
say I was a murderer ?" exclaimed Ippo¬ 
lito, starting up .—“ Blessed Virgin, be 
calm ! no one is here, no one speaks, but 
me .”—“ And is he not here ?" said Ippo¬ 
lito, sighing, and gazing vacantly around; 
<e I could have sworn by all the saints, 
I saw him, and he spoke with me but now. 
But he is ever near me ; 'tis strange, Cy¬ 
prian, but I see him in darkness, I feel 

him in solitude : he is ever with me."—< 

£ 

“ It may be so, dear Ippolito, our sen¬ 
ses, are weak and deceitful organs; 
mine I believe, are failing too: even 
while I speak, you seem different from 

what 
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what you have seemed tome; your voice 
sounds not like what I have listened to, in 
dear and other hours/’ He wept and sob¬ 
bed with uncontrolled emotion. “ It is not 
true,” said Ippolito, who had not heard 
him, “but let us change the subject. All 
power is limited by place and time; and 
the change of those may modify that 
power. I only say this,—because—if you 
should hear of my going to Capua to¬ 
night ”—“ To-night! to leave Naples to¬ 
night !” exclaimed Cyprian. — (t Yes,” 
said Ippolito, “to-night, perhaps;” then 
added, “ if the power that pursues me, 
can control the elements; if the hand 
that is stretched out over me, can indeed 
reach through every part of space; then 
I must be as one who can struggle no 
longer; I must shrink into its grasp ; and 
be”—“ Oh for mercy, for heaven’s love, 
shake me not with these terrible fears ; 
much longer I cannot bear them; what 
would you be, or do?—I will go with 

you; 
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you; if you will fly, let me go with 
you.”—“Go with me! never; so may 
all the visitings of a dark and wayward 
fate, be on my head, as your’s escape it.” 
He spoke with solemn tenderness, and laid 
his hand on Cyprian’s head. But Cyprian 
felt his throat swell, and his head grow 
giddy ; amid all his sufferings, the thought 
of being deserted by him he loved, had 
never been suggested to him; and when 
now it was presented to his mind, he felt 
as if he had never been unhappy before. 
An incapacity either to plead or to re¬ 
monstrate, overcame him ; with dim eyes 
and quivering hands, he attempted to 
follow Ippolito, feebly repeating, “ I will 
fly with you; you said you loved me; 
take me with you, I will follow you bare¬ 
foot and in beggary through the world! 
Did you not say you loved me He 
spoke to the walls. Ippolito was gone ; 
he remained stupified, gasping, and vainly 
trying to awake from what he felt to be 

like 
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like the spell of a dream. But it was 
soon dissolved; the clock struck twelve. 
The thoughts of Montorio’s engagement 
at that mysterious hour rushed on him; 
he knelt on the ground, and prayed with 
fresh and fervent sorrow for him, for 
whom he began to fear his prayer was 
vain. 


* * * * 

At that hour—the hour of midnight; 
in a spot of which no one knew the site 
or direction, below the surface of the 
ground, and assembled by signals and 
avenues not to be discovered, were col¬ 
lected a number of beings whose appear¬ 
ance seemed to hold terrible alliance with 
the place and circumstance of their meet¬ 
ing. Of their forms many were distorted 
by those fantastic horrors, that startle the 
deeper from his dream, and visit the eyes 
of the fearful when left in solitary dark¬ 
ness; 
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ness; and many were involved in a gloom 
through which the eye fancied it could 
trace shapes and shadowings of more un¬ 
imaginable ghastliness, than light could 
reveal. All were silently and intently 
employed, but their gestures and move¬ 
ments were so different from life, that how 
they were employed, might not easily be 
known. A fitful and unsteady blaze of 
light played on them as they moved; it 
issued from a human skeleton, which 
stood in a recess of the vault, around 
whose bones a pale blue fire quivered 
without consuming them; and in whose 
eyeless sockets burned a deep and sullen 
flame. In other cavities of the walls, a 
dim, dull light appeared, supplied by 
tapers, which were held by shrivelled'hli¬ 
man hands, whose deadly yellowness be¬ 
came more visible in the light they dis¬ 
persed. That light showed many other 
sights of terror; strange forms and cha- 

o 7 o 

vol. i. s racters 


38(3 FATAL revenge; or, 

racters were on the walls and roof* over 
whose dark and measureless extent, th<$ 
eye sought in vain for a point or limit of 
distance. Some were in motion with a 
horrid resemblance of life; others were 
still, as the grave, from which they ap¬ 
peared to be but lately torn. At one ex*- 
tremity, if that could be called so, which 
was quite undefined, hung something that 
was intended as a separation between that 
and an interior vault, but of which the 
eye could not discover whether it was a 
curtain, or a volume of transparent wall, 
as its passive shadows appeared like the 
foldings of either. Before it was extended 
something that resembled an altar, on 
which a dark cloud brooding, concealed 
the deed and implements, through it, a 
dull and ghastly light was seen, across 
which moved the shadows of things still 
more terrible; and above it was extended 
the body of a man, blue, livid, and re¬ 
laxed, 
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laxed, as if but lately dead, but the eyes 
w'ere open, and that glassiness which death 
only can give, lent them a strange light, 
like life; the right hand was raised, and 
the finger on the lips ; and this posture, 
with the glazed fixedness of the eyes, gave 
a speaking and terrible effect to the corse. 
On a sudden was heard a sound which re¬ 
sembled what might be supposed to be the 
effect of a bell, tclied in the air, and heard 
at a vast distance under ground; sus¬ 
pense and doubt were visible in the aspect 
of the assembly, as they listened to it. 
All employment ceased ; they looked du¬ 
biously cn each other, and around them, 
as the deep tones died away, awaking 
echoes to a distance, that seemed never 
to have been visited by sound before. 
Their suspense was short—another sound 
succeeded, which was accompanied by the 
rush of a strong blast; the fires flared and 
bickered, as it swept them; their strong 
s -z and 
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and sudden glow, making its noisome 
chillncss more felt. In the dead silence 
that followed, nothing but the low hissing 
of the flames was heard; but the next mo¬ 
ment, they caught the tread of a human 
foot, descending steps; it came nearer 
and louder—“ He is ours for ever,” ex¬ 
claimed the band,—and Ippolito rushed 
into the vault! • * • • v i 

* • 

From his short, uneasy sleep, Cyprian 
had been often roused that night, by sud¬ 
den noises in the palace; but they were 
so mixed with those of his sleep, that he 
believed both to be the same, and tried 
to compose himself again :—he was awak¬ 
ened from that late and heavy slumber, to 
which those who pass restless nights: are 
accustomed, by a servant inquiring at 
what hour he preferred dinner, as it was 
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near noon; with some surprise at the in¬ 
quiry, he referred it to their master. “ The 
Signor is gone,” replied the man, “ and 
we are ordered to take directions from 
you.”—Gone!” shrieked Cyprian, whi¬ 
ther !—when !—how !—speak !*’—Whi¬ 
ther, or how. Signor, none of us know,” 
replied the servant; he left Naples 
about two hours after midnight, attended 
by only one servant; you might have 
heard the noise of his departure, for we 
were all roused on his return ; and—but 
perhaps. Signor, this letter which he left 
for you, will explain.”—I heard the 
noise of his departure,” exclaimed Cypri¬ 
an, “ I heard, and did not feel he was 
going;—wretch, miserable wretch!” he 
opened the letter eagerly; the contents 
did not contribute to diminish his emo¬ 
tion. 

cc From a persecution, which, though 
hopeless to escape, I am yet unable to 

endure. 
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endure, I fly, whither I know not, nor does 
it matter; he that drives me hence, can 
pursue me every where. I am hopeless, 
of resistance or escape; yet I will fly,; 
for I will be no easy prey. I will run 
to my chain’s full length, and grapple with 
that, and make if a means of respite if 
not release. Some dreadful fate will be- 
fal me, cut off from the flush and joy of 
life, which never mortal loved as I did, 

2nd dragged to-Oh, that it were 

possible to compound for the misery and 
escape the guilt. Oh, that I might be 
a wanderer and a vagabond on the face of 
the earth, and never know habitation, or 
rest, or quiet of domestic dearness, so I 
might shun but that. I know not whi¬ 
ther I go. I will write to you, but write 
not to me, for I shall probably remain, 
in no place longer than a night. Besides* 
the direction might betray me. Alas! 
what does human device avail against him 
with whom I have to contend? Farewell, 

beloved 
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beloved Cyprian, my madness and misery 
have not left me one tear to shed, one tender 
thought to think of you. There was a time 
when I would not—but I am hot, and reck¬ 
less, and insensate; yet oh ! for your pa¬ 
tience, your long-suffering love, your sub¬ 
missive and wife-like affection and fidelity,_ 
what shall I give you back? I am a heartr 
smitten and harassed man I cannot pray; 
I will not bless you, for I am cursed with 
a curse !- Montorio/’ 

The servant, at the conclusion of the 
letter, informed Cyprian, that by the 
Signor's orders, the establishment was to 
be maintained for him in the same style, 
and his orders were to be absolute in the 
household. Cyprian heard him not. The 
whole of that dreadful day he passed in a 
kind of stupefaction, that did not yet ex¬ 
clude sensibility of pain. Montorio, his 
name and presence, had always seemed to 
him so necessary to his existence, that 


now 
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now he was, in his absence, scarcely con¬ 
scious of life. He wandered from room 
to room, with a face of busy vacancy, that 
sought every where for an object, for 
whose absence it bore an expression of 
helplessness and dismay inconceivable. 

Towards evening, in mere bodilv weak- 
ness, he sunk on a sofa,;and felt recollec¬ 
tion return by increasing pain. It grew 
dark, and a servant 'entering, announced 
that a stranger was proceeding to the 
apartment, without informing any of the 
attendants of his name or intentions. 
Cyprian was alarmed, yet too feeble to 
make any inquiry or preparation, when 
the stranger entered the room, and .mo¬ 
tioned to the servant to withdraw. The 
light was dim, but Cyprian, in his striking 
air, discovered a resemblance to the house 
df-Mo'ntorio. He advanced. “ I . feel 
that .in this house,” said; he, “ I ought to 
be secure ; yet, I enter it in doubt and in 
fe^r/t “In the house of Mont or io, Sig- 
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nor cavalier/’ said Cyprian, every man 
of honour is secure/' “ I have claims/’ 
said the stranger, hesitating, “ which it 
were better perhaps to conceal; yet the 
tones of your voice bid me trust you. 
This must be Cyprian. I am Annibal di 
Montorio/’ “ Annibal ! 15 echoed Cy¬ 
prian, wild with joy, “ Annibal! Oh, 
fly, follow him, bring him back ! Or have 
you found him? is he with you? Speak, 
speak, of him !” Annibal started. “Where 
is Ippolito ? I came to him for shelter— 
where is Ippolito ?” “ Oh !” said Cy¬ 

prian, retreating and sick with fear, “ is 
he not with you ? I thought—I hoped you 
had known his movements. You are his 

brother, and when I saw you, I-oh ! do 

you not know then where he is?” “ You 
amaze me—you alarm me. I knew not 
of his absence. I fled to him, for refuge, 
from danger, and extremity. I am scarce 
safe, in his absence. Yet how shall I fol- 

> - <- ♦ * - * r ^ • 

low him, when you know not where, he 
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is ? Tell me,” collecting his habitual 
caution, “ are the present domestics re¬ 
cently engaged ? and are they natives of 
the city ? “ I believe they are.” “ Then 

I am safe, for some time at least. But I 
am worn and overwatched. I have lurked 
in the forest all day, let me have some 
refreshment, and let my own servant 
only, who has escaped with me, be em¬ 
ployed about us; you shall learn all—all 
I know, and all 1 fear. My brother repos¬ 
es unlimited confidence in you.” Cy¬ 
prian obeyed him, trembling with unsatis¬ 
fied solicitude, and expected calamity, 
Refreshments were procured, and An- 
nibal eat his silent meal in secrecy and 
fear, attended by Cyprian, who could 
scarce suppress his inquiries; and by 
Filippo, who could hardly contain his 
communications, from the joy he felt at 
his own and his master’s escape, as well as 
triumph in the dexterity he had exerted 
to effect it. , 

Lights 
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Lights had been introduced with the 
^same caution, and Filippo had departed. 
Annibal rose. He examined the room, 
he secured the doors; he drew a stiletto, 
from his vest, and laid it with his pistols 
on the table. Cyprian beheld his prepa¬ 
rations with an oppressing sensation of 
fear. Annibal returned; he traversed the 
room, listening to the steps of the do¬ 
mestics, as they passed through the rooms. 
T he echo of the last had ceased—all was 
silence. Midnight arived; Annibal look¬ 
ed round him with an expression of secu¬ 
rity, then resuming his seat by Cyprian, 
and pressing his forehead with the air of 
a man who struggles through weakness 
and weariness, to collect facts, whose 
weight burthens his faculties, said, cf My 
brother s value for you justifies the commu¬ 
nications I am about to make. No pow^r 
but confidence could extort them from 
me. They are wonderful, dark and peril¬ 
ous; nor do I know what danger you 

may 
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may incur by becoming a partaker of them. 
But by comparing our mutual information 
on this dark topic, something may be 
known, which silence would have con¬ 
cealed. Or, perhaps, I am only yielding 
to the natural weakness of an oppressed 
mind. ‘ A dark and doubtful way is before 
me. I must tread it alone, without guide, 
and without companion ; and before I 
go I would willingly leave with another, 
what my own tongue may never be per¬ 
mitted to tell. I would willingly think, 
that my memory may not be lost in ob¬ 
livion, as my life will probably be. I will, 
therefore, relate the circumstances that 
have, within the last four months, befallen 
Ippolito and me. With the latter, he in¬ 
formed me, you were unacquainted; in¬ 
deed, with both, except those effects 
which it was impossible to conceal.’ 5 

****** 


Annibal 
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Annibal had proceeded thus far in his 
narrative, when he observed Cyprian had 
no longer the power of listening, in 
an agony of terror and devotion, he 
flung himself on the ground, and call¬ 
ed on the saints to forgive and to 
plead for the unhappy wanderer. An¬ 
nibal joined him with equal, though 
calmer devotion, mentally mingling his 
own name in his aspirations. “ It is now 
finished/' said Cyprian, as he rose from 
his knees, “ it is all told ? is it not ?” 
Annibal shook his head. “ Merciful hea¬ 
ven—what ! more horrors ! worlds would 
not bribe me to listen to them for ano¬ 
ther hour/’—“ Not more than half an 
hour has elapsed since I began the nar¬ 
rative/' said Annibal. “ It has seemed 
to me a term of dreadful length,” said 
Cyprian; “'yet though I cannot listen to 
more, I can speak of none but him ; let 
us sit all night, and talk where he may 
be fled.”—“ Where he has fled/' said An- 
2 nibal; 
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nibal, it is now perhaps impossible to 
know. I had proposed, on my escape 
from the castle, to have come to him, 
and persuaded him to accompany me to 
France; the martial spirit of Louis the 
fourteenth, and of his government, holds 
out an encouragement to young and 
brave adventurers; and abroad, if the 
hand of heaven be not stretched out over 
us for evil, we might forget our country, 
our name, and those disastrous hauntings 
that seem to be inseparable from them.” 

And have you then experienced a 
similar persecution ? Have you been dri¬ 
ven also from your home? This is most 
horrible,” said Cyprian; “ is it a fiend 
that haunts your house?”—“ It is a fiend,” 
said An nibal, gloomily, “ whom no pow¬ 
er can chase from his prey; whom no 
exorcist can subdue; a craving fiend, who 
will have blood !” 

He rose, and tossed his arms eagerly, and 
strode across the room. “ Cyprian, horrid 

thoughts 
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thoughts are besetting me ; yes, I will 
hasten to France: 1 have relatives too, 
there!—my breath is choaked, my heart 
cannot beat here. But I must at least stay 
to-morrow ; to-day I might say, ( for see 
the dawn has broke upon our melancholy 
talk,) for 1 can only travel by night. If 
you are not yet weary of these things, 
wild and dark; things that defeat the 
reason, and make even fancy shudder; 
I will tell you a tale of such—I will tell 
you what has befallen me .’’—“ Go on,” 
said Cyprian, in a voice of hollow 
strength, “ I "can hear any thing now.” 
“ No, not now,” said Annibal, shrinking 
from his own proposal; “ I will now take 
a little rest ; I will throw myself on this 
sofa. Lay those pistols near me, Cyprian, 
and loosen that dagger in its sheath; 
how you tremble ! stay, I will do it my¬ 
self.”— He Hung himself on the sofa, 
but starting up a moment after, asked 
Cyprian would he not try to sleep.” 

1 “lam 
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“ I am too anxious for you, to sleep*' said 
Cyprian; “ let me go into the anti-cham¬ 
ber, where the slightest noise* will reach 
me, and 1 can sooner rouse you .”—“ This 
is a wretched substitute for sleep, for 
quiet, unsuspic ious rest, - to lie down, 
pillowed on daggers, and starting up to 
catch the step of the assassin.”—“ I doubt 
nevertheless, my short sleep will be calm 
and deep; I have a stern tranquillity 
within me, suited to the time. 5 * He per¬ 
mitted Cyprian to go into the outer room, 
locked the door, and composed himself 
again to rest. 


END OF VOL. i. 
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CHAP. I. 


Why do I yield to that suggestion, 

Whose horrid image doth unfix my hair, 

And make my seated heart knock at my ribs 
Against the use of nature? 

Macbeth. 

During the day Annibal gave to Cyprian 
some papers, which contained an account 
of what had recently befallen him, after 
briefly sketching to him what was first 
necessary to be known, viz. the subject of 
his former correspondence with Ippolito. 
Where this is deficient, said he, at the close, 
I can supply it by narrative, It was written 

• in 
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in solitude and durance; you must there¬ 
fore expect a simple detail of lonely in¬ 
dividual feelings ; variety was precluded 
by the barrenness" of utter solitude, and 
embellishment by the absence of all soli¬ 
citude about a manuscript, which I thought 
would never become visible till its writer 
was no more. 

It was on the second night after Palle- 
rini’s arrival at the castle, that I took the 
resolution Filippo had suggested to me, 
of visiting the tower. When I look back 
on the expectations I had formed of this 
circumstance and its consequences, and 
compare them with what has actually be¬ 
fallen, I can scarce be assured of my 
own identity. I can scarce think that 
the being then, whose mind was but 
partially tinged with fear and curiosity, 
whose expectations were balanced by in¬ 
credulity, and whose credulity was again 
alarmed by experience—who was in that 
suspended state in which fear is not too 

powerful. 
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powerful, nor solicitude too severe, can 
be the being now, whose mind is made 
up, whose feeling is tense, and the terrors 
of whose fate have appeared to him 
without cloud or shadow, without miti¬ 
gation or medium—whose knowledge is 
without bounds, whose fear is without 
hope—who has no relief of human un¬ 
certainty, no shelter of natural obscurity. 
On that night we supped in the great 
corridor; it was intensely hot. I ob¬ 
served the Duke and my father deeply 
engaged in conversation, and quitted the 
table unnoticed. I went to my apart¬ 
ment, where I expected Filippo would 
soon join me; but he was there already, 
his dark eyes full of something. I had 
often seen them marked with curiosity 
and wonder; never before with fear. He 
anticipated my questions— Cf Oh, Signor, 
strange things are doing within these 
walls to-night—things that would never 
come into the thought of man are pass- 
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ing near us, frightfully near us: (draw¬ 
ing close to me and whispering,) you 
will scarce believe what I have seen, Sig¬ 
nor/' “ What have you seen, Filippo/' 
(said I, laying down the light,)—“ The 
confessor—the confessor. Signor! I 
knew it long ago—I told the Count— 
would to heaven the inquisition had 
him—-would to St. Agatha the Primate 
Cardinal of Naples had to deal with him. 
There was an old Carthusian in the village 
where I was born, who would feel the 
presence of a spirit before a taper had 
burned blue ; and banished from his con¬ 
vent a stubborn imp who had defied holy 
water, and even Latin ever so long. Oh ! 
would he were but to meet this monk, 
I warrant he would find him other employ¬ 
ment than lurking in vaults, and mingl¬ 
ing with the dead, and” . . . Filippo, 
you must be composed; if you have any 
thing to relate, relate without wander¬ 
ings and exaggeration: the time is a 

solemn 
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solemn one; nor do I wish my mind 
to be disturbed from the object I have 
fixed it on.” “ Signor, I will not exag¬ 
gerate ; I will tell you what I have really 
. . . but forgive me if I tell it with 
manv starts of fear. Remember it is 
midnight; and that I am speaking- of 
things fearful to think of, even at noon- % 
day; and forgive me . . . You know. 
Signor, how suspicious I have been or 
that father Schemoli, as he calls himself, 
though all that ever knew him say, they 
never saw father, or mother, or relative, 
or any one that owned him; but that, a 
few years back, when he took the vows 
in the Dominican convent in Gaeta, they 
talked of his having been first seen by 
some wrecked fishermen, after a terrible 
storm, .all in a blaze of lightning, perch¬ 
ed on a crag of a little desolate island 
in the Grecian sea ; but this is nothing 
to the purpose.” “Iwish you could have 
remembered that, Filippo.” “Well, Sig¬ 
nor, 
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nor, I have always watched and feared 
him ; and, after I saw him last night, 
visibly pacing down that passage to the 
north tower, I felt assured that he was 
connected some way with the strange 
noises and strange reports I had heard 
of,that tower. So, Signor, all day I 
sought him through the castle; for I have 
a strange desire. Signor, to look into the 
ourl Ow*. AHA whom I SllSDCCt of 

any thing: I always think I discover 
something by it; but all was in vain. 
At length I bethought myself, and it was 
a bold thing, for some of the people of 
the castle would as soon enter the hole 
of scorpions as approach that room ; I 
bethought myself of going to his chamber. 
I knew the partitions and doors there were 
crazy; and I thought, through some 
chink or crevice, I might get a sight of 
him, perhaps, strangely employed. Now, 
Signor, you have learning, and could 
perhaps explain your feelings better ; 

but 
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but I had a strong thought, an audible 
voice, as it were, in my mind, that 
seemed to tell me, if I went it would not 
be in vain : it was as plain as if one of 
those pictures spoke from its frame to 
me: it was strange to me, and yet it 
gave me courage. I went about mid¬ 
day, when most of the family were asleep. 
I stole softly along, holding my breath, 
and looking round me, though there 
was no one near me; yet when I came 
to the very door, I could not help 
glancing behind me, to see if he were 
close to me; for I had a feeling, as if 
he had been stealing along with me the 
whole way, and would just gripe me as 
I came to his door. All was quiet; the 
passage empty ; the door closed. I heard 
a little noise in his room, often ceasing, 
and often repeated, as if the person within 
was engaged in something that he would 
every now and then quit to prevent being 
overheard. I tried a thousand places to 

get 
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get a convenient view of the room ; ar 
length I fixed on one behind an old pic¬ 
ture, in a waste recess; for all that part 
of the west turret is waste and dreary ; and 
they say he therefore chose it for.him¬ 
self. I had a full view of him ; he sat 
with his cowl thrown back:—never, but 
in my dreams, the time I had a fever, 
have I beheld such a face. One arm was 
extended, and 1 saw by his whole frame, 
that he was talking with earnest, and, 
as it were, angry gesture, (as he might do 
in the confessional, when reproving a pe¬ 
nitent,) though I believed him alone. 
I changed my posture at the crevice to 
spy who could be with him ; and I saw— 
yes. Signor, with these eyes I saw” . . . 
“ Hush, hush, Filippo; more than me will 
hear your information.”—“Then, Signor,” 
creeping to me on tip-toe, “ you must let 
me whisper, for I feel I shall shriek telling, 
if] do not.” “Tell it any way, only proceed. 
-—“I saw, blessed mother, a skeleton seated 
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in a chair opposite to him, plain and 
erect, and with all that horrid quietness, 
as if it was the ordinary visit of a com¬ 
panion. My eyes grew dim. I had rather 
have seen him rending and abusing those 
dead bones, as they say the men of the 
unholy art do ; for to sit face to face, in 
broad day-light, as man sits with man, 
with the decayed remains of the grave, 
with an object so loathsome to the eyes 
of flesh . . . Oh ! it gave me a more 
ghastly thought of him than the night I 
saw him in the vaults of the old chapel. 
I could not bear to behold him. I stole 
away again and as I went, there came a 
hollow clattering sound from the room, as 
if that strange object was in motion. I 
hurried on, and scarce thought myself 
safe till I had got down the great stairs, 
and saw, at a secure distance, the little 
narrow oratory window, like a hole in 
a wizzard’s den.”—It was indeed a 
ghastly sight, Filippo; but what is this 
d 5 to 
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to our piesent purpose; light that other 
lamp, and follow me/' I was hastening 
away : Stay, stay, Signor, this is not all; 
Oh these are fearful things to pass so near 
us, and to pass unnoted too; to think that 
we are in the next chamber to a being 
whose dealings are with the dead; for 
to-night. Signor, to-night again I saw 
him/' “ Forbear those gestures, Filippo, 
they tell of worse things than your story.’" 
“ Oh ! it was just so. Signor, I felt my 
arms raised, and my teeth grinding, and 
my very eve-brows stretched up to my 
forehead, when I saw him to-night com¬ 
ing along the passage from his room/’ 
“ Why do you throw yourself thus in his 
way, if the only effect is fear ?” “ I could 

not help it. Signor; I felt I could not help 
it; I wished myself far off, but I could 
not move; he came on slowly, as if he 
were encumbered; he saw me not, those 
high windows give so little light, and I 
had shrunk just under one of them. I 
3 thought 
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thought, as he passed, I heard other sound 
beside his steps : I looked after him, and 
under his garments the dead feet were 
peeping out. Oh ! he is a creature, in 
whom are so strangely mixed, what be¬ 
longs to the living, and what to the 
dead, that we know not who it is we 
see when he crosses us, nor what he will 
prove while we are yet looking at him. 

I followed him, though I scarce knew 
whither I was going, nor felt the floor 
under me. He went down some steps to 
the left, where, you know. Signor, there 
is supposed to be a passage that has been 
long shut up, but where the wall is as 
blank and solid as this. Then I thought I 
should see something that would last me 
to tell of all my life, that the wall would 
open to receive, or the floor sink under, 
or a huge black hand be held out to 
him, oY at least there would be a smell 
of sulphur as he disappeared/’—“ Well— 
well—but what did you really see ?”- 
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“ I followed still. Signor; I know n # ot 
how I felt; but I followed, when, sudden¬ 
ly turning on me—blessed saints !—it was 
not the monk :—a skeleton head stared at 
me—a bare decayed arm beckoned me 
backward. I retreated fast enough ; but 
I dared not turn my back, while it was 
in sight least it should pursue me. It is 
more than an hour since I saw it, yet I 
see it still—every where—on the walls, 
on the ceilings; when the light falls 
strong, even I see it. I see it when I 
close my eyes; the deep, dark hollowness 
of the empty brow will never leave me.” 
—“ Filippo, is this your preparation to 
accompany me; to talk yourself into ter¬ 
rors about an object which, whether su¬ 
pernatural or not, has no connection 
with us, nor with our purpose to night ?” 
—“ Will you go to the tower to-night, 
to-night. Signor ?”— ec 1 am going Filip¬ 
po.” I rose and took the lamp; for I 

knew 
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knew it was easier to work on fear by 
shame than by argument; and I felt a 
rising disinclination to going alone. Oh! 
we are all, in every state of existence, 
in every stage of intellect, the slaves of 
an inward dread of futurity, and its beings. 
The wisest of us, in the very pith and 
pride of our wisest moods, will suddenly 
feel himself checked and oppressed by an 
influence caught from the remembrances 
of childhood, the dream of sickness, the 
vision of night or solitude; from 4he 
story, the monition, the bare hint of the 
menial, or the crone, the humblest in¬ 
ferior in rank and in intellect, at the 
strength of which he laughs, shudders, 
and submits. Filippo followed me in si¬ 
lence/ ashamed to repeat his fears, yet 
displeased they were put to another 
trial. Ippolito, (for to you I address 
these pages, though doubtful you will 
even ever see them,) you must yourself 
feel the hushed step, the stifled breath, 

the 
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the suspicious and lowered glance of eye 
that accompanies these movements, be¬ 
fore their effect can be described to you. 
We came to the door of the passage; 
we tried, and found it open. At another 
time this circumstance would have struck 
me with surprise ; but I was now so oc¬ 
cupied by strange expectation, that I re¬ 
garded it merely with that blind satisfac¬ 
tion which one feels at an object being 
unexpectedly facilitated to them. As 
we entered the passage, however, an 
unpleasant sensation arose within me. 
The first, and the last time I had trodden 
it before, poor old *MicheIo had been 
my conductor; the unfortunate old 
man, whom either my curiosity or my 
fear had actually killed. With an invo¬ 
luntary motion I raised my lamp to Filip¬ 
po's face, to discover if my companion 
was changed; for I had felt a change in 
my own perceptions, that would prepare 
me for, and justify any strange appear¬ 
ance 
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ance at the moment; and twice or thrice, 
not unconsciously, yet unwillingly, I heard 
myself call him Michelo.—“ Do not call 
me Michelo, while we are here. Signor;” 
and I was angry and disturbed at his 
mentioning the name, though I had ut¬ 
tered it first, and giving him the pain 
he onjy wished removed. 

With many such crossings of mind, 
sometimes resisted, and sometimes resist¬ 
ed in vain, we reached the apartments. 
The doors were open there too; but I 
endeavoured to withdraw my mind from 
every lesser notice, to still the flutter and 
variety of my thoughts, and fix them 
singly on the search of the apartments, 
and on the discovery of any circumstances 
that might attend their being opened and 
visited the preceding night. I passed 
through both apartments slowly, look¬ 
ing around me, but discovering nothing 
I had expected to see. Filippo followed 
still slower, with the lingering of fear, 

holding 
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holding the lamp high, and confining 
his eye to that part of the room where 
the light fell clear. But in the second 
apartment I perceived the pannel re¬ 
moved. The circumstances of my last 
visit rushed on my mind: I moved me¬ 
chanically towards it; but Filippo, when 
he saw me actually entering it, could con¬ 
tain no longer.— “Ah, Signor, how well 
you seem to know all these fearful places; 
and will you indeed go down that pas¬ 
sage, that looks like a passage to the 
grave? (he shuddered,) If I entered it, 
I should think the door would close on 
me, and shut me into that dark cavern- 
hole for ever. I should think (holding 
the light over it with a shaking hand,) 
to find the decayed bones of some poor 
wretch, whose end no one ever knew, 
thrown in one of those dusky nooks.”— 

I was disturbed at his unconsciously re¬ 
viving every image I wished to banish; 
for I felt that if I suffered my mind to 

pause 
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pause over every fearful suggestion of 
memory or fancy, my resolution would 
be exhausted, and the moment of trial, if 
one was approaching, find me unprepar¬ 
ed. 

I took the lamp from him, and bidding 
him wait in the apartment, began to de¬ 
scend the steps.—“ Pardon me. Signor/’ 
said he, following me eagerly; “ if there 
be danger, you snail not encounter it 
alone. 5 ' I easily persuaded him to stay, 
however, for I had no wish that he should 
witness all I had seen, or know all I 
knew. His mind was too quick and te¬ 
nacious to see the object I had formerly 
seen there, without drawing conclusions, 
perhaps too strong; and I felt in the 
sense of his being so near me, a sufficient 
balance for dreary and utter loneliness. 

I went down the passage alone; my 
lamp burned dim in the thick air. I 
would have hurried through it, without 
suffering my eye to glance beyond the 

limits 
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limits of the light I carried; but I was 
come to search, and I felt myself impel¬ 
led to do it. The opening of the pannel- 
door and the passage could be ascribed 
to no common cause. I soon found the 
place where I had discovered the ske¬ 
leton ; it was open and empty ; the ca¬ 
vity remained in the wall; the rubbish 
appeared to have been lately scattered 
about; but there was no vestige of its 
former tenant. 

I felt myself fixed to the spot. The 
current of my thoughts ran like cross-set 
streams, dark, and disturbed, and thwart¬ 
ing, and each perplexing me with brief 
predominance. 1 was yet hanging over 
the spot, indulging in doubt and fear, 
yet believing that I was dissolving them, 
when I saw Filippo above bending over 
the steps, and beckoning to me, 1 could 
not soon disengage myself, for my mind 
was intensely occupied, and I resisted his 
impatient motions, as the sleeper resists 

the 
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the effort to awake him; but before his 
fear could become distinct, I heard 
feet approaching, and saw other lights 
above. The steps were light and quick; 
1 felt this was no spectre, and hastened up 
with a thousand feelings and intentions. 
They were driven back, crushed, silenced, 
in a moment. I beheld my father and 
his confessor already in the room. Oh, 

j 

how many thoughts were with me in 
that moment’s pause. My own situation 
and fears were forgotten. Michelo’s 
hints, our joint discoveries, my father’s 
character and habits, the well-watched 
secrecy of those bloody rooms . . . 

Ippolito, you are my brother; my suspi¬ 
cions have since been but too well jus¬ 
tified, or I would sooner perish than 
write thus. But what have I known 
since ? what have I yet to tell ?—'Though 
these thoughts were so busy so remote, 
yet I felt my eyes involuntarily, and 

even 
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even painfully fixed on his; their ex¬ 
pression was terrible,—the monk was 
behind, holding up a taper in his bony 
hand; his face was in the shade.—" An- 
nibal,” said my father, with the broken 
voice of smothered rage, " why are you 
here ?”—I was silent; for no language 
could relieve the tumult of my thoughts. 
—" Wretch, rebel, parricide/’ bursting 
out, “ why are you here, and who con¬ 
ducted you.*’—«I was roused by his rage. 
—“ Why, is it a crime/ 5 said I, " to be 
here!”--" That you shall know,” said he, 
fiercely, " by its punishment, at least.”— 
He turned round, and turning, saw Filip¬ 
po, seemed to start into madness, and 
drew his sword, and rushed on him with 
a force, which the other scarce avoided 
by a sudden bound ; but the motion was 
so vehement, that the sword stuck in the 
wall, and remained fixed. Though dis¬ 
armed,, he again flew on him, and but for 
the monk and me, would have dashed him 

down 
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down the steps, or strangled him against 
the wainscot. Oh ! it is horrible to hold 
the straining arms, and look on the blood¬ 
shot eye, and blue writhen lip, and hear 
the hoarse roar of a man rendered a 
fiend by passion .— xt Villain/’ said he, 
foaming, and scarcely held, “ J tis to such 
as you I owe my being thus persecuted, 
suspected, slandered—that my castle seems 
like a prison, and I tremble to meet the 
eyes of my own servants. You crouch 
over your fires, hinting treason to 
each other, till every owl that whoops 
from my battlements seems to call me 
murderer.”—“ Hush, hush, this is mad¬ 
ness,” said the monk, in a peculiar ac¬ 
cent. “ Follow me,” said my father, 
resuming his sullen state .— ic Where is 
my sword?”—His eye fell on the place 
where it was fixed; the light which the 
monk hastily held up, fell strongly on 
his face. For millions I would not have 
had within my breast a heart that could 

hold 
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hold any alliance with such a face as 
his for a moment became. The sword 
was fixed in the wall where the stain of 
blood was so deep and strong. With an 
eye (which he seemed unable to with¬ 
draw or to close) terribly fastened to 
the spot,, twice he said, faintly and in¬ 
wardly, “ Will no one give me my 
sword ? will no one approach that wall V 9 
The monk drew it out, and gave it to 
him. He turned away with the effort of 
one who would raise his head, and dilate 
his chest, and stride proudly forward ; but 
his step was unequal, and his whole frame 
was shaken. He bid us follow him, stern¬ 
ly, and quitted the apartment. I had no 
means of resistance, and was so lost in 
thought, that of myself I thought not at 
all. The monk, who bore the light, 
lingered a moment, as if to see us quit 
the room. When my father called frcrrt 
the passage, “ Come quickly, Father; 
I am in darkness, I am alone; Father, I 

say, 
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say, come quickly/’ His voice gradually 
rose, as if something he feared was ra¬ 
pidly approaching him; it almost be¬ 
came a shriek. The monk hurried out, 
and we followed him. My father placed 
himself in the midst of us as we de¬ 
scended the stairs. I can give you no 
account of my feelings at this time— 
they were dark, mingled, strange. I be¬ 
lieved there was danger impending over 
me ; •but what it was I could neither 
measure nor calculate. Ippolito, will you 
censure, or will you wonder at me ? If 
I can recollect the state of my mind at 
that time the predominant sensation was 
pleasure; pleasure indeed of a doubtful, 
gloomy character, but certainly pleasure. 
The discovery I had formerly made, seem¬ 
ed so fully confirmed by my father s pur¬ 
suit of us—his rage—his terror—and a 
thousand other circumstances I had re¬ 
marked with the keenest local observa¬ 
tion, that whether it was from pride in 

my 
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my own sagacity and perseverance, or 
from the resistless satisfaction that ac¬ 
companies the final dissolution of doubt 
and perplexity; or from some other se¬ 
cret spring within me, I certainly was 
conscious of pleasure in no mean de¬ 
gree. Amid all this terror and danger, 
whatever I then felt was about to be ter¬ 
ribly interrupted. We had come to the 
foot of the stairs without a sound but 
that of our steps. I turned involuntarily 
to the left, where the passage communi¬ 
cated with the castle. My father and 
the monk stopped. I read a consulta¬ 
tion of blood in their dark pause. I 
turned to them. The lamp, held high, 
and burning dimly, from our swift mo¬ 
tion, did not shew me a line of their 
countenances to read compassion or hope 
in. I grew deadly sick.—“ This is the 
way,’* I faltered out, “ from this tower,” 
and pointed to the passage.—It is a 
way,” said my father, gloomily, “ it will 

be 
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be long ere you find.” I heard his words 
in that confusion of sense that retains 
the full meaning, though it mixes the 
sounds. I felt that danger was threaten¬ 
ed to me, but I could not conceive either 
its degree or direction. My father went 
a few paces to the right, and, with diffi¬ 
culty opening another door, motioned 
me to enter it. I obeyed with a stupid 
depression, that left me even no wish 
for resistance. There was such a kind 
of dark alliance between him and this 
tower, that I felt him as the lord of 
the place, and of the time, and follow¬ 
ed the waving of his hand, as if it were 
some instrument of power. In a mo¬ 
ment the door was closed on me. The 
human faces were shut out. Their very 
steps seemed to cease at once; door 
after door closed at successive distances; 
but I did not feel myself alone till the 
echo of the last had utterly died away. 
When I looked around me all was dim 
vol. ii. c and 
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and still. The morning light soon broke, 
and shewed me a large desolate room, 
so buried in the dust of long neglect, 
that walls, and windows, and roof seem¬ 
ed to sleep in the same grey and mingled 
tint. No part presented a change : you 
might gaze till your eyes grew as dim 
as they, before the objects would re¬ 
fresh you with the least inequality: all 
around was dark, heavy, still. I had 
soon completed my comfortless survey. 
My thoughts turned inward on myself; I 
strove to drive them forth again ; there 
was nothing to invite or to receive them. 
The sun rose, and the long, long day 
came on without object or employment 
for me. “ Man went forth to his work, 
and to his labour/’ and I sat in cold 
stagnation. The monk’s coming to me 
with food, relieved me from a thought 
that visited me with a sting of agony 
the moment before. He also brought 
preparations for a couch; and so mi¬ 
serably 


tllE FAMILY OF MONTORIO. 27 

serably anxious is the mind for the re-' 
lief of variety in such a moment, that I 
looked at them with a most desolate 
eye. The very thought of changing the 
place of my confinement, which I now saw 
there was no hope of changing, had been a 
latent comfort to me. He went and de¬ 
parted in silence, which no adjurations 
could break, nor even procure from him 
a look that intimated a wish or future 
purpos 3 of speaking. He went, and left 
me alone. Solitary confinement !—may 
I experience any sufferings but such 
as those again ! any other affliction 
supplies the pow T er of its own resistance. 
There have been beings who have sung 
in the fires, and smiled on the rack; but 
the nerveless vexation, the squalid lassi¬ 
tude, the helpless vacancy of solitary con¬ 
finement, when time flows on without 
mark or measure; when light and dark¬ 
less are the only distinctions of day and 
night, instead of employment and repose; 
c 2 


when 
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when, from the torpor of inexertion, man 
feels himself growing to, and becoming a 
part of the still senseless things about 
him, as the chains that have eat into his 
wasted limbs, have begun, from cold 
and extinguished sensation, to feel like 
apart of them — that —Oh—that to beings 
of thought, of motion, of capacity—what 
is it ?—the uneasy consciousness of life, 
without its powers—the darkness of death, 
without its repose. 

When the first tumult of my mind had 
subsided, and I felt I was really left to my¬ 
self, I began to inquire what resources I 
had ; for I shuddered at the idea of total 
vacancy. I had no books, no pen, no in¬ 
strument or means of drawing. All I could 
do was—to think, to examine into my 
mind, and live on the stores of acquire¬ 
ment. I had read and thought more than 
young men of my age usual y do; and 
the exclusion of outward things, I endea¬ 
voured to think, would rather assist than 

impede 
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impede my efforts to plunge into the 
depth of thought. But a short time con¬ 
vinced me how different the employ¬ 
ment is, that is sought for amusement, 
and the employment that is wooed for 
relief. I could not think . Whatever train 
of thought I tried to weave, whether 
light or solid, became immediately taste¬ 
less, and declined into absence. A mono¬ 
tonous musing that yet had no object, no 
point, nothing to quicken reflection, that 
hung sullenly on the objects around, 
without drawing image or inference from 
them, succeeded to every attempt at men¬ 
tal exertion. Here all extrinsic relief 
was precluded. He that is weary may 
throw away his book, or change his com¬ 
panion, or indulge meditation without 
the fear of vacancy ; but I could not. 
My labour must be without remission or 
variety, or my dejection without hope. 
How long I strove, and how sadly I de¬ 
sisted:—I even tried to form an inward 

conference. 


30 


FATAL REVENGE ; OK, 


conference, to raise objections, and to 
construct answers ; -but my powers of rea¬ 
soning sunk within me. I endeavoured to 
interest myself in the subject, to taste 
pleasure where I was conscious I had felt 
it before ; to believe important what I had 
often contended for as so; but all was 
cold, shadowy, remote. I could bring 
nothing into contact with my mind; yet 
1 felt that what interposed, I was interest¬ 
ed in keeping as remote as I could. At 
length I spake aloud to myself, in hopes 
of forcing attention and interest. I tried 
to assent, and object, and interrupt, with 
a sickly affectation of the warm and vivid 
debates of society. The accents faltered 
involuntarily on my tongue; and while I 
was apparently talking with eagerness, my 
eyes and mind were mechanically fixed on 
the door and windows, whose height was 
so remote, so unassailable. 

By design, I am convinced, the monk 
visited me but once a day; but once a day 

had 
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had I the satisfaction of seeing even that 
cheerless face, of hearing even that slow, 
unsolacins: tread. There is no telling with 
what delight I waited even that, and how 
I listened to hear the rusty wards long 
resisting the key, that I might longer feel 
the presence of a human creature (as 1 
believed) near me!—how I protracted the 
preparations for the meal he brought, that 
I might compel him to continue longer 
in my sight!—how I multiplied questions, 
hopeless of answer, merely because it was 
more like human conference, to see the 
person you spoke to !—how I rose from 
my untasted food to watch even his de¬ 
parting steps, and to pause, with piteous 
sagacity, whether it was the echo of the 
last, or the last but one I heard! But 
all this was tranquillity to what I under¬ 
went at night. During the day, I had 
the power of ranging through every part 
of my mind, and examining its gloomiest 
recesses without fear; but the first sha¬ 
dow 
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dow on the deep arches of my windows, 
was the signal for my shutting out every 
idea, wild, and solemn, and fantastic; 
every thing that held alliance with such 
feelings as the place was but too ready to 
suggest. I measured the narrow circle of 
my thoughts, with the fearful caution of 
one who steals along a passage with the 
apprehension that an assassin is about to 
rush on him at every turning. When the 
dark hour came, which no aid of artificial 
light, no fingerings of grateful shade made 
lovely, then I ceased to look around me; 
for the dim forms so fixed by day, began 
to move in the doubtful fight, and often 
I threw off my mantle, as I was wrap¬ 
ping it round my head, lest some other 
noise was couched in its rustling; but 
though the darkness around me was ever 
so deep, I felt there could be stillness 
without repose, and oppression without 
weariness. I could not sleep: 1 lay a- 
wake, to watch my thoughts, and to start 

with 
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with instinctive dread when any of them 
declined towards the circumstances of the 
last night. When I did doze,, the habit 
was communicated to my sleep, and I 
started from my dreams when those 
images recurred in them. After the expe¬ 
rience of the first night, I determined to 
earn sleep, at least, by bodily fatigue. 
The limits of my room admitted of many 
modes of exercise, and I, you know, am 
strong and active. At every hour, then, 
as nearly as I could guess, I rose to take 
exercise; and Oh! how dreary was it to 
rise to a solitary task! No stimulus of 
competition, of elastic spirits, any object 
proposed, or any prize held out, desired 
and contended for by others. I did rise 
and work myself into a fever of motion. 
I perceived, however, when I was in that 
tumultuous and bounding state, in which 
the movements are in a manner involun¬ 
tary, that mine all tended to climbing. 
Once I had scrambled up the rugged wall 
c 5 with 
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with amazing tenacity; but I quitted my 
hold as soon as I was conscious of it, for 
of such a means of escape I knew there 
was no hope. But when I ceased, (the 
motion given to the spirits and blood, by 
violent exercise, seems communicated to 
other objects ; and after it the performer 
looks around him, a consciousness of 
cheerfulness, that every thing else seems 
to partake—trees and fields dance and 
wave to the eye;) but when I had ceased 
there was no cheering voice. The echo 
of the noise I had made moaned long 
and heavily among the passages ; and the 
walls looked so still, so dark, so unmoved, 
as if they scowled contempt on the puny 
effort to escape even the thought of their 
influence, to make the movements of 
health and freedom in a prison. I look¬ 
ed around me dismayed. I almost ex¬ 
pected to hear a burst of ghastly laugh¬ 
ter break on my ear. I almost expected 
to see the forms of those (if there be 
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such) who love to haunt and watch the 
miseries of a prison, to scare the short 
sleep of the captive,—to shape to him, 
in the darkness of his cell, forms that wait 
for the hour of rest to steal on him,—to 
send to his grating, the faces and whis¬ 
pers of those he loves,—and, when he 
starts from his straw, to thrust to the bars 
some mis-shapen visage that makes mock 
at him. Oh ! how pregnant with fearful 
imageiy is solitude ! At length,. I be¬ 
thought myself of the resources I had read 
of others employing in lonely durance. 
The thought of the little personal appli¬ 
cation with which I had read them was 
bitter to me. But, on the third night, I 
began to notch a pannel in my door with 
my knife, with the number of days I had 
been confined;, but when the thought of 
my being thus utterly a captive, of my 
being so soon compelled to the very habits 
and movements of those who have wasted 
years in the sickness of deferred hope, the ; 

lingering; 
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lingering death of protracted solicitude,— 
the knife fell from my hand, and I burst 
into tears. Oh! let none talk, henceforth 
talk, of the powers of which the mind 
becomes conscious in solitude; of the 
utility of seclusion, and the discoveries 
which an inward acquaintance delights us 
with. Solitary man is conscious of nothing 
but misery and vacancy; it is the prin¬ 
ciple hostile and loathsome to nature, the 
lethargy of life, the grave of mind. 

Such was the general state of my feelings 
during my confinement. On the eleventh 
night, when they supposed me subdued by 
weariness, or impatience of confinement, 
as I was composing myself to rest, I thought 
I heard a. step. I started up in hope and 
fear;—it came near. No words can tell 
the state of mingled feeling with which 
I heard it certainly approach—saw light 
through the crevices of the door—heard 
the key turn in it—and its hinges grate. 

Freedom 
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Freedom could hardly repay me for such a 
moment—it was my father ! 

He approached with a slow, and, I 
thought, a timid step, holding up the light 
he bore, and glancing his eye around wist¬ 
fully and intently. I thought I saw others 
without. When he spied me, he bore up 
proudly, and I endeavoured to rouse my¬ 
self to the conference. “ Annibal, 55 said 
he, setting the light down, and fixing his 
eye on me, “ you find I am not to be 
provoked with impunity.” “ I find/ 5 said 
I, “ you can at least punish without 
provocation, or wherefore am I here?— 
For visiting a part of my paternal habi¬ 
tation ? For going where I could nei¬ 
ther intrude nor alarm ?’ 5 f<r That it was 
my will these apartments should not be 
opened, should have been enough for 
you. From whom can I expect obe¬ 
dience, if my own children bribe my ser¬ 
vants to transgress my orders ? And what/ 5 
said he, after a pause, “ what have you 

gained 
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gained by your rebellion ? What have you 
seen or done that was worth risking my 
displeasure ? Now, is your curiosity gra¬ 
tified ? You have seen nothing but dust 
and decay—nothing but what any other 
ruin could shew you/' There was such 
an unnatural calmness in his voice, that 
I was roused from my sullen negligence. 
I looked up. His eye was bent on me 
with a look so peculiar, as recalled at 
once his last words, and unfolded their 
meaning. I conceived at once that these 
questions were suggested to discover 
what 1 had seen and done, and discover¬ 
ed ; whether I had found any thing which 
other ruins do not always conceal. 

The discovery, that he was come, not to 
pity or to liberate, but to sift and examine 
one whom he believed confinement had 
tamed and enfeebled, at once depressed and 
strengthened me. My whole mind was rous¬ 
ed and revolted by this treachery. He ap¬ 
peared to me not as a father, but an as¬ 


sassin. 
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sassin, taking every advantage of a dis¬ 
armed victim ; and I determined to resist 
him with every remaining power, and send 
him back, abashed and defeated. Nor was 
I without hope of retaliating on him; for 
I had often heard of discoveries which it 
was the labour of thought to conceal, being 
made in the sudden confusion of rage, or 
the answer to an unexpected reply. 

“ Whatever discoveries I made,” said 
I, “ I should at least suppose your lord- 
ship was not interested in, and therefore 
could not suppose them the cause of your 
displeasure/’ “ You have then made dis¬ 
coveries,” said he, impatiently, “and why 
is it presumed that I am not interested in 
them ?” “I should at least hope you were 
not/’ said I, with malicious pleasure; “ but 
as your lordship has informed me there 
were no discoveries to be made—that I 
could see nothing more than what other 
ruins might contain, I must imagine that all 
I beheld was either an illusion or a trifle, 
and in either how can you be interested ?” 

His 
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His eye kindled, and his lip shook. 
“ Insolent wretch, you mock me; you 
exult in rebellion, because you ima¬ 
gine my power of punishing exhausted ; 
but you are deceived. I have other ter¬ 
rible means—others that you dream not 
of. Drive me not to resort to them. 
Remember they will not be temporary, 
for they are not employed to extort con¬ 
fession, but to punish obstinacy. No; 
I need not your confession, foolish boy—I 
know every thing you can know, and an ex¬ 
planation of them which you do not know; 
but I wish you to confess, that I may have 
an excuse for forgiving you, and remit¬ 
ting your punishment. Tell me, there¬ 
fore, how often you went with that lying 
dotard, whom death has fortunately shel¬ 
tered from my resentment—tell me what 
he said to you, and what he shewed you— 
tell me”- 

He stopped, as if he was betraying 
his expectation of too much. The im- 
1 pulse 
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impulse I felt at that moment I could 
not resist. I sat up, and fixing my eyes 
on him, “ If I told you/’ said I, “ you 
would either aggravate my confinement, 
or place me where there is a quiet ex¬ 
emption from all pain.” But when the 
impulse was gratified, I felt that what I 
had said was dangerous and foolish ; and 
I withdrew my eyes from him in con¬ 
fusion, “ If,” said he, in the voice of 
one determined to sacrifice his passions to 
his object, “ if I am thus formidable, 
why do you not fear me ? nor would you 
fear me in vain. Reflect how extensive 
my power is, and reflect you are within 
it. The resistance you have hitherto been 
enabled to make, you falsely ascribe to 
an imaginary strength of mind and prin¬ 
ciple, which, you conceive, no trial can 
subdue. Believe me, it is only owing to 
your trial having been not yet severe: 
(my heart sunk within me) you have 
been nursed in luxury, Annibal, and in 

the 
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the indulgence of a romantic spirit of 
contemplative seclusion. For you, there¬ 
fore, solitude has no pains, while unac¬ 
companied by those privations that ought 
to mark it as a state of punishment. 
While your food is plenteous and pala¬ 
table, and your means of rest and warmth 
commodious, solitude will be employed 
to subdue you in vain. But if these sti¬ 
mulants of fictitious courage be with¬ 
drawn ; if light, and warmth, and ample 
space, and liberty be denied you, you 
will find the courage which you imagin¬ 
ed the permanent offspring of principle, 
the short-lived dependant of local causes, 
too mean to enter into the account of 
the high motives of a hero in chains.” 

My heart sunk within me as he spake. 
How keenly true was his remark ! how su¬ 
perfluously cruel his irony ! Oh ! it is easy 
to resist those who are armed only with 
the common weapons of infliction; whose 
blows can be calculated and averted; who 

strike 
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strike at parts that are exposed to and 
prepared for common and daily assault. 
But when the torturer approaches you, 
armed with a superior knowledge of your 
nature; when he knows exactly what 
nerve will answer with the keenest vi¬ 
bration of pain ; what recess of weakness 
you most wish guarded and concealed, 
w T hat are the avenues and accesses to all 
the most intimate and vital seats of suf¬ 
fering ; n your nature—then, then is the 
pain—then is the hopeless fear—the de¬ 
spairing submission. Such I felt, yet 
such I still wished to conceal. 

I know you,” said I, “ to have great 
pow r er, and 1 believe you to have no mercy. 
Yet still I think I am not destitute of re¬ 
sources. My mind is yet unbroken, my re¬ 
sentment of oppression is inveterate, and 
my conscience is void of offence. This is 
my great stay and grasp. I will not declaim 
about the delights of innocence in a dun¬ 
geon ; J tis ridiculous, and unlike nature. 

I shall 
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I shall probably undergo much ; but what 
1 shall undergo will, I am convinced, be 
rendered tolerable by the great aids I 
have mentioned. I will not sleep better 
on flint than on down ; but, till my 
health is destroyed, I shall sleep calmly ; 
nor will I be afraid, as long as my dim light 
lasts, to look into the nooks and hollows 
of my dungeon, rude and dark as they may 
be ; nor, when I lie down, to listen to the 
changeful moanings of the wind, through 
its passages; to me it can tell nothing 
worse, than that the night will be dark and 
cold.” As I spoke, a hollow blast shook 
the door, and made the light blaze bicker¬ 
ing and wide. 

“ Will that be all ?” said my father, 
in a voice that struggled to be free, 
“ Are you sure of this ?” “1 will look 

around me,” said I; for my impulse to 
speak was strong and elevating, " even 
with sport on the fantastic things which 
darkness and my weak clouded sight will 

shape 
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shape out on the walls of my prison— 
perhaps my grave/* The images were 
with me as I spake, and I wept a few 
tears, not dejected/ but sad and earnest. 

“ Fantastic/' he murmured inwardly, 
“ do you call forms like these fantastic V 9 
u What ‘forms ?” said I starting in my 
turn. I looked up. His eyes wandered 
wildly round the chamber. He extended 
his arm, and again drew it back. He re¬ 
ceded on one foot, almost shrinking with¬ 
in himself, and declining till he pressed 
on me. “ What is it you watch/’ said b 
“ with such gesture?' 5 bending forward 
with strange expectation. “ Have you 
eyes, and do not see it ? 'tis you have 
done this ; you have brought it here. Why 
will you talk of these things; their men¬ 
tion always does this.” He reached his 
hand backward to grasp my arm, not for 
observation, but support—pointing with 
the other, and carrying it slowly round 
with the visionary motion he beheld. I 
was chilled with horror. It was the first 

time 
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time I had ever truly beheld a being la¬ 
bouring under the belief of the actual 
presence of a spiritual nature. My eyes 
followed his involuntarily, but I could see 
nothing but the dark hollow extremities 
of the room, darker from the dimness 
that came over me at that moment. 

“ Beckon not thus/' he continued to 
murmur ; €C this is not the spot—no—you 
cannot shew it—here, in this room, I am 
safe." 

Something too ghastly to be called 
a smile, was spread over his face. “ In 
the name of all that is holy, whom 
do you talk too, or what do you point 
at ?" “ Who is near me,” said he ? “Ila ! 
Annibal, why do you grasp my arm thus ? 
What is it you look at so fixedly ? there is 
nothing there—nothing, believe me." “I 
see nothing/' said I, “ but your language 
has amazed me ” “ Then look another 

way—you see there is nothing—I stretch 
out my arm, you see, and nothing meets 
it; but the shadows of these old rooms 

will 


THE FAMILY OF MQNTORIO. 


47 


will often shape themselves into strange 
array.” He passed his hand once or twice 
over my forehead. “ Annibal, when my 
spirits are thus wrought, I will some¬ 
times talk wildly. You must not heed 
me, or if you do, set it down to the ac¬ 
count of the anxiety you have caused 
me; and let that operate with other con¬ 
siderations on your compliance. AnnibaJ, 
disclose to me what you have seen and 
heard.” 

I was amazed and even incensed at 
a man’s thus turning from the fearful 
punishment of guilt, to secure its con¬ 
cealment by the most abject wiles. I 
I could not conceal my indignation. “ I 
have seen and heard,” said I, fervently, 
“ but now what confirms all my former 
discoveries.” These strong words roused 
hirn^at once from his ghastly abstraction. 
“ Dare you,” said he, sternly, “ dare you 
persist in this mockery of suspicion and 
insult: mockery it must be—you impose 
on your own credulity—you falsify your 


own 
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own convictions, that you may persecute 
and slander meyou have no proofs— 
what you have seen in the tower would 
not be admitted as such by any but a 
wild and wicked mind, that would sooner 
accuse a parent mentally of murder, than 
want food for its frantic rage for disco¬ 
veries.” “ You accuse me unjustly,” 
said I, amazed at the distinctness of his 
references, but willing to avail myself of 
his apparent wish to expostulate : “ what 
I have discovered was revealed to me by a 
train of events which I could neither 
control nor conjecture the issue of. By 
Heaven, I followed the pursuit with shrink¬ 
ing and reluctance, with more than the 
fears of nature, with a gloominess of 
presage and conviction, that 1 fear its 
consequences will verify on my head. 

The sights I beheld”-“ Sights!” 

he interrupted, ‘‘ there was but one- 
curse on the folly that tempted me to 
expose even that one. But who could 

have 
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have thought that cursed prying dotard 
would lead you to the very spot/’ All 
this was said with such involuntary quick¬ 
ness, I am persuaded he no more imagined 
I heard him, than a man does, w T ho acci¬ 
dentally answers his own thoughts aloud; 
but every word came to me as loud and 
distinct as if he had been bent to force 
their meaning on me* I believe he saw 
horror in my face; for starting back, he 
said in a rage, “ Your aspect is horrible 
to me; you would blast me with your 
eyes if you could. There is an expres¬ 
sion in them, worse than those that glared 
on me just now. What matters it, that 
you and they are silent, when ye can look 
such things. But you are not as they are. 
No, ) r cu I can lay hold on, and com¬ 
pel to stay, and to suffer. And remember, 
in this contest of persecution, you will 
fare the worst. I have means of infliction 
beyond all thought, beyond all belief. 
The spirit that resisted darkness and soli- 
vol. it. tude, 
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tude, may be bowed to scorn and debase¬ 
ment.—Wretch, you know not half my pow¬ 
er. You know not that I am in possession 
of a secret, the disclosure of which would 
send you forth a vagabond and a beg¬ 
gar, without name, and without portion ; 
scorn hooting at your heels, and famine 
pointing your forward view : that I have 
no tie to you, but a foolish one of habi¬ 
tual compassion : that to-night I might 
thrust you from my doors to want and 
infamy/' “ To want you might, but not 
to infamy. I would to heaven you 
would avow this secret, and thrust me 
out, as you threaten. Infamy may attach 
to me while bearing your name, and 
living in your crested and turretted 
slaughter-house; but were I suffered to 
make my own name, and establish my own 
character, I would ask only my honest 
heart, my strong hands, the sword you 
have deprived me of, and this precious 
picture, to animate me with noble 

thought,” 
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thought,”—In the enthusiasm of speaking, 
I drew the picture from my breast, f 
kissed it, and my hot tears fell on it. 
lie bent over to see it, carelessly I be¬ 
lieve; but, heavenly powers, what was 
the effect ! The visage with which a 
moment past he had beheld, or imagined 
he beheld, the form of the dead, was 
pleased and calm, compared to the ex¬ 
pression of mixt and terrible emotion ! 
The horror and wild joy ! The eagerness, 
and the despair with which he gazed on 
it for a moment, and then tried to tear it 
from me!—“ Where!—How, by what, 
what spell, what witchery, did you 
obtain possession of this ? Give it to 
me. I must have it.—Tis mine. Wretch, 
how did you dare ?—Youlcept it to blast 
and distract me. Struggle not with me, 

I would rend it from a famished wolf.” 

You shall not rend it from me,” said I, 
holding it tenaciously; “ it has been my 
companion in freedom and peace, it shall 

n 2 not 
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not be tom from me in prison ; I care 
not who sees it, or knows how I obtained 
it; I copied it from a picture in that tow¬ 
er ; the original is in my heart; the cho¬ 
sen and future mistress of it. I have 
vowed to seek her through the world, and 
I will keep my vow, if ever I leave this 
place with life.” “ Miserable boy, misera¬ 
ble, if this be true, you know not what 
you say.” He smote his hands twice or 
thrice with a look of distraction, and spoke 
evidently without fear and restraint. “ My 
crimes have cursed the world. The poi¬ 
son flows down to the skirts of our cloth¬ 
ing. Beings of another generation shall 
lay their load of sin on my head. Anni- 
bal, Annibal, hear my words; you have 
sunk my soul within me ; who but you has 
seen me thus humbled ? I speak not in 
passion or revenge; such revenge as your 
ill-fated passion might prepare for me, t 
shudder to think of. I do not wish to 
plunge your soul into utter condemna¬ 
tion. 
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(ion. Annibal, should you ever see (he 
original of this picture, fly from her, 
from her abode, her touch, her sight ; 
should her thought ever visit you, banish 
h as you would the hauntings of an evil 
spirit, as the tempting whisper of Satan 
himself; when it besets you, go to some 
holy man, and let him teach you penance 
and prayer of virtue to drive it utterly 
from your—remember this is the warning 
of him, who warns you in no weakness 
of love.” He paused, for he was hoarse 
with eagerness. “ Annibal, let me look 
on it, I pray you, let me look on that 
face, Annibal, ’tis but once more. I see 
it so often in flames and horrors, I would 
fain see it in peace, with the smile of life 
on it.” He spoke this with the dreadful 
calmness of habitual suffering. I held it 
to him with a cautious hand. “ Poor 
Erminia,” he murmured inwardly; and 
looked at it with that piteous and an¬ 
guished tenderness, with which we look 


on 
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on those, whose likeness recals their suf¬ 
ferings. Poor Erminia/' he continued 
to exclaim and to gaze. In the interval, 
I recovered my breath and my thoughts. 
ff If/’ said X, scarcely hoping an answer* 
<r the original be no more, what have 
I to dread from one who but resembles 
her ? The original is dead, and in her 
grave; and I am to fly from her sha¬ 
dow.” ' f No, no/’ said he in a low voice, 
“ she is not in her grave/' Again 1 per¬ 
ceived his eye fixing with that nameless 
and horrid vacancy, that bespeaks the pre¬ 
sence of an object, invisible to the com¬ 
mon organs of sight! Again, my blood 
ran cold. I adjure you,” said I, rising 
and holding him firmly, I adjure you, 
be not thus moved again; I cannot bear 
the sight of it. Your attendants are 
without; go hence, before it overcomes 
you. I cannot bear it. I am a captive, 
a lone, fearful being.—Your ghastly face 
will be with me in every corner; it will 
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be in my dreams. 5 ’ I could not move him. 
Ilis limbs appeared stiffened and wound 
up ; and the strong fixedness of his eye,, 
nothing could turn away. He appeared 
to talk with earnest gesture to some¬ 
thing that stood between him and the 
door; but his words were lost in inarti¬ 
culate murmurs as he attempted to speak. 
My eyes followed his to the same spot ; 
but though sharpened with fear almost 
to agony, they could distinguish nothing. 
“Aye/* said he, in that low, peculiar voice, 
“ I see it well enough ! Ye arenot of this 
element ! But now ye rose from under 
my feet; and now ye muster round that 
door!—Not gone yet—nor yet!—No, 
they are larger—darker—wilder! 55 He 

paused, but his terrors did not remit, nor 
could I speak. Then he added, in a 
deeper tone, with solemn enthusiasm, “ If 
ye indeed are real forms, that come with 
power, and for a definite purpose, stand, 
and I will meet you ; will meet you as I 
d 5 may 
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may ; for this hollow nodding and beck¬ 
oning cannot be borne! Stand there, 
and bear up to me visibly ; and I will try 
whether ye are truly as ye seem. I will 
meet you !—Now!—Now 7 !” He seized a 
light in each hand, and rushed furiously to 
the door. “ Gone, gone ! I will gaze no 
longer, lest some other shape rise up be¬ 
fore me.” As he retreated, he said, “ By 
heaven, they hear me without—they 
laugh at my folly—and you laugh, too, re¬ 
bellious wretch ! Tis you have brought 
me to this; your unnatural persecutions 
have subdued me to this weakness.” He 
quitted the room, leaving with me a con¬ 
viction that the plans of guilt are often 
frustrated by its terrors ; and its cowardice 
is an abundant balance for its malignity. 
But all the use of this lesson was lost in 
the fearful recollections that accompa¬ 
nied it. If the purport of his visit was 
to punish, it was indeed fulfilled. The 
terrible spectacle of a being writhing 

under 
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under the commission, or the conscious¬ 
ness of a crime, oppressed my mind, al¬ 
most as if I had been an agent in it: every 
wind that night brought to my ear, that 
low, strange voice in which he talked, 
as he believed, with beings not of this 
world; his wild, pale face was with me 
when I shut my eyes, when I opened 
them, it glided past me in the darkness; 
when I slept, I saw it in my dreams; but 
"joy came in the morning;” such joy, 
as no morninsr had brought to me since 
my confinement. Under the conduct of 
the monk, I was removed from that dreary 
room, and placed in another, in the same 
tower I conjectured, but more light and 
spacious ; and, for greater indulgence, 
to my continued importunities, I received 
for answer, I should be supplied with 
books. 

When he departed to fulfil his promise, 

I felt as if a new sense had been commu¬ 
nicated to me; a new light of hope had 
5 fallen 
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fallen upon life. There is no telling the 
freshness and novelty of my joy on the 
possession of this long-withheld resource, 
which 1 wondered I had ever thrown aside 
in neglect, or in vacancy, or in caprice ; 
which I wondered any one could believe 
himself unhappy, that was permitted to 
possess; which, above all, I wondered I 
had never felt the full value of, till that 
moment. During the hour that the 
monk delayed, I was too happy to glance 
at the probability of disappointment. I 
experienced a thousand glad and busy 
feelings. With the benevolence of joy^. 
I wished I could communicate my frame 
of mind to the loungers, who yawn over 
untasted libraries, to those whose eyes 
wander over a book, without a conscious¬ 
ness of their contents. To me, my ap¬ 
proaching employment seemed inex- 
haustable; I remembered the time, 
when I repined if I had not several books 
to make a selection from; but now, one 

appeared 
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appeared sufficient for the occupation of 
the whole day. 

I can pause, said I, over every sentence, 
and though its meaning be nothing new, 
or peculiar, to think on it will waken some 
corresponding train of thought within 
me; I shall arrive at some discovery, some 
new combination, orresemblance in objects 
unnoticed before; at least, the pursuit 
will amuse me. I shall be intently, delight¬ 
fully employed; and when I turn from my 
excursion of thought, to see I have yet 
so many pages to read; yet such a strong 
aid to interpose between me and the feel¬ 
ings of solitude, and the hour of darkness. 
Though reading had never been attended 
with such consequences, still my percep¬ 
tions were so new, that I was confident I 
would enjoy all this, and more, on the pos¬ 
session of this new treasure, and I deter*- 
mined to husbandmy store with judicious 
economy, not to suffer my eye to wander 
over a single page carelessly; I determin-r 

ed 
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eel to pause and to reflect, to tasfle and to 
digest with epicurean slowness. I almost 
wished my powers ofintelligence were 
slower, that I might be compelled to ad¬ 
mit more tardily, and to retain longer. 
At length, it came—the treasure—a sin¬ 
gle book—it was a library to me ; I scarce¬ 
ly waited to thank my grim attendant. I 
opened the book, and the delusion va¬ 
nished. So vehement was my literary ap¬ 
petite, and so long had been my famine, 
that I could no more restrain it, than the 
flow of a torrent; I hurried at once into 
the middle of my scanty repast, and found 
myself nearly half through it, before the 
execution of my deliberate plan would 
have permitted me to travel over a page. 
When all was finished, (early in the day) 
I reflected I had yet to read it over again ; 
and I began again, but soon found that 
my pleasure was diminished, even beyond 
the power of repetition to diminish it; 
£he uneasiness of a task was over me; I 

felt 
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felt that I must do this to enjoy tranquilli¬ 
ty. I could not raise my eyes with the 
happy vacancy of one, who knew he 
was not helplessly bound to a single re¬ 
source; I knew what I was doing, I 
must persist doing, even in default of at¬ 
tention and pleasure, and therefore, I did 
it irksomely. Besides, as darkness was 
coming on, many passages of a visionary 
tendency, on which in the tumult of my 
first pleasure, and in the broad light ofday, 
I had dwelt with peculiar satisfaction, I 
did not like venturing on now ; and they 
presented themselves to me on the open¬ 
ing of a page ; 1 scudded over them with 
a quick, timid eye, as if I feared they 
would assume some stronger characters 

C 

while I viewed them. 

On the whole, I even felt my positive 
pleasure less than I expected; my ideas 
were too confused and rapid for pleasure. 
I went on with blind admiration, and 
childish giddiness, swallowing passage af¬ 
ter passage, without pause or discrimina¬ 
tion. 
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tion. But even to reflect on this, afford¬ 
ed me employment, and employment was 
my object; of this I had abundance; the 
confusion of my ideas would not permit 
me to sleep ; I turned from side to side ; 
still I was repeating to myself passages I 
had read, and still I observed that those 
recurred which had interested me least. 
In a short time, all recollections became 
weary and tasteless to me from my fever¬ 
ish restlessness, and I heartily wished it 
all banished. When the castle bell tolled 
twelve, I listened with a momentary re¬ 
lief to the echoes, to the long deep echoes 
as they died away; the very recesses of 
my chamber seemed to answer them, and 
as they rolled off, I seemed to feel them 
spreading above, below, around; I listen¬ 
ed to them, till my own fancy filled up the 
pause of sound. Would that it had never 
left my ears. At that moment, a voice, in 
strong, distinct human sounds, shrieked, 
murder,murder, murder ! thrice, so near, 

that 
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that it seemed to issue from the very wall be¬ 
side me. I cannot tell you the effect of this 
cry; whatever disposition I might have felt 
to assistthe sufferer, to shout aloudin a voice 
of encouragement, to lament my confine¬ 
ment, and to tell them a human being who 
heard and pitied them, was so near, was 
al lrepelled by a sudden and inexpress¬ 
ible conviction, that the sounds I heard 
were not uttered by man. Whence this 
arose I could not explain, I could not 
examine; it would not be resisted, it 
would not be removed. It chained me 
up in silence; I could neither communi¬ 
cate, nor inquire into it. I could not 
even speak to my warden about it; I felt 
all day like a man, upon whose peace some 
secret is preying. I looked in deep op¬ 
pression around me, on the walls and win¬ 
dows, and dark corners of my room, as if 
they possessed a consciousness of what 
they had heard; as if they could pour out 
and unfold the terrible sounds they had 

swallowed. 
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swallowed. In the midst of this dejection 
I recollected my book; I took it up, and 
with diligence that deserved a better re¬ 
ward, I read every syllable of it again, 
and paused over the very expletives with 
a superstitious minuteness, that made me 
smile when I discovered it. But it would 
not do. All power of feeling pleasure 
had ceased. 1 was like the vulgar, who, 
when they are affected with any malady, 
complain that it is lodged in the heart; 
all the attention I could bestow still left 
a dull sense of inward uneasiness, which 
I could no* remove, and feared even to 
advert to. But long before night, 1 had 
finished even my book; still I was re¬ 
solved not to be “ tormented before the 
timeI resolved by every or any act of 
exclusion, to keep the idea of what I had 
heard away, till midnight, till I could 
keep it away no longer. Oh, you have 
never known the sickly strivings of soli¬ 
tude ! to dispose my scanty furniture in 

a thousand 
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a thousand shapes, the most distinct from 
use that can be conceived; to endeavour 
to walk up and down the room, confining 
my steps to one seam in the flooring; and 
when they tottered from its narrowness, 
to look behind, lest some strange hand 
was pushing me from my way; to trace 
the winding veins in the old wainscot, 
that amused and pained me with a re¬ 
semblance to the branching of trees and 
shrubs; to follow them where they could 
be seen, and feel them where they could 
not—these were the wretched resources 
of a situation that demands variety, yet 
deprives the spirits of all power as well 
as means to exercise it; and these wretch¬ 
ed resources were a relief in the horrible 
state of my mind ; nor could even that re¬ 
lief be long enjoyed. 

The hour came. For many minutes I 
remained silent, gasping, as if I was 
watching for the sound I dreaded. My 
book was open before me. I did not see a 

word 
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word in it. I felt the slow, yet progres¬ 
sive motion that brings you nearer an 
object of horror. I felt my hairs rising 
up. I felt my pores open, and the cold, 
creeping consciousness of the thing we 
cannot name, spreading over me. I heard 
a hissing in my ears. My eyes were 
involuntarily distended. I felt as if all 
the dark powers were invisibly, but per¬ 
ceptibly close to me—justpreparing to be^ 
gin their work—just in the intense silence 
of preparation. The hand of a little time¬ 
piece, that had been brought to me, mo¬ 
ved stilly on. Worlds would I have given 
for a sound when I saw it just touching 
on the hour. The castle bell tolled. It 
was but a moment; for I could have 
borne it no longer; and the voice again 
shrieked, murder! It was, if possible, 
more horrible than the preceding night; 
there was more of humam suffering in it 
—more of the voice of a man who feels 
the fingers of a murderer on his very 

throat 
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throat; who cries with the strength of 
agony, stronger than nature; who pours 
all his dying force into the sound that 
is the last living voice he shall utter. 
Even he who hears such a sound feels 
not what I did. Man, the actual sight of 
man, in the most dreadful circumstances 
in which man can behold or imagine him, 
is nothing to the bare fear, the suspicion, 
the doubt, that there is a being near 
you, not of this world. Between us and 
them there is a great gulph fixed, on the li¬ 
mits of which to glance or to totter, ismore 
terrible to nature than all corporeal suf¬ 
ferance. Of this mysterious sensation it 
is impossible to describe the quality 
or the degree. Its darkness, its remote¬ 
ness, its shapelessness, constitute its power 
and influence. Whether my mind 
w r as wearied by its own motions, I do 
not know; but I soon fell into a deep 
sleep. I know not how I was awakened; 
but I recollect it was so suddenly and tho¬ 
roughly 
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roughly, that I started up as I awoke, 
and became sensible in a moment. 
The monk was sitting opposite me. 
lie sat at the table, on which stood the 
time-piece and the lamp. His head rested 
on his hands, and he watched the time¬ 
piece in silence. My recollection came 
to me at once, and fully. I felt that at 
such an hour, such a visitor could have 
but one purpose. Oh ! who can tell the 
gush of horror that comes to the heart of 
the being that, lone and helpless, is wa¬ 
kened at midnight, and sees around the 
hard blank walls of his prison, and, be¬ 
side him, the face of his murderer, pale 
with unnatural thought, by his dim lamp¬ 
light. 

I sat up with the impulse, but not the 
power of resistance. 1 gazed on him 
earnestly. lie neither raised his head 
nor spake. I was amazed by his silence. 
It seemed to cast a spell over me. I 
had no power to break it. I could not 

speak 
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speak to him; yet my eyes remained 
fixed, and my thoughts seemed rapid in 
proportion to my inability to utter them. 
A thousand causes for his silence were 
suggested to me. He might be waiting 
the arrival of some assistant, who was to 
overpower my struggles, or help to thrust 
my corpse into some dark, remote hole, 
where no search would ever follow or 
find me; where the foot of a brother 
might tread over my dust, without a sus¬ 
picion of my fate. Perhaps he was a- 
waiting a signal to rush on me ; perhaps, 
till some new and horrible means of 
death should be brought in, and admi¬ 
nistered to me; perhaps—that was the 
worst of all—some such means had al¬ 
ready been applied, in my food,n)r while 
I slept; and he was come to watch its 
operation, to witness the bitterness of 
death, the twisted eye, the writhing fea¬ 
ture, the straining muscle, without giv- 
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ing the aid which all that retain the 
shape of man alike expect and afford. 

While these thoughts were yet in their 
height, the hand of the time piece point¬ 
ed to one. The monk extended his hand 
to it —it touched it—and he raised his 
head. “ Now I may speak,” said he, 
fixing his large heavy eyes on me. My 
former suspicion recurred. “ Then,” said 
I, “ I shall know my fate. Oh ! I feel that 
you are come to announce it; I feel that 
you are come to murder me.” He waved 
his hand with a melancholy motion. I 
had but one construction for all his mo¬ 
tions. “ Speak,” said I, “ I conjure you ; 
your eye is dark, and I fear to read it, 
or look into it. What is your pur¬ 
pose ?” “ Death,” said the monk:— 

“ Then I am to be murdered, murdered 
in this dark hole, without a chance, or 
struggle, or straw to grasp at for life ? 
Oh! merciful Heaven, Oh!” “What is 

it 
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it you fear?” said the monk rising:— 
“ my business is death; but not yours. 
What do you fear ? Look at this hand; 
years have passed since it held a wea¬ 
pon ; years have passed since blood has 
flowed in its veins.’’ I looked at his hand. 

I involuntarily touched it. It was deadly 
cold. I was silent, and awaited some ex¬ 
planation of his appearance or his words. 
“ My business is death; a business long 
deferred., longun finished. Under its pres¬ 
sure I have been called up, and kept wan¬ 
dering for many years, without hope, and 
without rest. I have had many pilgrimages 
without companion or witness: no one 
knew me, or sought my name or purpose. 
But my term is closing, and my task 
will soon be finished; for now I am 
permitted to come to you, and speak to 
you.” He spoke so slowly that I hack 
time to collect myself. I marvelled at 
his strange language. “ I know not what 
it is you mean, nor to what business 

you 
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you allude/' said I. ie If my senses are 
not impaired, you are Father Schemoli, 
the companion of my father." “ I am,” 
said he, in a peculiar tone, “ I am your 
father's constant companion ” " I know 

you well; you look pale and strange 
by this dim light, yet I know you. But 
what is the purport of your appearance 
at this hour, or of the words you have 
uttered, I know not." “ And do you 
only know me as Father Schemoli ? 
Have you seen me under no other ap¬ 
pearance ? Do you remember the last 
time you saw me ?” “ \ remember it 

well: it was in the west tower; you bore 
the light; you accompanied my father; 
I remember you well.” “ Had you ne¬ 
ver seen me there before?" “ Never; 
whatever I suspected, I never saw you 
there before." Beware—beware. What 
spectacle did you behold there, buried and 
mouldering in one of the passages?* 
t€ I saw a terrible sight there," said I, 

shuddering; 
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shuddering; “ but it was removed on 
my last unlucky visit to that place.” 
“No; you saw it, though in -another 
form—saw it as plain as you see me 
now/' “ I know not what you mean. 
Your voice chills ine, but I do not un¬ 
derstand you/' “ You will not understand 
me ; look on my eyes, my features, my 
limbs/' said he, rising, and spreading him¬ 
self out, “ the last time you beheld them, 
they were fleshless, decayed, and thrust 
in a noisome nook; yet still the strength 
of their moulding, and shape, and cha¬ 
racter, might strike an eye that was less 
quick, and gazed not so long as yours." 
As he spoke—was it fancy, or the very 
witchery of the time and place ?—his 
eyes, his mouth, his nostrils, all the hol¬ 
lows of his face became deeper and 
darker; as the sickly glare of the lamp 
fell on the skin of his shorn head, it looked 
tense and yellow, like the bones of a skull, 
and the articulations of the large joints of 
VOL. II. e his 
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his up-spread hands, seemed so distinct 
and bare, as if the flesh had shrunk from 
them. I swallowed down something that 
seemed to work up my throat, and I tried 
to resist the effect of his words and ap¬ 
pearance; for it outraged my belief and 
my senses to a degree that no local ter¬ 
rors, no imposition, or fantasy of fear 
could justify. “ Is this mockery or frenzy ? 
Is it my ears or eyes you would abuse ? 
If I understand you, you mean something 
that could not be imposed on the belief 
of a child, or of superstition itself. You 
would make me believe, that you, whom 
I have seen exercise all the functions, 
whom I have seen going in and out a- 
mongst us, are a being who has been dead 
for years—that you now inhabit another 
form—that the flesh which I felt a mo¬ 
ment past is not substantial. Do you 
think that durance and hardship have de¬ 
based me to such weakness ? Do you 
believe my mind cramped and shackled 

like 
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like my body ? Or, do you believe, even 
if it were, that my senses are thus en¬ 
feebled and destroyed—that I cannot 
hear, and see, and feel, and judge of the 
impressions objects ought to make on 
those senses, as well as if it were not 
now midnight, and in this dark hold, and 
by this single dim light ? Away ! I am 
not so enfeebled yet/’ He heard me 
calmly. “ You, who wish to judge only 
by the evidence of your senses, why do 
you not consult that of your hearing 
better ? Have you never heard this voice 
before ? and where have you heard it ?” 

Yes,” said T, with that solemnity of 
feeling which enforces truth from the 
speaker, “ Yes, I feel I have; but whe¬ 
ther my perceptions are confused by 
fear, or my memory indistinct, I cannot 
recal when. I hear it like a voice I have 
heard in a dream, or like those sounds 
which visit us in darkness, and mingle 
with the wind; yet I feel also it is not 
e 2 the 
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the voice with which you speak in the 
family/’ 

I was gazing at him while I spake, 
as if I could find any resemblance in his 
face, that could assist me to recal the 
former tones of his voice. He fixed him¬ 
self opposite to me—he turned his eye 
full on me. “ What voice/’ said he, “ was 
that which bore witness to Michelo’s fears 
in the west turret, that your father’s 
vengeance was terrible ? What voice pass¬ 
ed you on the winds of darkness, when 
you watched at the tomb of Orazio ? 
What voice rung in the ears of the dying 
man, f Woe and death/ when you knelt 
beside his bed ? What voice shrieks, 

* Murder/ every night, from a depth ne¬ 
ver measured even by the thought of man 
since these walls were raised ? Is it not 
the voice which speaks to you now ?” His 
voice had been progressively deepening 
till its sounds were almost lost; but in the 
last question it pierced my very sense 

with 
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with its loudness. His form was outspread, 
and almost floating in the darkness. The 
light only fell on his hands, that were 
extended and almost illuminated. All the 
rest was general and undefined obscurity. 

I was lost in wonder and fear, such as can 
only be felt by those who suddenly find 
their secrets in possession of another; 
who find all that they had thought im¬ 
portant to acquire or to conceal, the sport 
of another, who sports with it and them. 

“ Blessed Virgin ! who are you ? where 
were you concealed ? how did you follow 
me ? who uttered these sounds, or if it 
was you— ?” “ You cannot admit things 

that would outrage the credulity of an 
infant, or of superstition ; you cannot 
believe that I have assumed other forms 
than that I now bear; you are prepared 
with your reasons, and your answers, and 
your arguments, physical and sage, and 
able to solve all appearances and objects 
you may witness/' Hepursuedderisively— 

“ You 
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You can tell me, then, what form 
every night visits the burial-place in the 
old chapel ? Whom did you behold when 
you ventured into the vault ? Whom did 
vou see in the passages of the west 
tower ? Who waved the shadowy arm, 
and pointed the eye of life from the dead 
wall on you ? Who shut, and you could 
not open, the door of the vault ? Who, 
when I discovered your pretence for 
breaking into the secrets of the dead, 
was but a weak and unhallowed curiosity 
—who removed with steps not unseen, 
from that tower, to the dark and un¬ 
blessed lair, from which my cry every 
night reaches your ears ? And if you can¬ 
not tell this, what is he who can ?” 

When 1 heard these words, fear, and 
every other sentiment they might have 
inspired, were lost in the prospect they 
opened of satisfying my doubts, my 
wonder, my long, restless, unsated curio¬ 
sity. I cannot tell you the effect this 

enumeration. 
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enumeration, so distinct, so well-remem¬ 
bered in its parts, produced on me. The 
predominant feeling of my nature revived 
and arose within me. Images so remote, 
so obscure, never recalled without per¬ 
plexity and doubt, were now with me 
as if just bursting into light. A hundred 
inquiries were on my tongue, a hundred 
wishes were in my heart. 1 was all rest¬ 
less, glowing expectation. Who, to see 
my ardent eyes (for I felt them kindle 
in their sockets) and out-spread hands, 
who could have believed I was addressing 
such a being—a being formed, in his most 
favourable aspect, to repel, not to at¬ 
tract ,* and now arrayed and aggravated 
in the mist, and dimness, and shapeless 
terrors of a supernatural agent. 

“ Have you indeed this knowledge ? 
Are you indeed the being Michelo's sus¬ 
picions pointed to, and my own hopes, 
and fears, and doubts have so long been 
seeking ? Can you make these rough 

places 
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places, I have 'wandered on so long, plain 
to me ? Shall my feet stumble on the 
dark mountains no longer? Will you tell 
me all—all I wish to know— all (you 
can discover) I want to know ? If you 
can do this, I will believe you, I will 
worship you, and revere you. Take me 
but out of this house of darkness, and 
durance, and guilt; give me but to know 
what it has been the torment and the 
business of my existence to know; let 
me learn if I am the dupe of fear and 
credulity ; or, as a better confidence lias 
sometimes whispered, set apart for some¬ 
thing great, and high, and remote; let 
me know this, and I will bind myself tp 
your service, I will, by all that is sacred, 
I will bind myself by some tie and 
means so awful, that even you, with all 
your awfulness of character and purpose, 
shall hold it as sacred, and tremble to hear 
it.*’ 

In the eagerness of speaking, I did not 

perceive 
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perceive my declining lamp. I was drawn 
to it by his eye. “You do not speak/' 
said I, “ my lamp is going out. Oh ! 
speak before it goes out; for then,, per¬ 
haps, I shall tremble to hear your voice, 
and wish you away; speak, I conjure 
you: it is a dreadful thing to be left in 
darkness with such feelings stirred with¬ 
in me; satisfy them before you depart: 
are you going ? or does the dying light 
deceive me ?” 

I could only see his eyes and his hands,. 
that beckoned with a fitful motion in* 
the flashing light. “ That lamp warns 
me away. I must go to my other task: : 
I must go to watch at your fathers bed¬ 
side. 5 ' The tone in which he uttered 
this convinced me he did not speak it 
in his earthly capacity.. The lamp went 
out. I saw him no more, nor heard him 
more. He disappeared in the darkness, , 
without the closing of a door, or the sound - t 
of a step. 


E: 5 : 
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Gracious Heaven ! what a sensation came 
over me when I felt myself alone after 
what I had heard and seen! I shrunk 
into my cloak. I wished sight, and hear¬ 
ing, and memory utterly extinct. 1 felt 
1 had acquired a strange treasure. I felt 
that the visit and the communications I 
might probably receive were supernatural 
and marvellous; but I feared to look in¬ 
to my mind; I dreaded to think On them ; 
they were all too wild and darkly shaped 
to be the companions of night and soli¬ 
tude. I wished to think deeply of what I 
had witnessed; but not till morning. I 
longed for a deep, heavy sleep, to ease 
my dizzy head, that throbbed, and whirled, 
and rung, till, grasping it with both 
hands, I tried to shut every avenue of 
thought and sensation. It was a dismal 
night. I heard the clock strike every 
hour. Morning* broke; and when I saw, 
at length, the sun, bright and chearful, 
shining on my walls, I lay*down to rest 

with 


THE FAMILY OF MONTORIO. 


85 


with a confidence, a satisfaction of mind, 
that I believe ,1 never shall again feel 
going to rest at'night. 

Father Schemoli visited me, as usual, 
in the day. There was not a trace of 
last night’s business in his countenance. I 
shrunk when he entered, yet soon sur¬ 
prized at his silence and unaltered look,. 

I spoke to him, spoke of last night, first 
with questions of general import. These 
received no answer. I became more 
anxious; I inquired, I demanded, I in- 
treated in vain. After staying the usual 
time, he departed, without relaxing a 
muscle, without uttering a sound, or in¬ 
dicating, by look or gesture, that he even 
understood me. lie departed, leaving me 
in that unpleasant state in which yo\i be¬ 
gin to question the evidence of vour own 
senses, and doubt whether the objects'of 
your solicitude were not the shadows of 
a dream. 

The day passed on. Evening came, 
1 with 
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with a train of sad and dusky thoughts. 
I could not exclude them. I ceased to 
attempt it. My mind had either sunk 
under the languor of a long and vain 
resistance, or had become familiarized to 
objects once so strange and repulsive to 
our nature. They seemed to me the 
proper furniture of my prison. I 
hung over them in gloomy listlessness, 
without shrinking, or repelling them as 
I first endeavoured. Of a mind in this 
state, no wonder the sleeping thoughts 
were as dark as the waking. Indeed, all 
my thoughts, at that gloomy time, floated 
between vision and consciousness. 1 
have often started from a point where 
their pursuit has led me, and asked my¬ 
self, Was it the dark object of a dream? 
That night, weary with the watching of 
the last, I threw myself on my narrow 
bed as soon as it was twilight. I had 
scarce closed my eyes, when I was in¬ 
vested with all those strange powers 

which 
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which sleep gives, beyond all powers of 
life. 

I thought Michelo was still alive, and 
that he led me to the apartments of the 
west tower. They were decorated gaily 
and magnificently, and filled with crowds, 
who turned their eyes on me, as if some¬ 
thing was expected from my arrival. I 
passed through them till I arrived at the 
chamber, that chamber whose ominous 
stains told me of dangers my curiosity 
or my fortitude defied. It was more 
magnificent than the rest. At the head 
of a sumptuous table sat my uncle and 
his wife, such as 1 had seen them in their 
portraits, gay, and young, and splendid. 
At a distance, they appeared to be smil¬ 
ing around them, and on each other; 
but as I drew near them, the smile was 
altered into a strange expression. It 
seemed an effort to conceal the sharpest 
agony. I came still nearer, and fear 
began to mingle with my feelings. As I 

approached 
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approached, my uncle seized my hand, 
and drew me to him, then, withdrawing 
his gay vest, shewed me his breast pierced 
with daggers, and splashed with blood. 
I shuddered; but while I was yet gazing 
on him, he snatched one of the daggers 
from his side, and plunged it into that of 
his wife. She fell, dying, beside him; 
and, with one of those sudden changes, 
that in dreams excite no wonder, he 
suddenly became Father Schemoli, his 
head shorn, and his habit that of a monk, 
and chaunted the requiem over the corpse 
of his wife. It was echoed by a thou¬ 
sand voices. I looked around me; the 
company, so gay and festive, were chang¬ 
ed into a train of monks, with tapers and 
crosses, and the apartment was a vault. 
As I gazed still, the lights grew blue and 
pale; slowly, but perceptibly, the body 
decayed away, and became a skeleton, 
wrapt in a bloody shroud, The band of 

monks 
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monks faded away, as I looked on 
them, into a ghastly troop, with the as¬ 
pects of the dead, but the features and 
movements of the living. Their eyes- 
became hollow, their garments a blue 
discoloured skin; the hands that held 
their tapers, as yellow and as thin as 
they. Still I gazed, while they all around 
me, and standing on a single point of 
ground; I beheld them all go down,, 
their forms deadening in the gloom, and 
the last sound of their requiem coming 
broken, and faint, and far from beneath. 
The whole scene was then changed, and I 
found myself wandering through rooms, 
spacious, but empty and dreary. From 
the floor, from the wainscot, from every 
corner, I heard my name repeated, in 
soft, but distinct accents, Annibal, Anni- 
bal. It came to me from every side. 
Pursuing it, but yet scarce knowing the 
direction, I followed it from room to 
room, At length, I was in one that had 
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an air of peculiar loneliness in it. The voice 
ceased ; and there ran a hissing stillness 
through the room, as if its object were 
attained. I looked around me, expecting- 
ly. On the centre of the room a sump¬ 
tuous cloak was spread. I approached it, 
conscious that this was the point and end 
of my wanderings. I knew not why— I 
raised, but dropt it again, shrinking; for 
a bloody corse lay beneath. I was re^ 
treating, but the garment began to move 
and heave ; and the figure extending a 
hand, seized mine—I could not withdraw 
it—and drew me under that blood-drop¬ 
ping covering by it. The floor sunk down 
below us, and I found myself in a passage, 
low, and long, and dark. The figure glided 
on before me, beckoning me to follow. 
Far onward I saw a dim, blue light. I 
followed the mangled form. We came 
into a place resembling a chapel. I again 
saw my uncle standing beside an altar. 
The tapers on it burned with that strange 

light 
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light I had seen. There was a fearful 
contrast between the furniture of the 
chapel, which was gay and bridal, and the 
figure of the cavalier, and that of a lady 
who sat near the altar, wrapt in a shroud 
and cearments; the cavalier approached 
her, she rose, my uncle advanced, and 
began to read the marriage service. The 
cavalier held forward his bloody arm; 
the lady extended her hand—it was Ermi- 
nia. I said mentally, “ Is this a mar¬ 
riage ?” I rushed forward with a wild 
feeling of jealousy and fear. The lady saw 
me, she shrieked, she darted from the 
altar, and catching my hand, led me to 
my uncle. He gazed at me a moment, 
then clasping me in his arms, I beheld 
him again changed into father Schemoli. 
I shrunk from his embrace, twisting my¬ 
self from him with motions of horror and 
reluctance. 

I awoke with the struggle, and beheld 
the monk again seated opposite me ; and 

watching 
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watching the time-piece, by the lamp 
that was not yet extinguished; with the 
full wakefulness of horror, I bent for¬ 
ward to see if my hour was yet come—it 
was past twelve. I felt a satisfaction at 
it, that even the presence of my visitor 
could not check. lie spoke not, as on the 
former night; and his silence again 
bound me up. It was a strange and so¬ 
lemn form; we gazed on each other in¬ 
tently : I had no more power to with¬ 
draw my eyes from, than to speak to him. 
Whoever had beheld us, would have be¬ 
lieved me bound by a spell, till his dark 
eye was turned to me, and his finger ex¬ 
tended to dissolve it. The images of my 
dream were with me still, so strongly, 
that he scarce seemed to make a stronger 
impression on me by his real, than his 
visionary presence ; he ceased to be an 
agent, but appeared come to be an inter¬ 
preter. Again, as the hand of the time¬ 
piece pointed to one, he raised his eye> 

and 
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and said, “ Now I may speak.” ct What 
is it / 5 said I,* familiarized to his appear¬ 
ance, “ What is it forbids you to speak 
till this season ? You seem to have a 
strange freedom given you at this hour. 
I adjure you, to speak to me in the day, 
when our conference will be more natu¬ 
ral, and like that of man; but you love 
to glide on me in darkness ancl sleep; 
to look on with strange eyes, to talk to 
me with the voices of sleep or of fancy.” 

That is, because in this form, my pow¬ 
ers are limited ; I cannot speak when I 
would, nor to whom. I am only per¬ 
mitted that at a certain hour, and to 
but one human being. This heavy ves¬ 
ture I am wrapped in, presses on me, 
and checks my movements; but *tis but 
the weeds of a pilgrim-spirit, and enough 
has at times glimmered through it, tQ 
give token of its strange tenant.” What 
is it you speak of—what it that restrains 
and presses on you?” a This form 

of 
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of seeming flesh and blood, that bears 
about an imprisoned and penanced spirit.” 
Gracious heaven, how he looked at that 
moment ; so sad, so dim, so visionary. 
My eye scarcely fixed his form, that seem¬ 
ed to mingle with the darkness that sur¬ 
rounded it. “ Penanced, indeed,” said I, 
shuddering with partial belief, “if im¬ 
mured in such a form. But how wild, 
how monstrous a fiction would your words 
intimate. Gracious heaven, preserve my 
reason while I look at you ; save me from 
credulity, that would deprive me of the 
very use of my senses ; that would make 
me the victim of a horrid, and impossible 
dream. What might I not be impelled 
to do, if I could believe you ? You 
might make me a murderer, were I re¬ 
signed to your influence. No—this mid¬ 
night visiting, and the terrors with which 
you would fill me, are but the beginning 
of sorrows, my unnatural father threatens 
jne with. I see the malice of this perse¬ 
cution. 
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cution. Solitude and confinement, and 
the privation of all that attends my rank 
and time of life, have been employed, 
and failed to subdue my mind; and now 
he sends you, you, whom nature or ha¬ 
bit has indeed made fit for a messenger 
of horror; he sends you to depress and 
terrify me ; he causes voices to shriek in 
the passage ; and sends"a face, like the vi¬ 
sage of the damned, to stare at me, when 
I start from my sleep. Gracious hea¬ 
ven/' said I, rising, and stung with heat 
and anguish of increasing fear, “ how I 
am beset; these are not his last resources; 
he will persecute me to madness. I 
shall shriek existence away in this den; 
my eye-strings will burst at some horrible 
sight; I shall die the death of fear, and 
die it in solitude. Oh, turn your face 
away ; I see, I feel, a smile of mockery and 
torment through all your silence. I know 
it, I know you will be here to-morrow 
night; I shall hear your shrieks rising 

through 
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,'r.VAigh the darkness, and winds of night. 
Ihen you will stand beside me in some 
altered shape, or perhaps drag me from 
my sleep.” I had worked myself to a 
frame, that felt and witnessed all it de- 
cribed. “ Away,” I cried, dashing my¬ 
self on my bed, and hiding my head ea¬ 
gerly in my cloak, “ away, I will shut 
mine eyes, and not. look upon you.” “ If 
this was intended,” said he calmly, “ why 
did I not do it before, when the impres¬ 
sion would have been more forcible from 
its being unlooked for ? And why do I 
throw a veil over the visioned form of 
my nature, and confer with you, as man 
with man ? If my purpose were to ter¬ 
rify, would I have acted thus?” “ I know 
not; ’tis your office and habit to deal in 
mystery, to torment with perplexity; 
if it be not, why will you not explicitly 
declare your purpose, and begone. This 
chamber is dark enough without your 
presence.—Yet do not,” starting up, and 

grasping 
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grasping his hand, “ do not to-night; t** 
morrow, speak to me to-morrow at noon, 
and I will listen to you/' “ To-morrow at 
noon I cannot; I shall be laid in my dark 
and bloody lair; I cannot walk in the light 
of noon, nor utter a voice that may be 
heard by man/' “ Your outward form/' 
said I, “will be here.'’ “ It will be but my 
outward form, 5 ’ said he. “ But why this 
necessity for night and solitude? Are 
you an owl, or a raven, that must haunt in 
ruins, and hoot by moonlight only.'’ “ I 
have a darker tale to tell than the owl that 
sits on the desolate ruin; than the ra¬ 
ven that beats heavily at the window of 
the dying.” “ Then forbear to tell it, for 
I will not hear it, and leave me ; the ter¬ 
rors of solitude, and my own thoughts 
are enough.” “You did not think when 
you forced old Michelo to the West tow¬ 
er, to watch with you at the tomb, when 
you pursued me from haunt to haunt, and 
almost saw me at the task, which may not 
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be seen.” I was not then,” said I, “ con¬ 
fined in this prison “ and therefore I was 

not permitted to speak to you.” “ Strange 
being, who can at once lead on and repel ; 
who can so qualify fear with curiosity ; 
who just know when to strengthen while 
you seem to remit all influence. I feel 
I can resist no longer. You are possess¬ 
ed of every avenue to the human mind ; 
you can make me fear, and desire, and 
retreat, and pause, and advance as you 
will; even when I think I dread you 
most, you can make an appeal to some 
secret and cherished object of pursuit or 
desire, that distracts me with curiosity, 
that subdues me to concession and in- 
treaty. I feel my heart, and mind, and 
fate are at your disposal, or your sport. 
You have been with me in solitude; you 
have seen me, when no eye saw me; you 
have ovei’-heard my thoughts, when they 
were not uttered. Go on, tell me what 
you will; tell me what I am to do, or to 
2 know 
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know—go on ; I fear, I feel I must believe 
it all.” cff Tis twenty years, since I was 
what you are now T , a mortal, with mortal 
passions and habits. Tis twenty years , 
since my blood flowed, or my pulses beat 
with life; when they did, their current 
was keen and fiery; I lived the life of 
sin and folly. Heaven and holy things 
were far from my thoughts. The power 
whom I forsook, forsook me: I was given 
over to a reprobate mind. My life was 
passed in a blaze of wickedness, and cut 
off" with an end of blood. I was dragged 
to the grave by murderous and unhallowed 
hands; hands, like my own, on fire with 
wickedness, and drunk with blood; hands 
that I am appointed to see every night 
held up for pardon, and to tell they are 
held up in vain. My body was thrust 
into the hole where you found it, and 
my soul-” Where did it go ? I ad¬ 

jure you, stop not there;—tell me, where 
did your soul depart to "I must not 
vol. ii. f tell. 
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tell, nor could you hear the secrets of the 
world of shadows ; my taskers, who are 
ever around me, would flash upon your 
sight, and sweep me away before you, if 
I told their employment. The bare sight 
of them would shrivel you to dust, and 
heap this massy tower in fragments over 
your head; you must not cross me with 
these questions, nor interrupt me while 
I speak; my time is short, and my words 
measured to me; but of this be as¬ 
sured, no visions of moon-struck fancy ; 
no paintings of the dying murderer; no 
imagings of religious horror have touched 
upon theconfines of the world of woe. Af¬ 
ter a term of years, (during which itwas a 
remission of sufferance, to ride the night¬ 
mares through the dark and sickly air ; to 
hide me in the foldings of the sick man’s 
curtains, and slowly rise on his eye, when 
his attendants withdrew, till he shrieked 
to them to return; to wail and to beckon 
from flood, and fell, and cavern, till the 

wildered 
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ildered passenger, or wandering child 
of despair, plunged after me, and with 
dying eye saw who had waved them on 
to do the loathed service of the foulest 
of fiendish natures, the incubus, and the 
vampire, and the goule; to bring them 
from the various elements which have 
swallowed them ; their unutterable food, 
our own corrupted remains : to see the 
very worms conscious, and dropping from 
the prey; to feel the pain of our own 
flesh devoured with mortal sensation not 
all extinguished, like the faint feelings of 
pain in sleep, just vexing our dreams, 
and warring on the outworks of sensa¬ 
tion)—after a term of years thus passed, 
one night, when the evil ones were lord¬ 
ing it in the upper air, driven on by the 
flaky forks of the lightning, the sharp- 
bolted shot of the hail, and the hollo, and 
shout, and laughter of the revelling host 
of darkness, I shrunk into the recess of a 
mountain, and called upon its riven and 
f 2 rocky 
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rocky bowels to close upon me; but I 
was driven still onward; the sides of the 
mountain groaned under the fire-shod and 
hooky feet of my pursuers. I pressed on 
through the dark passages, through se¬ 
crets of nature never seen bv sun, closr- 
ged by the dews, parched with the airs, 
seared with the meteor fires of this dun¬ 
geon of the fabric of the world; till 
through an aperture that would admit all 
the armies, I flew into a vast plain, in the 
centre of the mountain, where piles of 
smouldering and charmed rock, inscribed 
with forbidden names, repelled the escape 
even of a disembodied spirit. I believed 
this to be my final bourne, and almost 
thought with hope, that the last thunders 
would dash even this adamantine prison 
to dust; but I was deceived, yea, though 
a spirit unblessed, I was deceived by 
hope. This had been a vast plain, where¬ 
on, in elder time, stood a vast city, with 
all its inhabitants; they were idolatrous 

and 
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and wicked, and invoked the powers, and 
studied the arts of the dark and nether 
world. 

Therefore, the supreme power had in 
his wrath caused a vast body of volcanic* 
fire to rise out of the centre of the city, 
which had consumed it, with all its inha¬ 
bitants, in one night, while the stones, 
and mineral masses, and solid fire spread¬ 
ing around, and arching over it, formed a 
mountain around it, and hid its name, and 
place, and memory from man for ever 
and ever. It was now the favoured haunt 
of unclean spirits; none others could 
find their way to it, and live. There I 
saw forms that must not be named, nor 
how employed; I shrunk into a recess, 
from the abhorred lights; but there I 
found that my flight had been involun¬ 
tary, that nothing was less meant than a 
respite from pain, and that even the 
sport of devils must have malignity. 
In that recess, a volume of fire, fed with 

other 
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other substance than earthly fire,, sent up 
its long, flaky spires, of green, and pur¬ 
ple, and white; around it, impressed on the 
rock, and flashing out in its shifting light, 
were the forms of men in solid sulphur, 
or molten mineral, or those fused and 
mingled bodies, the monstrous birth of 
volcanic throes; they were a company 
of sorcerers, that were met to do their 
dark rites on the very night that they 
were caught, and blasted by fires from 
the nether world. They remained fixed 

mi 

around a magic fire they had raised, each 
in the very form and attitude in which 
punishment overtook them, melted into 
the walls of the vast temple of magic, 
where they were assembled and which 
was now a cavern in that inward region ; 
each still bore the frown, and the awe of 
the potent hour in their smouldering 
faces; each still was armed with sigil, 
and teraph, and talisman. In the heart 
of the fire, lay a human body, uncon¬ 
sumed 
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sumed for two thousand years; for they 
had but partially raised it for some magic 
purpose, when they were destroyed; and 
till the spell was reversed, the body must 
continue there for ever. But they were now 
compelled by a stonger power than their 
own, by the power of my companions, 
to waken from that sleep of horrid ex¬ 
istence, to renew the unfinished spell, and 
to raise the corse that lay in the flames. 
They obeyed, for they could not resist 
the words of power; and they felt that 
their crime was become their punish¬ 
ment. It was a sight of horror, even for 
an unblessed soul to see them. Rent 
from the smoking rocks, that they wished 
might fall on them, and hide them; their 
forms of metallic and rocky cinder, where 
the human feature horribly struggled 
through burnt and blackening masses, 
discoloured with the calcined and dingy 
hues of fire, purple, and red, and green ; 
their stony eyes rolling with strange 

life; 
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life; their sealed jaws rent open by 
sounds, that were like the rush tof sub¬ 
terrene winds, moving around the fire, 
whose conscious flakes pointed and 
wound towards them. The spell was 
finished—the corse was released, and the 
living dead re-inclosed in their shrouds of 
adamant. Then words were uttered, and 
characters wrought, which no man could 
hear and live; and I, for further pe¬ 
nance, was compelled to enter the body 
to which the functions of life * v/er^ re¬ 
stored; and to which I must be confined,} 
till my term of sufferance was abridged 
by the interment of my bones, and 
the punishment of my mortal mur¬ 
derer.” <f Stop, stop,” said I, vehemently, 
I can listen no more.—-!Uy head is reel¬ 
ing—my eyes are flashing—while you 
continue to speak, while I look on you, 
my breath is lost.—Can man believe these 
things ?” I repeated to myself, " can man 
believe these things ? But, Oh,” again I 
* said 


THE FAMILY OF MONTORIO. 


105 


said internally, “ can man invent thete 
things?'" “ Yes/’ it continued, “ thest 
are massive bones of the elder time; 
this tawney skin was darkened by a sun 
two thousand years older than that which- 
lit you yesterday. It was the body of an 
inhabitant of that ancient city, that was 
raised to be employed in the dark doings 
of witchery, on the very night of its de¬ 
struction. Oh, think what it is to be 
again pent in sinful flesh, without the 
power or desires of life ; to look on the 
world through the dim organs of death; 
to see men, as shadows moving around me, 
and to be a shadow amongst them ; to feel- 
all the objects and agents of life striking 
on my quenched perceptions, as faintly 
as the images of sleep—but to be terri¬ 
bly awake to all that imagery, those mo¬ 
tions that are hid from man—when I sit 
among you, to see the forms, and hear 
the voices I do; to converse with the dead, 
and yet wander among the living; how can 

I lose 
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I lose this dread sense of another state 
of existence ? It can be acquired by 
no living being, but can never be lost by 
the dead—if any dead are tasked like me. 
I cannot tell you what words are whisper¬ 
ed to me, nor what shapes are beside me 
now.” 

Alternate bursts of enthusiasm and 
-fear were visiting my mind, like the al¬ 
ternate rush and ebb of an ocean-wave, 
as he spoke. I had uttered my last words 
under the influence of fear, and now, 
I spoke alike involuntarily, under 
the other impulse. You can, you must 
let me behold those froms; I must hear 
those sounds. Arc the secrets of another 
world so near me, and cannot I lay hold 
on them ?” “ You cannot; these things 

man may not behold, and live.” I would 
hazard life itself/’ said I, with frantic eager¬ 
ness, “ to look on them.’’ Mortal, per¬ 
verse and fond, you would throw away 
life to feed an unhallowed curiosity; and 
you listen, without emotion, to a spirit in 

despair 
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despair,, that cries to you for remission 
and rest from the pit where there is no 
water.” i€ Me ?—to me this appeal ? 
Who cries to me ?—What must I do,, or 
how am I involved ? Oh! do not call on, 
do not come to me. I fear the snares 
of death are gathering about me, while 
I confer with you. Be satisfied; you 
have filled me with horrors; you have 
kindled in my mind a fire that can ne¬ 
ver be quenched.—Be satisfied, and de¬ 
part. This is a wild hour, full of dark 
thoughts, and hauntings from the power 
of evil. Leave me. I have heard too 
much; I have thought too much.” No 
I cannot leave you ; I must not leave 
you. Every night my visit must be re¬ 
peated ; every night my tale must be 
told perhaps by other voices than mine. 
Long was the name of my deliverer with¬ 
held. I was driven around the world for 
years, the sport of the elements, the out¬ 
cast of man, unknown by, and unknow- 


in 
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ing all, yet compelled every night to 
visit the place where my bones decay, 
unblest; and measure every night, with 
groans that would thrill a spirit to hear, 
the ground to the chapel, with my strange 
load, rend up the earth with my own 
hands, and place it in an unhallowed 
grave, while the fiends, who watch the 
lost souls in those vaults, with howl, and 
charmed tapers, mocking the absent rite, 
would cast it forth again, and bear it 
v/ith laugh and ban to that blood- 
sprinkled hole where it cannot rest. It 
tvas a weary way for me to wander every 
night to that spot, though the sun had 
set on me in the deserts of Africa. At 
length, I was permitted to enter this 
castle, in a character that procured me 
exemption from the persecution of fre¬ 
quent notice, and of being compelled 
to mingle much with human beings; yet, 
secluded as I was, the domestics noticed, 
feared, and watched me, and were punish¬ 
ed 
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ed for their curiosity. Here I learned 
who was to free me from my dark thrall. 
Annibal di Montorio, it is you. You 
must collect my unburied bones; you 
must lay them in holy earth, with need¬ 
ful and decent rite, with bell, and bless¬ 
ing of holy men. Annibal di Montorio, 
your task does not end here. From the 
groaning ground, from the ground where 
my murder was done, there comes a 
voice, whose cry is, “ Blood for blood.” 

'‘Stop, stop, before I run wild; I 
must not hear these words, and deserve 
to live : I know their terrible meaning: 
I know whom they point to; but it is 
impossible, it is unnatural, it is perdition ; 
I must not listen to you, I dare not; you 
are indeed,” (my thoughts sinking into 
solemnity), “ you are indeed, what you 
say you are, an evil spirit. Such 
things as you have told me, man could 
not conceive, man could not relate. I 
believe it all, and I believe you are a 

tempting 
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tempting spirit, a spirit of lies; full of 
horrible suggestions. Oh, Maria, my 
brains wheel round; but, to think on 
what you have darkly led me to !—Away 
from me—avaunt, thou adversary ! What¬ 
ever you are, you savour strongly of the 
power that prompts you. A moment, and 
I shall see you fly shrieking and defeated, 
surrounded by hooting imps, goaded with 
talon and fang. Oh, look not at me thus ! 
I pity you, by heaven and all its saints, I 
pity, and will pray for you. All offices 
of grace and love, mass, and prayer, 
and pilgrimage shall be done for you ; 
your bones shall lay in holy earth, with 
cross and relick, and holy water, and ce¬ 
remonies to drive away the power that 
has you in dark durance : all things that 
may do peace to a parted soul, shall 
be done for you; but further, name it 
not, hint it not; I will not hear you 
speak again. Do not look at me with 
that dark, meaning eye ; I know who he 

is; 
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is; I know all—but some other hand— 
Who made me an angel of vengence, to 
ride air in the terror of my purpose 
through the bowels of nature, through the 
shriek of mankind, through the blood of 
a father ?” 

Ippolito, if, from these broken sentences 
of fear and aversion, you cannot discover 
the meaning I ascribed to the words of 
the phantom, I dare not tell it more 
explicitly. He understood me well.— 
“ You perceive my purpose, then; with 
the purposes of destiny, it is the same 
thing to be discovered and obeyed. But 
you are full of the flesh, and fleshly 
fears. You have not yet attained that 
sad and lonely exemption from mortal 
feeling, which is marked on the brow of 
the agent of fate. You have not stood 
in the thick cloud of your purpose, from 
which the lightnings and thunderings 
issuing, terrify the congregation of man¬ 
kind. But we shall meet again.” Never; 

Oh ! 


112 FATAL REVENGE,' OR, 

Oh ! never. By every holy name, if holy 
name have power over you, I in treat 
you to depart; haunt me no more; you 
can drive me to despair, but never to 
guilt. Begone, I adjure you, and com¬ 
mand you. We must meet no more. I 
know not to what the terrors of your 
presence might drive me. Madness, or 
worse than madness threatens me while I 
look at you. Your words have sunk into 
my soul. Nothing shall ever remove 
them. Your appearance and your tale 
can never be forgotten. There is no need 
to repeat them. If you value the wel¬ 
fare and salvation of an immortal soul, 
leave me, and never see me more.” 

He shook his head mournfully. The 
motion continued so long, and was ac¬ 
companied with a look so disconsolate, 
that twice and thrice I rubbed my eyes, 
and doubted that their weakness gave a 
vibrating motion to what I saw. At 
length he spoke. “ My visits are involun¬ 
tary. 
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tary. I was constrained to wander over 
the earth ; till I found the being destined 
by Fate to give rest and atonement to 
my corse and spirit; and now that I have 
found you, your own shadow, your own 
limbs, your own consciousness, and heart, 
and soul, cannot be more intimate and 
ever-present companions to you, than I 
and my terrible tale shall be. I will 
visit you every night: I will hover round 
you all day: my whispers shall never 
leave your ears, nor my presence your 
fancy. Fly from me, plunge into other 
scenes and employments, change your 
country, your character, your habits—I 
will follow you through all space; I will 
live with you through all life; the eter¬ 
nal will has wedded me to you Suspend 
the swelling of the sea, arrest the moon 
in her course, change all things beneath 
the throne of heaven, and then, despair 
of driving me from you. The powers of 
both worlds are alike armed against your 
' ** impious 
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impious opposition. Hell will not remit 
its torments, nor heaven reverse its de¬ 
crees. I may haunt you in more ter¬ 
rible shape; I may speak to you in a 
voice that resembles the seething tides 
of the lake that burneth with fire and 
brimstone; your reason may desert you 
in the struggle, blit I must pursue you 
till my body and soul are at peace. Then 
when the great blow is struck,” (his eye 
rolled and his figure spread,) a and the 
thunder, the long with-held thunder of 
heaven, is smiting into dust these dark 
and blood-steeped towers—then, once, 
and for the last time, you shall sec, in 
my original form, bestriding these blast¬ 
ed battlements, a giant-shape of fire, 
rending up the vaults where murder has 
slept for ages, and pouring out to day, 
the guilty secrets of a house, whose 
records of crimes and of disasters shall 


end in me.” 
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I attempted to interrupt him, or to 
forbear to listen to him, in vain. I might 
as well have interrupted the ravings of 
the Sybil, or arrested the storm of hea¬ 
ven. He rushed on the ear and soul 
with a flood of sound and thought, that 
left the hearer, gasping, bewildered, star¬ 
ing around to see had the voice issued 
from above, from beneath, were the 
walls around him in motion, or was the 
ground beneath him heaving and yawn¬ 
ing with those terrible sounds. Till he 
had ceased, so suspended was my mind, 
I did not perceive I was in darkness. 
This circumstance, .which I had deter¬ 
mined to watch tenaciously, again escap¬ 
ed me in the confusion of my thoughts. 
I held up the glimmerings of mv lamp. 
They shewed me his figure dimly retir¬ 
ing, but in what direction I could not 
discover, in the wide blackness of my 
vault. Quitting my lamp, and extending 
both arms, I felt around me, calling on 

him 
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him till the echoes of my voice, so fan¬ 
cifully aggravated, and modified to a 
thousand wild tones, in those long pas¬ 
sages, came fearfully back to my ear; 
and, with a sudden impulse, I drew in 
my arms, lest I should encounter his, 
or some other strange touch, freezing 
up my limbs with its chilling gripe. 

When I retreated to my bed, I expect¬ 
ed a terrible night; but I found that the 
energy of my feelings was a balance for 
their wild agitation. I was too much out 
of the sphere of human nature to be as¬ 
sailed by its fears. To every start and 
stirring of uneasy thought I felt myself 
replying with a power of resistance and 
careless defiance I had never felt before, 
and that now I wondered I felt. I slept 
heavily for the remainder of the night, 
undisturbed by dream or start of fear. 

The next day, when I awoke, I looked 
around me with a new sensation. I spread 
out my hands, and said to myself, al¬ 
most 
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most audibly, I am a new creature. I 
rose,, and strode across my room, with the 
proud step of one who was elevated a- 
bove the feelings and claims of nature. 
I felt that I had held communion with the 
inmate of another world, of that world, 
so awful to our fears, so remote from 
our conceptions. I felt a shadowy dig¬ 
nity spreading around me. A feeling of 
pride, without the grovelling and pre¬ 
carious qualities of earthly pride, -bore 
me up. I felt myself superior to r kings, 
and all the mighty ones of the earth. 
What is their power ? said I, internally; 
It lasts for a few hours, and worms like 
themselves tremble beneath Jt. y To se¬ 
cure it they consult with manjpfhey ai;m 
men, tremble for its preservation, ? and 
are annihilated by its loss. But the power 
with which I am invested, extends>taa 
future and unending state. Dependent 
on me is the state of beings, whose sub- 
stance is indissoluble, and whose duration 

is 
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is eternal. To solicit my aid the laws of 
heaven are changed, and the veil of the 
temple of eternity rent in twain. I can 
fix in passiveness, or bind down in tor¬ 
ment, beings who could, if they were let 
loose, scatter and ravish the system and ele¬ 
ments in which I live ; and I can do this, by 
powers beyond the most magnified powers 
of my nature—powers peculiarly and ex¬ 
clusively entrusted to me, and for a pe¬ 
riod beyond that of my own life, per¬ 
haps beyond that of mankind. 

The ghastly character of these new 
powers was lost in these contemplations, 
or rather in that strong flow of renew¬ 
ed spirits with which every creature en¬ 
ters on another day, occupied by a pe¬ 
culiar train of thought, and illuminated 
by a bright and morning sun. When I did 
look around, the few external objects the 
circuit of my prison furnished, all became, 
to my grasping andexpandedframe of feel¬ 
ing, converted into fuel for them. Their 

impressions 
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mpressions diversified my thoughts with¬ 
out diminishing them. I looked on the 
;un, or rather on the reflections that, 
:hequered with the heavy casement work, 
"ell on the thick arches of my windows. 

looked on him as if 1 could have con- 
roled, and turned his beams backward, 
thought with contempt of his task, em¬ 
ployed in lighting myriads of half animat¬ 
ed creatures to quit animal sleep for 
mental lethargy, a night of drowsiness for 
i day of vacancy; in calling up beings 
exactly the same, since he first dawned 
m earth, through exactly the same tasks, 
md to exactly the same repose. 

And I thought of myself, set apart by 
he hand of heaven to work a secret and 
aiblime purpose; to ope the hidden 
jook of crimes, and read them to an ap- 
aalled world; to gripe, like Sampson, the 
nain props of the fabric of iniquity, and 
aear it to the ground, crushed under its 
mge and scattering ruin. I thought, that to 

the 
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the record of my life,, the heart of man 
would cling, by its most vital hopes and 
fears, by its fond interest in life, and ils 
trembling solicitude of futurity; while 
the histories of nations, and kingdoms, 
and chiefs, the ephemeral bubbles of 
time, mouldered away in their hands. I 
looked on the walls of my prison with a 
contempt, a secret, invidious contempt.— 
Yes, said I, ye may frown and lower ; 
ye may deepen your shadows, and make 
your fastenings ten-fold more strong; 
every wind of heaven may blow on you, 
till your cement hardens into solid rock, 
and your pile is as a pile of adamant. But 
before the arm of Him, who beckons me 
to his strong bidding, ye, and all earth¬ 
ly obstructions, shall pass away like 
smoke. Ye may look grim on other pri¬ 
soners; children of earth may languish 
out their unmarked and valueless lives 
here; they may look up, shuddering, to 
your iron roof, and say. From hence is 
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no redemption ; but what are ye to me, 
whom the Power that leads, can bring 
from the bottom of the ocean; can snatch 
from the crater of the Volcano; can bid 
the elements fall back; yea, can make the 
very grave give up again, “ because he 
hath need of me?” 

I paused over these reflections. My 
mind was filled with a terrible courage, 
a daring elevation, a wild and gloomy 
sublimity. The sensation of fear was the 
ground of all my feelings; but it was 
fear purified from all grossness of earth¬ 
ly mixture or infirmity. I was the as¬ 
sociate, not the prey of unearthly beings. 
1 was no longer grasping at a shred of 
the falling mantle of the prophet; but 
sailing up in his fiery chariot, careering 
through the extent of space, and bend¬ 
ing the forms of the elements to my pro¬ 
gress and my power. For hours I walk¬ 
ed up and down my prison, which was 
spacious and lofty, but whose limits seem-*- 

vol. u. g cd 
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ed to drive back my breath—my velocity 
increasing, my frame mantling and throb¬ 
bing, my mind soaring at every step, till 
the hour of my attendant's appearing was 
long elapsed. 

This scarcely produced an impression 
on me. At length, I heard a step ap¬ 
proach, and a key inserted in the door. 
My senses had been so quickened by the 
habit of intense observation on the trivial 
circumstances that exercised them, that I 
perceived at once, from the slow and ir¬ 
regular manner in which the key was turn¬ 
ed, that it was not held by the usual hand. 
I had scarce time to notice this, when it 
burst open with an impetuous movement, 
as if my gaoler was incensed at the delay, 
and Filippo, half-sobbing, half-shouting, 
was at my feet. I never experienced, ne¬ 
ver will again experience, perhaps, so 
etrong a proof of the mutability of hu¬ 
man feelings. In a moment all within 
and around me was changed. I was re¬ 
joiced 
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joiced to compound between the dark 
and cloudy elevation of my mind, and 
the warm, humble, sheltered feelings that 
the sight of a human creature, my fellow 
in the flesh, its infirmities, and affections, 
and who appeared to have some kindness 
towards me, excited. I rejoiced to descend 
from the precipice of aerial existence, and 
claim kindred with man. For some time 
I permitted his emotions to flow on unre¬ 
strained. I was soothed and delighted by 
feeling his warm tears and kisses raining oil 
my hands, my vesture, my knees, with ra¬ 
pid and impatient delight. I was only 
moved to disturb him by the considera¬ 
tion, that we were perhaps observed, and 
that the unequivocal marks of his re¬ 
gard might expose him to danger. I en¬ 
deavoured to raise him. He understood 
and answered my fears. There was no 
one near us, he said ; no one dreamed of 
watching or suspecting us; all was trust¬ 
ed to him, thanks to the blessed saints, 
g 2 and, 
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and, above all, his patron Filippo, that 
enabled him to deceive my father, and 
even that fiend-monk, as he called the 
confessor, with vehement bitterness. 

I could not suppress my astonishment 
at his appearance and his information. I 
had believed myself shut out from all the 
world, from the approach or sympathy 
of man; least of all did I believe, 
that one exposed to the persecution 
which had immured me, should be 
permitted to visit me in freedom ; but ix 
w 7 as in vain to pour question on question. 
Filippo’s eagerness and delight overbore 
and actually silenced me for the first half- 
hour, and scarcely even then could I ob¬ 
tain from him a coherent account of the 
means that had again brought us toge¬ 
ther. 

<<r Oh ! Signor,” said he, “ do you re¬ 
member that last terrible night when you 
paused at the foot of the stairs, and threw 
open that dark door; and you entered 

it 
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from him, and looked on him as I took it, 
with the vacant eye of weakness ; but the 
look oi his features rouzed me, weak as I 
was; it was a strange expression; I do 
not like to think of it, even now. We 
went out immediately; he took care I 
should not be seen by any of the family. 
We went to the stables. I felt myself in¬ 
flamed by the wine I had swallowed, and 
we rode off together in high spirits. In 
a short time, however, my companion be¬ 
came silent and gloomy. I asked him a 
thousand questions about my journey, its 
object, and its termination ; I could get 
no answer-from him, but a short and ge¬ 
neral one—Your journey is short and 
easy ; to-morrow night will end it/’ Then 
I spoke of the Count, and his condescen¬ 
sion to me; but I observed, that as I 
spake on this subject, he became more 
dark, and more restless ; then 1 began to 
inquire how long he had been in the service 
of the Count Montorio, rtf 1 have served the 


Count,” 
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Count,” said he, "many years.” ff Yet 
I do not recollect seeing you before to- 

>rl 

night/’said I. " It is very possible ; l am 
not always visible to the family, though 
few, I believe, can boast of being more 
constantly employed, or of having ren¬ 
dered more useful service to his Excel- 
lenza.” "Secret ones, it should seem,” 
said I, half jestingly. "Very likely, but 
not .the less useful/’ said he, sternly. 

We went on in silence, and lay that night 
at a shed, in a vine-yard in the Cam- 
pagna: those sheds, you know, in which the 
watchers guard the grapes during the vin¬ 
tage, are constructed of straw/and branches, 
and other slight materials—this was our 
lodging; I did not soon go to rest, for my 
mind was tossed by the circumstances that 
had preceded the journey ; and soon after 
my companion lay down, I found all 
thought of rest was vain. He talked to 
himself with such loudness and vehe¬ 
mence, you would have believed that 

armed 
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armed men were fighting in the hut., and 
blood was spilt, and bodies were fall¬ 
ing like withered leaves. Sometimes he 
would cry out to wipe those daggers; 
sometimes to hide those bloody gar¬ 
ments; sometimes, “ What, struggling 
still ! Press your knee firmly on his breast, 
and gripe the skin of his throat ! Aye, 
that will do; now close his eyes, and 
wipe that bloody foam off his mouth.” Then 
starting up, he would cry, “ There, fel¬ 
lows, there, he has fled, he has escaped; fly 
after him, pursue him ; my lord the Count 
will buy his blood with half his lands.” 

These were strange words; but I con¬ 
fess, that while I looked at the bright 
and blessed moon, and caught the breeze 
through my casement of leavds, so fresh 
and cool after the damp heats of my 
dungeon, I listened to them rather with 
vacant curiosity, than fear. As I looked 
on the clear heavens, I thought I saw the 
very star, that when I used to be return- 
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ing through the woods to the castle, f 
would see just rising over the battlements 
of the West tower. It would glimmer 
among them. Signor, just like a feeble ta¬ 
per at a casement; and when I saw it 
rising over the dark hills of the vintage, 
I thought of the castle, and of you. 
Though my companion and my journey 
were so strange, myriads would I have 
given you were along with me, and I 
determined as soon as I had reached Apu¬ 
lia, to discover where you were, and to li¬ 
berate you if possible.‘ , 

“ Filippo, I believe this is a gratuitous 
addition to your narrative. In the sudden 
joy of liberation, could you think of me?” 
“ Could I, Signor? Ah, you know not with 
what keenness the mind, just escaped from 
suffering, reverts to images that awaken 
and contrast its former state. To think of 
myself was to think of you ; for to think 
of myself, was to think of a lonely being, 
a solitary being, a confined and pining 

being ; 
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than all the dark nooks and corners,, which 
I had verseen, came strong and clear be¬ 
fore my eyes. It was in vain that I wrapt 
my head tight and tighter in my cloak ; in 
vain I said to myself, I am in the dark; 
these things are not before me; I am in a 
close, sheltered corner, where nothing is 
approaching me, and from which nothing 
is moving me—yet still—still would I 
seem to myself wandering on, thrusting 
myself down some steep, dark descent, 
rooting in some gloomy nook, following 
some strange light that glimmered and 
flitted before me, till, all on a sudden, some 
haggard face edging the dark corner, would 
grin and chatter at me. Then I would feel 
myself shrinking back to my straw, and 
still it would pursue me, and still it would 
seem to rustle through my cloak, and 
peep at me in every fold ; for still I seem¬ 
ed to see, though my eyes were closed, 
and though I was in utter darkness/' 

c 5 Melancholy 
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Melancholy as this account was,, I yet 
was delighted with human communication, 
and with an opportunity of comparing 
feelings different from my own, in a simi¬ 
lar situation. 

“Ah ! Signor/' said Filippo earnestly, 
“ how happy are gentlemen of learning, 
learned Signors, that can search into their 
own minds, and recal their reading, and 
frame conversations, and have all they 
ever knew or loved with them in their 
captivity and loneliness, by force of mind. 
I thought I should never feel that deep 
and heavy solitude, if I could recollect 
something to think of, something that 
would take me out of that dark place, 
and set me among things and people that 
I once was happy with. Heaven help 
me ! I knew nothing to drive that lone¬ 
ly feeling from my heart. All I could 
*lo, I did. I repeated all the prayers my 
uncle Michelo had taught me, whenever 
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ray food was brought; for I had no 
other means of knowing the hour, and I 
tried to recollect, as well as I could, some 
verses of Ariosto, which I had heard a 
recitator at Naples pronounce. I found 
my memory marvelously improved by 
darkness and solitude; many lines I 
had long forgotten came fresh to my 
mind. I repeated them over and over 
again ; nay, 1 even added some to them, 
very unlike the original indeed ; but what 
would not a solitary prisoner resort to, 
and find interesting? Still there was a 
loneliness, an emptiness within me, a 
want of employment and of thought. 
I envied even the grim and silent being 
that came with my food. Tie had doors 
to lock, and passages to pass, and some¬ 
thing to be employed in. And Oh l how 
I envied such as you, Signor, who have a 
power of filling up all solitude, of reading 
over your books, and conversing with your 
friends, though both are far from you.” 

When 
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When Filippo said this,, I blushed invo¬ 
luntarily. I recollected how little of this 
praise of felicity belonged to me; and I 
felt how much it is in the power of cir¬ 
cumstances to reduce minds to the same 
level, to strip us of the trappings of lo¬ 
cality, and shew what a kindred vein of 
suffering and weakness runs through the 
breast of us all, if the removal of outward 
distinctions permits us to detect and to 
trace its affinities. 

“ But proceed, Filippo, the period of 
your total solitude was only four nights, 
yon told me.” f£ Yes, Signor, it was on 
the fourth evening, that the confessor, 
after bringing my food, and waiting till I 
had finished it, told me to follow him, and 
prepare to quit the vault. He has so 
absolute a manner with him, that all power 
of inquiry or resistance dies within me 
when he speaks. I followed him without a 
word, and knew not, as he led me on, whether 
it was to death or life. I began, however, 

to 
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to mistrust that it was the former, when 
I perceived he was conducting ire to your 
father’s apartment. It was evening : but 
the tapers were already lit, lor your father 
hates the darkness. When I entered the 
room he was standing. There was another 
figure there which I saw but dimly ; for 
my eyes were weak, and my limbs reeled 
under me. Your father looked at me with 
astonishment. “ Is this Filippo/’ said he, 
turning to the monk, “ this spectre, this 
shadow, is it Filippo ?” I was subdued to a 
childish weakness by my confinement. His 
voice sounded compassionately. What 
voice would not be delightful after a 
silence of four days ? I attempted to sup¬ 
plicate. I believed him touched by the 
spectacle he had made me; but my voice 
failed me, and I stood, trembling and 
silent, before him. “ Filippo/' said he, 
you see the consequences of disobe¬ 
dience; you feel that I have a power to 
punish, which it is vain for you to provoke 

or. 
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or to oppose. I know you to be not in¬ 
capable of reflection, not of a vulgar mind, 
and therefore I deign to reason with you. 
If romantic boys and inquisitive menials 
are permitted to rove about, discovering, 
or inventing wonders, what family can 
repose in honour, what individual can rest 
in peace ? I am not admitting that you can 
discover any thing that would tend but to 
your own confusion; but even the mis¬ 
fortunes of an illustrious family, if ex¬ 
tensively known, involve a species of 
disgrace, from the prejudices of society; 
at least they are unfit for a domestic’s 
tongue to sport with, and to scatter 
around.” 

All he said appeared candid and con¬ 
descending ; the voice of gentleness, of 
human feeling, was rare and delightful to 
me; I felt it convey shame and convic¬ 
tion to me; I inwardly condemned my¬ 
self for curiosity and disobedieucaj; I at¬ 
tempted to falter out an excuse—he in¬ 
terrupted 




THE FAMILY OF MONTORIO. 


135 


terrupted me. “ It is enough/ 5 said he, 
" I meant not to crush, but to correct you. 
You have suffered enough; but as 
long as the influence of your young mas¬ 
ter might expose you to repeated danger, 
I should be to blame for your second of¬ 
fence, if I exposed you to it. Go hence, 
therefore, and if gratitude can bind you, 
you are bound to me. Marco here will 
conduct you to the house where my Apu¬ 
lian steward will call in a few days, to 
bring you with him to my estates there; 
he has my directions to settle you there 
in a situation little inferior to his own, 
where you may learn habits of regularity 
and obedience. Do not oppress me with 
your thanks—I—I do not wish to hear 
them/ 5 I attempted to utter some inco¬ 
herent sounds of gratitude ; but he re¬ 
pelled me with impatience that confound¬ 
ed me. “ I will have no more of this— 
1 cannot bear it. Will you not take him 
from me, father ?” I forbore to speak. 

Set 
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“ Set out immediately/' said he, night is 
the best time : to-morrow will bring you 
to your journey’s end; and Marco will be 
your guide.” He retired, attended by his 
confessor. “ Come, fellow traveller/’ said 
Marco advancing, “ shall we set out ? 
night is galh? ing fast.” 

I now saw him distinctly for the first 
time ; he was a strange, ferocious looking 
fellow : I marvelled to see such a one in the 
Count's apartment; among whose virtues, 
condescension was never very distinguish¬ 
ed; but every thing around me was mar¬ 
vellous, and the sight of Marco, as he was 
called, was forgotten in the condescen¬ 
sion of the Count, and the suddenness of 
my own deliverance. I said I was ready 
to attend him ; but he saw me totter, and 
look weak; he approached the table, 
where stood a flagon of wine : “ Come,” 
said he, “ this glass to your safe and 
speedy journey ; swallow it man, you will 
have need of courage/’ I took the wine 

from 
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it so pale, I thought I had beheld yon 
going into your tomb ; but I had scarce 
time to think of any" thing, when I was 
thrust back, as I attempted to follow them, 
and the key turned on me in the passage. 
1 knew not what they intended. I feared 
all things that were terrible. But there 
was a heaviness over me, whether it was 
the consequence of the sudden amaze 
that had seized us, or the watching, or the 
strange doings of the night, I know not, 
but I sat down on the ground, and wrap¬ 
ped my head in my mantle, and continued 
still, but not insensible; it was a strange 
mood. Signor, now that I recal it. I felt 
no fear; I uttered no complaint; yet I 
believed I had not long to live. I listened 
stupidly to steps approaching, though I 
thought they were the steps of some ap¬ 
pointed to dispatch me. But when I heard 
them coming yet nearer, and felt that I 
must raise my head, and look on what 
was so near me, I uttered a loud cry, 

though 
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though without any distinct notion of 
pain or danger. It was the monk. He 
raised me roughly by the arm, and bid 
me follow him. Queen of heaven ! thro’ 
what places did he lead me ! What a prize 
to the inquisition, or to a banditti, would 
this castle be, with its passages and vaults, 
and chambers in the solid wall, without 
window or loop-hole, or a single avenue 
of human comfort, and air that our lamp 
could scarce burn in—air, like the breath¬ 
ings of a vault! I felt I should die, die 
a certain and miserable death, if I were 
left there, even without violence or hard¬ 
ship ; but I tried in vain to obtain from 
the monk the slightest hint of what he 
intended to do with me. Often I thought 
I was as strong as he; that there was no 
one near to assist either of us ; that if I 
even extinguished the light, and trusted 
to the windings of those vaults for conceal¬ 
ment or escape, it would be better than to 
go on, like an ox to the slaughter. These 

thoughts 
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thoughts often came to me, and often I 
half-raised my eye to the dark face be¬ 
side me, to see, was it assailable, was it 
like the face of man that is liable to 
weakness or danger. But Oh, Signor, I 
drew it away again without hope. There 
is nothing like man about him. I fear 
no man. I could cling to life, and grapple 
for it as keenly, if I knew my weapons and 
my compeer, as any man in Italy; but 
when I am near that monk I feel — Oh ! 
I know not how. The air that comes 
from him is chill; his large dead eye 
fixes me; the tones of his voice come 
over me, like the roll of distant thunder 
at night, when we half fear to listen, and 
half to shut it out. Is he not a strange 
being, Signor ?” said he, turning sudden¬ 
ly, and fixing his dark eyes, distended 
with fear, on me. “ He is indeed,” said 
I involuntarily; “ but (after a pause) 
proceed Filippo.” “ Do you believe him 
to be indeed a man like ourselves?” he 

continued. 
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continued, with increased eagerness, and 
visage still lengthening. “ I know not; 
I cannot tell; I beseech thee to speak no 
more of him; go on with thy own nar¬ 
rative, but mention him as little as. possible 
in the course of it.” “ Well, Signor, I 
passed four days in darkness and solitude; 
but how shall I proceed, if I am not per¬ 
mitted to mention the monk ? He was the 
only person I thought of, the only per¬ 
son I saw, except you. Oh ! Signor, think 
what it is to pass four days in total soli¬ 
tude, in total darkness, except when he 
visited me with my scanty portion ol 
food; and then, by the dim light he car¬ 
ried, I could partly see the vast and shape¬ 
less darkness of my vault. ? Twas strange. 
Signor, but I saw it better in his absence. 
When the light was brought into my 
prison, a mist seemed to hang over every 
object ; a kind of tremulous, blue damp¬ 
ness spread all beyond the edges of that 
pale lamp; but no sooner was it removed, 

than 


THE FAMILY OF MONTORIO. 141 

being ; therefore I thought of you. All I 
hadso lately felt for myself was transferred 
to you ; it was not sympathy. Signor, but 
strong remembrance—remembrance of 
the dungeon and the darkness, the dim 
lamp, the meal that I scarcely saw, the 
strange faces staring me out of sleep, and 
the toads that I shook off as I awoke : all 
this I thought of, and how then could I 
forbear to think on you ? 

Early in the morning we set forward 
again ; we rode through a wild, woody 
country all day, only baiting to sleep in 
the hollow of a chesnut during the heats of 
noon. At the close of evening, we were in a 
thick wood, the tracks were perplexed, and 
appeared as if they were not much fre¬ 
quented. Marco often paused, and look¬ 
ed around him with uneasiness and dis¬ 
trust ; he often checked his mule, and 
looked between the trees, and listened of¬ 
ten, as the wind that now began to rise, 
moaned among the branches, sometimes 

resembling 
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resembling the sounds of a human voice. 
It was to no purpose to ask questions ; his 
utter silence, and the gloom of the even¬ 
ing, were beginning to make me feel 
strangely, when on a sudden, after mut¬ 
tering to himself for some time, he spur¬ 
red his mule on violently; then turning 
round, and bending his head low, he gal- 
lopped on me so quick, that I had 
scarce time to spring out of his way, and 
ask what he meant. It was a spring of 
my mule ,’ 5 said he, “ cursed jade/’ lashing 
the animal, and falling behind me. “ I 
had better keep out of your way,” said I, 
crossing into another track. “ Aye, aye, 
you had better, if you can,” he muttered. 
Then darting forward, he disappeared 
among a thick tuft of brushwood on the 
right. I was startled for the first time, at 
this motion, and followed him as fast as I 
could—it was in vain; he had abetter 
knowledge of the wood, and its dark ways ; 
still I pursued him, though in a short time 
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I could not even hear the sound of his 
mule’s feet. But the wood opening sud¬ 
denly to the right, I saw a large ruinous 
building, that appeared like the remains 
of a good dwelling, fitted up for the re¬ 
sidence of a woodman; there were no 
offices about it, no appearances of any 
country business being exercised by the 
owner, it looked strangely dreary. Mar¬ 
co was at the door, dismounted, and talk¬ 
ing to an ill looking man ; both advanced 
when they saw me, with an appearance 
of satisfaction. “ This is your host/’ said 
Marco, this is Venanzio. You were 
rarely frightened when I gallopped away 
and left you in the thicket—but I knew 
you would follow the track ; few can miss 
it, that have once set out in it.” 

“ It was cursed foolish, however, to leave 
him,” said Venanzio discontentedly, “ he 
might have got away, and all pursuit of 
him be vain. Come, young man, alight, you 
w ill not be sorry of a good bed, and quiet 

rest 
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rest after your ramble to-day/ 1 I alit, 
and followed him into a large, dreary 
room. A flagon of wine was on a large 
rustic table, around which sat one or 
two men, meanly dressed, with that pe¬ 
culiar staring wildness of face which 
great indigence, and remoteness of situ¬ 
ation combine to give the inhabitants of 
a deserted country. They seemed unde¬ 
termined whether or not to go away when 
we entered ; blit Venanzio, with an air 
of command, bid them resume their seats. 
They sat down again, eying me surlily. 
There was a miserable old woman in the 
room, busied in a dark corner of it, who 
also looked at me from time to time, with 
a peculiar expression, of which I could 
not tell whether the meaning was hatred 
or fear. 

We sat round the table, and drank; little 
was said ; and that little was broken and 
distant, full of allusions I could not un¬ 
derstand ; but which the rest seemed 
to consider as very significant. Marco, 

2 drawing 
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drawing back his chair, measured me 
with a slow and steady look, from head to 
foot; and then nodding to Venanzio, 
began twisting his fingers into a knot, and 
drawing them afterwards with a straining 
motion together; Venanzio only grasped 
the hilt of his stiletto firmly, but both de¬ 
sisted suddenly, when they beheld me 
looking at them. 

There came a boding sickness over 
me; I struggled with it, for I knew 
not why I felt so. I attempted a con¬ 
versation, for we had sunk to monosyl¬ 
lables and silent looks. The name of 
Venanzio I thought was familiar. “ Cer¬ 
tainly," said I to the host, “ I have heard 
your name before, though your name¬ 
sake does not do it much credit." “ Very 
possibly you might,” said he. ,c The 
person to whom I allude," said I, “ was 
a famous assassin, in Messina; his atro¬ 
cities were the most numerous and ex¬ 
traordinary I ever heard of." “ Why do 

vol. n. h you 
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you say were said one of the fellows, tC 1 
hear he is alive, and as wicked as ever.” 
“ Oh, curse him,” said another, “ I could 
forgive him any thing, but cheating his 
comrades, as he did, when they had so 
handsome a price for their work.” 

Venanzio looked surlily; “Perhaps,” 
said he, “ he was ill paid himself.” “ You 
seem to mistake me,” said I, “ the person 
of whom I speak, was no mechanic ; he was 
an assassin.” “ Well,” said one of them, 
‘‘and don’t you know, that such a one 
must have assistants; aye, and pay them 
well too (darting an angry look across 
the table), and must have work too—aye, 
bloody work, tearing work! ah, ah, 
ah !” (cutting out large splinters of the 
table with a clasp knife, and forcing a 
horrid laugh). “But of this man,” said 
I, though I scarce knew how to proceed, 
“ I heard he baffled every pursuit of jus¬ 
tice, and after numberless murders and 
assassinations, being traced to the very 
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sea-shore, hid himself in the tackle of a 
fishing vessel, and when the poor fisher¬ 
man had begun to coast along the shore 
by night, with a lamp at his stern (for that 
is the mode of fishing there), Venanzio 
staited up, and compelled him to put out, 
and stand for Naples ; and on their arrival, 
immediately murdered his unfortunate 
pilot, lest he should betray him; and 
interring him in the sand, changed his 
name, and betook himself in disguise to 
the woods—this I learnt was his last ex¬ 
ploit/' “No, no, this will not be his. 
last exploit, friend,'’ said on® of them, 

“ take my word for it/' “ You seem to 
know him," said I. “ Too well," “ Have 
you been a sufferer by him ?" “ Incalcula¬ 
ble," said he, shaking his head. Do 
you ever see him now ?" said I, pursuing 
him with simple importunity. “ As plain 
as I see any one at this table," said he. 
ff And do you believe him to be alive 
still ?" “ As sure as our host there - 

h 2 
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is alive,” said he. “Come,” said Venan- 
zio, abruptly, “ enough of my namesake ; 
perhaps, like many others, he is driven by 
want to blood; without doubt, he re¬ 
pents by this time being entangled with 
ruffians, who suspect, and watch, and in¬ 
sult ; but of whom he may one day get 
rid, as he has done of other incumbrances.” 
Two of them began to growl in a lower 
key at this, and the third, whose face was 
peculiarly savage, said, “ Aye, aye, few 
men know how better to throw off incum¬ 
brances than Venanzio; his life belongs 
to the hangman, his soul to Lucifer, and 
his honour to the first man that will offer 
him a dollar to cut his own father’s 
throat.” 

He ended this sentence with a burst of 
wild sound, so unlike laughter, that it 
chilled the blood; yet it evidently spoke 
defiance and contemptuous hatred. “ His 
honour,” said Venanzio, uneasily, “ is un¬ 
impaired; he never betrayed or threat¬ 
ened 
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cned his comrades.” “ No,” said the 
otlier, eagerly, “ he is content to use 
them so ill, that it is not in his power to 
threaten; and to rob them so unmerci¬ 
fully, that it is not worth his while to 
betray them.” The others joined him in 
the conclusion of this sentence, with 
emphatic bitterness, yet with a kind of 
forced and savage derision ; their visages 
were inflamed, and their voices hoarse 
and broken. 

Our host seemed to pause and bethink 
himself for a moment, then suddenly 
resting his arms on the table, and looking 
them stedfastly in the face, he said in a 
quick, decisive voice, “ I’ll tell you, com¬ 
rades, one thing of this Venanzio, which 
shews he was a sensible, clear-headed 
knave:—there were two or three dogs, 
that he kept sometimes to bark, and 
sometimes, to bite; now and then he 
threw them a bone to pick, which they 
did not think was enough, for their services.. 

They 


150 FATAL revenge; OR; 

They took particular care, whenever he 
had any hishicss to do, to howl, and 
snarl, and disturb him ; if a stranger 
came into their kennel, the whole set 
were in an uproar; all were raving to 
gnaw his bones, and lap his blood, before 
Venanzio had time to carve him, and give 
every one their share; whereat,” (said 
he, stretching his brawny arm at full 
length on the table), “ he one night ad¬ 
dressed them thus: ‘Look’ye, ye blood 
hounds, if ever I hear ye again open your 
throats, by the holy cross. I'll stop them 
with cold iron. Don't ye know, with a curse 
to you, that I am the life of you, that my 
name only preserves you from the pursuit 
of justice, lodges you, feeds you, employs 
you; that if I am lost, ye are undone; that 
no one will employ such miscreants, but 
as spies, and then strangle them for their 
information. Where will ye go then, or 
what will ye do ? Your chain is galling, 
and your food is bad; but what can such 

mongrels 
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mongrels as you expect. No one would 
employ you, but to misuse and maltreat 
you; no one would keep you but to 
trample on you. Your only employment 
would be to fly at beggars, and mangle 
women and children; and, if ever you 
stole from your haunts, fire, and sword, and 
poison, and curses, would pursue you, and 
blast and scatter you, till the very crows and 
vultures would clap their wings in despair, 
as they flew over you. Do you not know 
this, dogs ? Hounds of blood and hell, 
do you not know this, and will you dare 
to growl ?” 

His fury was terrible. He rose erect; 
he stamped; his hairs bristled; his eyes 
flashed; his voice was a roar; he smote 
the table with a violence that made the 
pannels start asunder. “ I heard the dogs 
grew quite peaceable after that,”- said 
Marco. “ He watched them still, for he 
knew they were but dogs,” said Venanzio, 
with wrathful and venomous bitterness. 

Ilis 
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His speech was so sudden, so vehement, 
so voluble, that I listened with stupid 
astonishment; I tried in vain to follow 
the metaphor, for his passion had broke 
it; I knew not at whom the torrent was 
directed; it seemed to awe the souls of 
every one present; all that had heard him 
shuddered, and were silent. 

But in, the pause that followed, when 
the thunder of his voice died away, I be¬ 
gan to comprehend, slowly and painfully, 
the meaning of all I saw. But the sting 
of agony was so piercing, so sudden, that 
I shook off the thought, as I would shake 
a reptile from my hand. It was too ter¬ 
rible to be believed—a gush of heat came 
over me, and then a deadly cold; my 
teeth chattered, though my cheeks were 
burning ; cold, big drops of sweat stood 
on my forehead. 1 swallowed my glass 
eagerly, and then another, and still I 
was like one in a dream, who sees a 
hideous face, and tries to shut it out, 

but 
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but feels it spreading, and growing on 
him, and staring at him from every side,, 
till it seems actually to get within his 
eyes, and mount into his brain, and 
madden him. So 1 felt that thought; 
still I resisted it, yet still it was in my 
mind. 

" I am tired, I would be glad to see 
my room,” said I, rising, with that hope¬ 
less effort that looks for relief in the 
mere act of motion. “ You shall see it," 
said Venanzio, rising. “ Ho! Bianca,, 
bring a light.” The okl woman brought 
a light, which she held close to my 
face as she passed me. Her own re¬ 
sembled that of a sorceress. Her earthy 
skin, her sunk red eyes,, her ragged hair,, 
with a peculiar look of glaring malignity,, 
blazed full, on me as she passed. My heart, 
sunk within me. I followed Venanzio- 
up a flight of narrow, ruinous stairs. lie- 
opened a door to the left, and led me' 
into a room, like the rest, dark, and wide.. 
The bed was in a remote corner of it. 

Involuntarily, 
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Involuntarily, I glanced at the windows 
that were high, and well secured. They 
were the only part of the building that 
seemed in repair. “ This is your room,” 
said Venanzio, “ I wish you quiet rest in 
it.” I turned to him as he spoke, to 
read hope or fear in his face; but he 
cheld the light so high, that 1 saw only 
his dark head and brows as he bent over 
the bed. 

“ Stay,” said I, as he was quilting the 
room, cr I will go down and take another 
flagon with you.” I was unwilling yet 
to be alone, though I had every thing to 
fear from these men. Yet still their 
presence gave me a kind of nameless re¬ 
fuge. I had a faint hope too, that I 
might have misinterpreted doubtful ex¬ 
pressions or unpromising faces; and to 
the hope that flatters us with life, who 
would not cling as long as he can? 
Venanzio did not resist my going down. 
1 was descending the stairs, when the old 
" v. _ . .. woman 
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woman called out to me, that I had left 
my cloak in the chamber. " Go you and 
fetch it for him/’ said Venanzio. Grasp¬ 
ing at every omen that accident might 
give, I soon passed the old woman, who 
seemed to halt on purpose, and entered 
the room. I searched for my cloak all 
around it in vain. The old woman call¬ 
ed out to me to examine a particular 
corner. I did so ; and by the lamp, that 
I still held, I perceived that corner was 
dyed in blood. My own seemed to flow 
back on my heart. Venanzio called loud¬ 
ly for the light. I tottered down stairs ; 
but he was gone. My eyes were dim, 
and when 1 reached the foot of the stairs, 
I no longer distinguished the passages, 
they were dark and intricate. I wander¬ 
ed along without perceiving the direction 
I took, till I was startled by the pecu¬ 
liar dreariness and loneliness of the part 
of the buildingt* I had reached. The 
^wind whistled aften tne 'with a boding 
Ibi, cry 
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cry, and the ruinous casements rattled 
as if they were shaken by some forcible 
hand. I paused. The thought of escape 
came into my mind. All around me 
seemed deserted; and I felt, that if I 
could once get into the forest, I should 
have wings like a bird. I stepped on 
quick and lightly. The passage termi¬ 
nated in a low door at some distance. 
I approached it. It was open. But as 
I drew near, I distinguished voices within, 
the voices of Marco and Venanzio. I 
had rather have heard the hissing of a 
serpent. Oh ! ’tis a most dark and soul¬ 
sinking feeling, when you know every 
human being near you, every one who 
could help or comfort, who could un¬ 
derstand or unite with you, is armed 
with a mortal purpose against you; and, 
secretly or forcibly, will, and must over¬ 
come you. Hopeless of escaping in any 
other direction that communicated with 
the more inhabited parts of the building, 

and 
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and anxious to gather what I could from 
their conversation, I lingered at the door. 
They spoke in that low, muttering tone, 
that it is terrible to listen to; but my 
hearing was so quickened by apprehen¬ 
sion, that I did not lose a syllable. 

“ Where is he now ?” said Marco. " He 
is above, not half-pleased with his apart¬ 
ment.” “ He will be less so, when he 
finds it is to be the last he shall occu¬ 
py ; but why wait till he retires to rest ?” 
“ I am afraid your retreats are suspected. 
I have observed more travellers passing 
near it than could have business in this 
wild wood; and I wish to have no voice 
or struggling till it is dark, and no tra¬ 
veller near. ’Twas for that reason 1 blam¬ 
ed your leaving him in the wood. He 
might have escaped; he might have ta¬ 
ken a hint from that gloomy visage of 
your’s, and fled; for, after so many years 
residence, a child might baffle me in the 
windings of this wood; and then'the first 

intelligence- 
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intelligence we should have got of him, 
would have been a stiletto in your heart 
for suffering him to escape.” “ How 
could 1 avoid it ? By my soul, 1 was 
as much alarmed as you, your not 
meeting me at the place, owing to Nicolo's 
blunders. Besides I had almost forgotten 
the track. The fellow is almost as able 
as I am; and. I’ll warrant, would have 
grappled fiercely for his life. Once I 
was in the mind to have put him out of 
pain. I found my mule full a-head, and 
galloped on him ; and if I could have 
thrown him to the ground, I would have 
dispatched him with a few strokes of the 
stiletto; but he sprung on one side, and 
avoided me.” " And did he continue to 
ride with you still ?” “ He did ; he seems 
to have no suspicions, or Zeno and the 
rest would have alarmed him with their 
hints, and you with your fury in the cham¬ 
ber below. Ha ! ha ! ha ! I could have 
laughed to hear him question so gravely. 
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a man, about his own existence, and tell¬ 
ing him stories of himself. Or do you 
think he was beginning to discover who 
you were, and tried that method to cer¬ 
tify himself/' “ I know not. He ap¬ 
pears simple and inapprehensive. Yet 
just now, in the chamber, I thought I 
saw a dark shade cross his countenance. 
His cheek was white, and his lip shook. 
But my eyes are none of the best. 
Strange things sometimes seem to pass 
before them; that cursed old hag too— 
but I may be mistaken. I thought she 
left his cloak purposely in the corner 
where the monk was murdered, that he 
might take notice of the blood." “ Aye, 
that was the business that incensed Zeno 
and the rest." e ‘ Aye," repeated Venan- 
zio, angrily, “ the rapacious dastards— 
they think, if they cut the throat of an 
unarmed peasant, or burn a hovel now 
and then, they have a right to the same 
rewards with men that have been employ- 
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ed by the first nobility, that have made 
princes keep them in humour and in pay, 
that have dispeopled a whole country by 
their mere name — the villains ! because 
I have been hunted to this dark den, 
where I live in poverty and fear, and am 
sunk to the cutting the throat of a wretch¬ 
ed, single domestic—they think"’- 

“ Hush, hush, was that the wind ? it sound¬ 
ed like a human groan: what dreary 
sounds come along these passages! ” “ Ha! 
ha! why, your cheek is as pale as your- 
fellow traveller's. It would cure you of 
these fancies to live as I do here, listen^ 
ing to the sounds that sweep through this 
old building, and to others, of which I 
dare not think whence they come.” “ In 
the name of heaven, are you so beset ?• 
Why, it were better to follow our busi¬ 
ness in the heart of a populous city, as 
we did at Messina. There, vre were only 
posted in the corner of a street some dark, 
night, and when we had disposed of the 

body 
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body quietly, in some vault, or ruinous 
building, we could resort to jollity, to 
some house of entertainment, and drink 
away the memory of the night's work, 
as soon as we washed the blood off our 
hands.” “ Aye, aye, but here, in the de¬ 
serted haunts, in the dark forests, thoughts 
come to me that never came to me in 
Messina. I am not the man I was. ’Tis 
not that I repent. No. By the mass I 
am no flincher. If the fathers of the In¬ 
quisition were preaching to me, they 
would not get me so much as to mutter a 
pater noster, or to sign a cross, though 
often, often I do it unawares, through 
fear, and in the weakness of the moment. 
But yet I know not how I feel. Marco, 
you know I am no visionary. Will you 
believe me, when I tell you what I saw 
the other evening, as I sat in this chair, 
when the wind moaned through the ches- 
nut trees, just as it does this evening ?” 

Marco 
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Marco changed his posture to listen to 
the story. I moved away mechanically. 
It was not that I had a distinct fear of 
his presence. I believe had they both 
rushed out on me, I could neither have 
resisted nor deceived them. I could not 
think a thought; but I staggered away, as 
from an intuitive and mortal sensation of 
dread at the sight or step of the murderers. 
I know not how I got down the passage, 
nor up stairs again ; but I did so, and re¬ 
collect leaving my lamp on the floor with 
the same quiet regularity as if I should 
ever have occasion for its light again ; but 
then all sensation appeared to leave me. 
There was no doubt, nor shadow of hope ; 
no refuge in thought forme. I knew all, 
and knew it all at once, and the worst at 
once; I should never leave that apart¬ 
ment ; a few moments were all I had to 
live; death, sudden, unexpected death, 
what a desolating thought! how it sweeps 

the 
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the whole soul of man, with every resource 
of strength or hope, away. My eyes dart¬ 
ed fire, visibly. I felt the sparks. My 
teeth chattered. Every pore was so wide, 
that 1 felt the cold, thick drops of sweat 
that every one sent forth. My hair rose, 
every hair sore with distinctness, and hiss¬ 
ing on my head like a serpent. I gasp¬ 
ed for breath. It was true and proper 
death that I thought was overtaking me, 
I tried to stir, but every limb was palsied. 
I tried to speak, and could only make a 
faint inward croak in my chest. The 
lamp, the ceiling, the floor, became ten¬ 
fold and a hundred-fold in a minute ; and 
then disappeared at once. I know not 
how long I remained in this state, but 
surely, whenever I die, I shall twice taste 
the bitterness of death. I recovered at 
once. I was so fully awake, so conscious 
of all I heard and knew, that I sprung on 
my feet lest they should enter and take 
advantage of my helpless posture. I 

, looked 
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looked and listened around me. All was 
still, save the wind, that was now be¬ 
coming tempestuous, and whose hollow 
rush came along the passage of my cham¬ 
ber like the sound of garments and foot¬ 
steps, and waved the tall trees, whose sha¬ 
dows crossed the casement, making strange 
motions to a fearful eye. 

As I listened still, though hopeless of 
hearing a sound of comfort, I thought 
voices beneath the casement came scat¬ 
tering on the w T ind. They might be tra¬ 
vellers in the forest; they might be those 
of whom Venanzio spoke. With the 
eagerness of sudden hope I climbed into 
the window-seat, and, holding by the bars, 
looked below. There was a dim moon, 
often hid by the clouds that were driven 
along the sky ; nor was twilight wholly 
gone. Below, I could at first see nothing 
but the tuft of trees; but as I looked 
closer, I saw a man, whose cloak, ruffled 
by the wind, I had at first taken for a 

branch. 
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branch. He held something in his hand 
which I could not distinguish. In a short 
time he was joined by another, whose 
head was bare. Their voices came up 
distinct and clear. The latter was Ven- 
anzio. 

“ What are you doing here,” said he, 
“ always loitering when work is to be 
done.” “ I have not loitered,” said the 
other, sullenly; " look at this mattock, 
and then look at the stubbed, tangled 
roots of this pine. Do you call it loiter¬ 
ing to have dug the grave in such 
ground as this ?” “ It is not long enough,’’ 
(stooping to measure it: Oh! I saw 
every motion he made). “ Lengthen it 
yourself, then,” said the other, throwing 
down the mattock, “ a man were better 
work for the devil than you. Can I not 
dig a grave now ? I was captain of as bold 
a band as ever trooped at a signal, when 
you were pitching up ducats in Messina 
for a coward’s blow, and a flight in the 
2 dark.’' 
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dark.” “ Well, well, we need not quarrel ; 
we both have seen better days and better 
work, than butchering a sorry lackey ; and 
yet that fellow appears inclined to give 
us work too. He will require your bony 
arms, or Zeno’s, to give him a firm gripe 
by the throat/’ * “ Will you not stab him, 
then ?” “ No, Ill have no more blood 

spilt; it stains the rooms, and gives stran¬ 
gers hints that it would be our wisdom to 
hide from them. You know how sudden¬ 
ly the pilgrims left us the other evening, 
of whom we thought ourselves sure. List, 
Nicolo, Ill have him strangled as soon as 
he is asleep. We will go and have an¬ 
other flagon in the room under him, and 
watch till he has lain down.” “ By my 
soul, I would rather meet a man armed 
with a dagger, and strive with him hand 
to hand, than strangle a sleeping man. I 
am not myself for a month after. The 
black and staring face, the set teeth, the 
forced-out eyes, are with me wherever I 

turn. 
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turn. Maria ! do you remember the last 
man that perished in that room ?—still, 
how he struggled,, and gasped, and tore 
out handfuls of Marco’s hair in his 
agonies! he was horridly strong; the 
wouse for him ; there was no crushing 
life out of him. He heaved as we laid 
him on the ground; his eyes have never 
been off me since; I see them in the 
dark. Holy mother ! they are glaring on 
me from that pit—look—look—Venan- 
zio.” “ Away you fool; and what if they 
were ? Can the eyes of the dead stab 
you?” “ They can, they can; take that 
mattock; I would not look into that hole 
again for the whole price of this nights 
work.” “ Ha ! ha ! listen to the blast that 
howls aftefr you. Is that the dead man's 
cry? Ha! ha!” 

He pursued the scared ruffian with an 
hideous laugh. 1 let go the bars in utter 
agony and helplessness of soul, and fell 
09 the floor. I had heard my death det< r- 

mined. 
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mined. I had seen my own grave dug , 
a sad sight, that few living men behold. 
Before the lamp burnt out, before the 
blast died away, before another hour, I 
should be a corse, swoln, and stretched, 
and stark. Mv mind ran with astonish- 
ing swiftness through every circumstance 
of the past days. Oh ! how I cursed 
your father’s barbarity, for one offence, 
so trivial and easy to be prevented for 
the future, to send me to a distance, where 
no cry could reach a human ear, to be 
butchered by cannibals; to disarm me by 
such promises and condescension ; to keep 
me immured till I was weak and pliant; to 
leave me without the means of resistance 
or escape. Oh ! how I cursed my own 
folly to trust him ,* not to profit by the 
many hints my dark companion gave; to 
go on like a sheep to the shambles. I 
recalled every circumstance that had es¬ 
caped them, hinting the past possibility 
of my safety; I could have fled into the 

wood; 
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Wood; I could have struggled with Mar¬ 
co, “ I was almost as able as he nay, 
yet—yet I might escape in the windings 
of the wood, if it were possible to reach it. 
All these thoughts, and a million more, 
came to me so clear, so keen, so stinging, 
that I w T as almost mad. Oh, the bitterness 
of feeling life lost by one moment’s fol¬ 
ly, and not to be recovered by the fullest 
stretch of thought and action after. 


I seemed to myself to have thrust away 
my safety with both hands, and to 
have hunted and pursued away every 
chance of life, and run headlong into the 
snare that closed on me, and shut me 
round for ever. After a moment’s sober 
and severe pain, I started into actual phren- 
sy; I ran round the room, striking the 
walls, and grappling with the Windows, 
and gnashing my teeth with the rage of 
madness. I am astonished they did not 
hear the uproar I made, at length, I be¬ 
gan to look round me more calmly; but 

VOL. II. i still 
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still with the fiery penetration, and glaring 
eagerness of real insanity. I am con¬ 
vinced I was mad, yet one idea was still 
so clearly present and powerful with me, 
that I felt I was capable of exerting every 
force of my soul and body, while it con* 
tinued to stimulate me. There was no 
furniture in the room; nothing that could 
present either a weapon of defence, or 
means of escape. Despairing, but still 
with forcible and unremitting intentness, 
in the dusky walls and floor it was not 
easy to discover any object; but poring 
on the latter by the light of the lamp, I 
discovered a pannel, with a ring in it; it 
resembled a trap-door. I had little doubt 
of the use of such an instrument in such 
a place, and as little hope, that I could 
long lie hid in any place to which it might 
conduct me ; yet still active from the rest¬ 
lessness of misery, 1 began to raise it, and 
succeeded. 

There was a dark cavity below, that I 

judged 
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judged ran between the flooring of one 
room, and the ceiling of that below, which 
might possibly continue to some distance, 
or be connected with other cavities and 
passages. I got down, and scrambled to 
some distance in it ; it was filled up with 
rubbish, which I struggled through, half 
stifled with the dust; but I soon found 
my passage obstructed ; some soft sub¬ 
stance was presented to my hand; slowly 
and cautiously I withdrew it, and crawl¬ 
ing backwards, brought it out with me ; 
the lamp was still on the floor, and by its 
light, I perceived I held a heap of bloody 
and decayed garments, pierced with more 
holes than those of decay. As I gazed on 
jt, a wild blast shook the door, and raved 
round the walls; the flame of the lamp 
shivered, and blazed athwart and over¬ 
blown. 

I looked around in terrible expectation 
of the wearer of the garments, that told 
a dark story, appearing to w T itness the 
i 2 discovery; 
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•discovery ; strange shadows played on the 
walls, as the lamp burnt clear. After many 
bickerings, I replaced the garments, and 
again [endeavoured to grop my way 
through the passage, in which I discovered 
a light, on my second attempt; I crept 
on, and found by the sound, as well as the 
light, that it came through the broken 
ceiling of the room below, where the 
whole group were assembled, and seen 
distinctly through many an aperture. I 
heard my name often repeated, and saw 
some motions horribly significant when 
it was repeated. The blast was now so 
loud, and howled so fiercely through the 
broken rafters, over which I leaned, that 
I could not distinguish any thing of their 
discourse, but my name; nor perhaps, 
even that, had not my senses been quick¬ 
ened to that exquisite keenness, which the 
solicitude to overhear a conference about 
your own life, can alone produce. 

In a short time, I began to think I might 

perhaps 
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perhaps make a better use of this passage, 
than merely to overhear a conversation, of 
which I already knew the probable pur¬ 
port but too well;—I crept on therefore 
with breathless caution, and found, to my 
inexpressible, joy, that I had passed the 
room where they were assembled. The 
apertures were now more numerous, and 
I conjectured I was near some ruinous, 
and perhaps neglected part of the build¬ 
ing, from which escape might—might be 
possible; my obstructions grew fewer 
too, and the passage itself wider and I 
had no doubt of its being purposely con¬ 
structed, and having therefore some cer¬ 
tain outlet. As 1 crawled on, I again per¬ 
ceived a faint light beneath, supported 
between two beams; I applied my eye 
to the largest hole near me, and perceived 
it proceeded from a dim lamp that burned 
at some distance below ; the light it gave 
was so faint, that it was long before f 
could distinguish it burned in a large de¬ 
solate 
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solate room, in the corner of which lay 
an obscure figure, stretched on a palle . 
I gazed long before I could discover so 
much, and it was not till the figure turn¬ 
ed, that I had a view of the most wasted, 
and ghastly form I ever beheld, covered 
with rags that were steeped ill blood. 
As the wind howled round his comfortless 
bed, I could distinctly hear his groans 
mingling with it. For a moment I be¬ 
lieved him to be some victim of the ruffian- 
band—but why then should his life be 
spared ? At all events, 1 perceived this 
wretched object was in no condition either 
to resist, or even to give an alarm to the rest: 
(i*e ciies he uttered, were the weak tones of 
one worn with pain ; if therefore, 1 could 
let my self clown into his room with safe¬ 
ty, I had little doubt of escaping. His 
apartment must be near the extremity of 
the building, and I heard the casements 
shake in the wind. I felt such a resolution 
must be achieved in a moment; the murder¬ 


ers 
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ers were now drinking, the storm was high, 
and the sufferer incapable of opposition ; 
yet, not one of these circumstances might 
continue to favour me a moment longer, 

I began to examine the largest aperture, 
through which, when sufficiently opened, 

I was to descend; when I was checked by 
a loud noise from below—I desisted—a 
door opened, and one of those 1 had seen 
below entered with a lamp and some pro¬ 
visions, which he placed near the sick 
man, who appeared to decline inem. The 
other spoke a few words of encouragement 
to him, from which I discovered, that the 
sufferer was one of the band who had 
been wounded in some late attempt, and 
who was now lingering under the fester¬ 
ing tortures of his wounds without relief 
or hope, as they were apprehensive to 
procure assistance was to hazard disco¬ 
very. After some careless consolation, he 
who brought the food was preparing to 
depart; but the other, in the infirmity of 

suffering 
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suffering, besought him to stay a few 7 
moments. “I cannot,” said he, surlily, 
“ I must be gone, we have business on our 
hands to-night. There is one lodged near 
you, whom half an hour must change his 
resting-place for a cold and bloody bed 
in the forest/’ (In half an hour! Who 
that has not heard his death denounced* 
and felt how dreadful it is to know and 
measure the approach of death can tell 
what I felt at these words ? ) “ Oh, Savio^ 

lo/ J groaned the penitent villain, “ talk 
not of those things to me; how can you 
mention them, and look on me stretched 
here, and think how soon the judgment 
of God may visit you for these things, 
as it has overtaken me.” Saviolo replied 
only by a muttered oath at his lamp, 
which a blast of wind had almost extin¬ 
guished. “ Oh,” continued the dying 
man, “ if I could but have the benefit of 
some holy man ; if I could but see a cru¬ 
cifix, and be taught one short prayer be 

fore 


THE FAMILY OF MONTORIO. 177 

lore I go hence—dark and dreadful things 
are on my conscience; no one knows 
what I know ; I have more thanthe petty 
murders of an obscure villain to unfold ; 
I was engaged in a horrid conspiracy 
against the peace and honour of a noble 
youth ; Oh, there were things once., that 
would deceive the devil, to deceive and 
ruin him, and I fear they have succeeded:^ 
Again Saviolo cursed his lamp, which was 
almost extinguished, and looking around 
fastened his e} 7 es on the ceiling,, through 
whose many holes the wind rushed in 
every direction. 

I saw him eye it suspiciously, and I 
drew back for a moment, terrified at # the 
delay which his observation occasioned, 
for a half an hour’s chance for life, who 
would lose a moment ? and till he left the 
apartment, no attempt could be made. 
He was again preparing to depart, when 
the sick man shrieked to him to .stay; 
“ Oh, stay/’ said he, “ for the love of the 
i 5 mother 
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mother of God, stay with me a moment, 
he is coming, I hear him in the wind.” 
“ Who is coming,” said Saviolq, stopping, 
and turning pale, as the light he bore 
glared on his strong visage. “ The wick¬ 
ed one, the wicked one ; he is with me 
every night; sometimes he stands beside 
me, and sometimes he rises through the 
floor before me ; Oh, he is ever—ever 
with me, and soon I must be with him.” 

“ Peace, peace, you driveller, turn to the 
wall, and close your eyes, and try to rest; 
and look, if you should hear any cries with 
in half an hour don’t come crawling from 
your bed as you did the last time, with 
those bloody swathes'scaring us all before 
the work was well done.” “Oh, Saviolo, 
dear, good, blessed fellow, do not leave 
me for a moment—for one moment; I see 
a hoof coming* through the curtain.” 

Saviolo rushed out of the room with a 
curse, that shook it, and the conscience- 
smitten wretch shrunk under his rags. 

' Now 
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Now was the time; one was gone with 
precipitation, and the other would pro¬ 
bably shrink from any thing he might see 
or hear moving near him. I had but 
half an hour to work for life. I began 
quietly, but swiftly to remove large flakes 
of plaster, which were so dry, that I found 
little difficulty in removing them, and the 
thin laths to which they were attached. In a 
short time I had displaced enough to admit 
an arm or leg: I was afraid of making too 
wide a breach, as the materials were so in¬ 
firm, I feared they might sink under me, 
and supported myself on a beam while 
I loosened them. I. tried to let myself 
down; the breach admitted me easily, and 
the beam supported me firmly. In the de¬ 
lirium of my joy, I was unable for a mo¬ 
ment to proceed; I was obliged to wipe 
away the tears of joy, that prevented me 
from seeing mv progress.; I now mea¬ 
sured the distance cautiously. I had at 
least.twelve feet to fall, for the room was 
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lofty; such a fall, however, could neither 
stun nor hurt me. I only dreaded the 
noise might alarm the ruffians; this how¬ 
ever, was not to be avoided. I determined 
immediately on my descent to rush across 
the room, and spring through the window, 
or if possible to prevail on the wounded 
man, who appeared averse from blood, to 
inform me, in what direction I might 
escape. 

I now let myself down silently, but ex¬ 
peditiously. The wounded man gave no 
sign of notice; I neither heard him star 
nor moan; I had sunk on the beams,, 
till only my elbows were supported, and 
was endeavouring to detach those, and 
let myself drop, when by some untoward 
motion, a large heap of the rubbish L 
had removed fell through the hole with 
a loud noise, and part lit on the bed, The 
frighted wretch screamed aloud, and 
continued his cries so long, that though 
my intention was to leap down, and im¬ 
plore 
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plore him to be silent, I heard steps ap¬ 
proaching before I could execute it, or 
draw myself back, almost, into my hiding 
place. 

Saviolo re-entered, as usual, with a 
curse in his mouth ; but I found the pur¬ 
port of his return, was not to sooth, but to 
threaten the sick man ; and with horror I 
Ijeard him say, " Curse on your clamours* 
you will waken the man that is to be 
murdered, and give him a hint of where 
he is; and then we shall have a struggle, 
instead of finishing him as he lies/’ The 
terrified creature averred with earnest re¬ 
petitions, that some one must be in the 
room, from the noise he had heard, and 
from the violence the roof appeared to 
have sustained. Saviolo appeared little 
inclined to believe him ; the noises he said 
were imaginary, and the roof had been 
shattered by the storm ; "For just over 
your head, there is a passage between 
the stories of the building, with the ex- 

2 tent 


182 fatal revenge; or, 

tent of which none of us are acquainted, 
and through which the wind rushes with 
terrible fury; but at all events,” he con^ 
tinued, “ as they will not \Vant me in this 
business, I shall stay with you, and pre¬ 
vent you from crying out, till it is over; 
they will have struggling enough < with 
him, there is no occasion to wake and put; 
him on his guard/' 

Oh, blessed virgin, and St: Philip, with 
what agony I heardt him cutting off my 
last retreat, shutting' up my last narrow 
breathing hole of life. He would stay, 
and it was impossible to descend ; he was i 
a brawny, resolute fellow, a weaker man. 
struggling for life, might indeed have 
overcame him, but I was unarmed ; he 
had a poniard, and pistols stuck in his 
belt, and the very mode of my escape 
would expose me, as in descending I 
should probably fall. I lingered a few 
moments in the mere vacancy of despair* 
and then heard him tell the sick man, 

that 
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Zeno was about to go up, and discover 
whether the stranger was asleep, and that 
if he were, he was to inform the person 
appointed to strangle him, who would 
dispatch him immediately. 

At this terrible intelligence, I was al¬ 
most ready to dash myself d*wn, and trust 
to a desperate chance of safety, for every 
probable one had disappeared ; I was en¬ 
closed on every side, death actually stared 
me in the face. The immediate danger, 
however, I felt an irresistible impulse to 
escape from. If any of them should visit 
my room, and find it empty, he would 
quickly discover my retreat, and I should 
be butchered in that dusky hole without 
a struggle ; back therefore, I crept, without 
a single hope to direct the motion; but 
with a blind resistance of inevitable evil, 
half smothered by the dust and rubbish, I 
scrambled through, crushing at every 
touch the eggs of the little domestic ser¬ 
pents, and displacing the nests of lizards 

and 
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and toads, whose cold slime made me 
shuddei*, as I crawled amongst them. 

At length, 1 reached my own apart¬ 
ment, and as I raised myself out of the 
trap-door, and caught the lamp that burn¬ 
ed still beside it, I almost expected some 
hand would push me back into the cavity. 
The room was empty, and no one had been 
there in my absence. After a moment’s 
debate, I rose, shut the trap-door, 
placed the lamp on the table, and threw 
myself on the bed, concerting with calm 
desperation my last plan of deliverance. 
I had scarce lain down, when I heard a 
slow, heavy tread on the stairs; though 
I had arranged something like a means of 
escape, and though part of it was to admit 
Zeno into the room without resistance, 
as his intentions were not immediately 
murderous; yet there is no telling the 
agony with which I heard him approach— 
certainly approach, nor the miserable 
watchfulness with which I struggled to 

distinguish 
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distinguish whether the steps were real, 
or whether I was deceived by the wind, 
whose, force had made the ruinous stairs 
creak all night—it zcas a step, the step of 
the man who came to see was I prepared 
for murder. He came up softly, and I 
heard him pause at the door, and withdraw 
the bolts slowly, like one who fears to dis¬ 
turb a sleeper; I heard him in the room, 
I felt him approach the bed. I counter¬ 
feited deep sleep; as he came nearer, I 
experienced a horrid sensation, like that 
which accompanies the oppression of the 
night-mare ; it was the struggle of na.- 
ture within me ; my resolution was to 
lie still, but nature moved within me to 
struggle or to fly. He came close to me, 

1 heard him keeping in his breath ; he bent 
over me, holding his lamp almost close to 
my face. I thought this might be a trial 
whether my sleep was counterfeited ; but I 
dared not stir. I would have given the world 
to have looked at him under my eye-lids 

at 
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at that monfen t; to have seen the ex¬ 
pression of his face, whether there was 
compassion or any relenting in it; but 
I dared not. Yet at this moment, while 
I yet doubted but he was examining 
whether he could not do the deed himself, 
and that, in the next instant, I should 
feel his stiletto in me before I even saw 
it drawn. Even at that moment, will you 
believe me. Signor? an irresistible pro¬ 
pensity to laughter spread itself over my 
face ; over my face I say, for in my heart 
was nothing but despair; yet was it ir¬ 
resistible ; my features relaxed into some¬ 
thing that felt to me like the motion of 
laughter, but struggling with the pertur¬ 
bation of fear, and the paleness of ex¬ 
pected death. It appeared so different to 
him, that muttering inwardly,^ “ Poor 
wretch! he sleeps uneasily,” he withdrew 
his lamp and quitted the room. I did not 
even dare to turn on my side, or un¬ 
close my eyes till he had shut the door. 

I counted 
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I counted his steps down stairs, and then 
rose instantly. I had no refuge now but 
in myself. All that intervened between 
me and death was removed. The next 
visitor was to have my blood. 

I hastened to the door, and secured it 
as well as I could. This was a means 
of delay, if not of defence. I then extin¬ 
guished myl amp, and descended through 
the trap-door, and scrambled on to my 
former station, after drawing the trap- 
dr.r.r after me as close as I could. As I 
crawled over the ceiling of their room, I 
ventured to peep downward. They were 
still sitting; but, as I looked, one of them 
prepared to rise; then I durst look no 
longer. I crawled onward, till I came 
over the room of the sick man. I look¬ 
ed downward. The sight was beyond the 
most sanguine calculations of my hope. 
The sick man was quiet; the lamp still 
burned ; and Saviolo was asleep. There 
was not a moment to be lost. I let my¬ 
self 
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self down as quietly as I could through 
the hole in the ceiling till I hung only on 
the beam with my hands. After suspend¬ 
ing myself for some time, till I felt my 
own weight, and was released from all 
obstructions, I commended myself to St. 
Philip, and let go my hold, and fell with- 
less violence than could be imagined. 
The sleepers did not move. I looked 
around me for some time, without ven¬ 
turing to stir, to be assured of the reality 
of my descent, with so little noise or 
danger, and that the tranquillity about me 
was not counterfeited. All was still. I; 
rose; and creeping with that caution, 
which none but such a situation can give 
or imagine, I began to explore the room. 
There was but one window; the lamp 
burned in the hearth, before which Sa- 
violo was sleeping in a chair. Scarcely 
touching the ground, I proceeded to pass 
him. When I was opposite him I in¬ 
voluntarily stopped, and, with an impulse 

I could 
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1 could not resist, looked full at him. 
His eyes were wide open, and in¬ 
tently fixed on me. My terror did not 
conquer my reason. After a moment 
passed in the stupor of fear, I perceived 
he made no use of his observation; he 
neither spoke, nor offered to stop me. 
I ventured to look at him more close¬ 
ly, and I perceived, from the fixed and 
filmy glare of his eye, that he was still 
asleep. A moment’s thought confirmed 
my confidence. I had often heard of 
people who slept thus, particularly those 
whose minds are gloomy or perturbed. 
I now withdrew myself quietly, and plac¬ 
ed the lamp at some distance, lest its light 
should act too strongly on the exposed 
and dilated organs of sight. I glided 
across the room to the window. It was 
a large casement that appeared, from its 
structure, to be moveable; but with most 
distressful -apprehension I perceived, that 
to reach it I must step across the pallet 

to 
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of the sick man, nay, actually step on it. 
After what had happened, however, with¬ 
out disturbance or discovery, I had some- 
hopes that a light step would be unfelt 
and unheard. I rose therefore on one 
foot, and, reaching across the bed, laid 
hold of the frame of the casement. A 
terrible blast that rushed against it 
that moment, almost made me fear it 
would be shattered in my hold. I re¬ 
leased it for a moment, and looked round 
me with fear. I heard only the heavy 
breathing of Saviolo, and the groaning of 
the old and ruinated ceiling, as the wind 
swept over it. I felt these delays of fear 
would be endless; and, resting my knee 
on the frame-work, and holding it with 
both hands, drew my foot from the bed, 
when the sick man, with a faint cry, like 
that of weak surprise, extended one arm, 
and caught me by the ancle. In tha 
scene reason, life, seemed to forsake me. 

I neither felt nor thought; I neither 

struggled 
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struggled nor spoke. I grasped the frame 
with a force that shook it, and fixed my 
hollow and bursting eyes on the hand 
that held me. For my liberty, for my 
life, again, I would not live over the two 
moments that elapsed, before I perceived 
that he had grasped me in the agonies of 
pain, involuntary, unconscious, and yet 
asleep; that he had laid hold on the first 
thing that was next his hand, and held it 
without being sensible of the act, or of 
any relief from it. But this discovery 
consoled me but little. He might hold 
me till escape was impossible ; and to li¬ 
berate myself by a struggle, would be to 
wake him. With anguish therefore, (such 
as none but he who counts but a mo¬ 
ment between him and death—death, ag¬ 
gravated by the near chance of safety, 
and the certain increase of suffering, has 
ever felt,) I awaited the dissolution of 
his hold as my only hope of life. In 
two moments, with the same suddenness 
5 of 
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of motion, he released me, and, with 
some inarticulate moans of pain, turned 
to the other side. The instant he released 
me, I felt such a gush of heat through me, 
that I almost relinquished my hold of 
the casement from weakness. In a mo¬ 
ment, however, I collected myself, and 
attempted to open the easement. This 
was done with difficulty; yet I dared not 
look behind me, lest I should see Saviolo’s 
eye upon me. It was done however, and 
I looked out on the free air and the open 
woods. The night was now utterly 
dark, and the tempest terrible. I could 
hear the roar of the forest below; but 
knew not whether I should be in the 
forest on springing out of the window. 
For deliberation there was no time ; 
nor could it teach me any thing. Around, 
above, and below me, were only tumult 
and darkness. I threw myself out of the 
window. I alighted, after a rapid descent, 
upon something solid. This gave way 

under 
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under me, and I felt myself falling, again, 
with more pain, and through more ob¬ 
struction than before. At length I reach' 
cd the ground, sore and bruised. Every¬ 
thing about me was soft and damp, other¬ 
wise, I am convinced, I must have broken 
my limbs with my double fall. At a little 
distance from me, I heard the growling 
of a dog, and the rattling of a chain. 

I did not dare to stir, nor even to examine 
whether I was hurt or not, lest he should 
betray me by his barking. In a moment, 
however, I began to reflect, I had gained 
but little beside bruises and danger, by 
throwing myself out of the window. L. 
could be as easily discovered and mur¬ 
dered in a shed, which I believed my 
present abode to be. I rose therefore 
as quietly as possible, but sunk down 
again from utter inability to stand. I 
found I had either sprained or broken the 
limb on which I alighted. Another thrill 
of agony ran through me at this dis- 
vol. ii. k covery. 
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covery, keener than the pain that fol¬ 
lowed my vain attempt to stand; but 
however reluctant or perturbed, I was 
obliged to sink down upon the damp 
straw that was spread over the ground. 
In a few moments, the moon broke thro’ 
the clouds, and shining with strong light, 
discovered every object around me. I 
was in a large shed, rudely constructed of 
mud and the branches of trees, and cover¬ 
ed but partially with straw. I could not 
see whether it was connected with the 
principal building; but it was open every 
where; yet I could not escape. The 
roof was broken through where I had 
fallen, and through the fracture I had a 
view of other parts jq£ the building, rude, 
and ruinous, and dimly seen, from amid 
dark clouds and masses of forest shade that 
were spread around them. The anguish 
of my mind would, I believe, have again 
risen to madness, had it not been quali¬ 
fied by a kind of stupid satisfaction at 
5 the 
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the idea of being so far from the per¬ 
sons and weapons of the murderers,, and 
a dream of impossible hope that I might 
be concealed by being where it was not 
probable any would search or suspect, 
from its nearness to the house. Thus 
pacified by contrary expectations, of 
which, nevertheless, the love of life ren¬ 
dered both probable, and compelled to 
reconcile myself to remaining where I 
was, since, to stir was impossible, I sunk 
down, but still kept my eyes fixed on 
the building, still listened eagerly for a 
sound. In a short time, I beheld a light 
moving slowly up a part of the building 
just opposite. It was so dim, and pro¬ 
ceeded with such frequent pauses of mis¬ 
chief-meaning delay, that at once I con¬ 
ceived it was the person employed to 
murder me who was ascending to my 
room. I attempted to stand upon my 
feet; but the impulse was unable to con¬ 
tend with pain and infirmity. The light 
k <2 stopped, 
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stopped, and disappeared for some time. 
In a moment after, the whole building 
echoed with cries of astonishment, and 
quick voices that called and answered 
each other, and lights darted and disap¬ 
peared at every window in my sight. 
All this I interpreted aright. He had 
gone up to my room, found it empty, 
and was now alarming the rest to pur¬ 
sue and discover me. All this I was 
obliged to know, with a consciousness, 
that if any chance should direct them to 
where I was concealed, I was inevitably 
lost. After half an hour’s intolerable 
suspense, during which every part of the 
building seemed to undergo a search, i 
distinctly heard them going out in another 
direction, apparently that by which 1 had 
entered the house, and which was oppo¬ 
site to the part of the building where the 
sick man lay. This was an intimation of 
safety to me; but still, how precarious 
was that safety ! Any of them might take 

1 the 
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the direction where I was. A -casual im¬ 
pulse, a motion unaccounted for, might 
bring one of them to my shed. Their 
voices, however, became more and more 
distant, and their whistles and hollows 
echoed from the remotest parts of the 
wood, as the wind bore them faintly to 
my ear. The hope of life revived with¬ 
in me, when I heard that devil, Saviolo, 
(who, it appeared, had been awakened 
by the uproar in the house, and joined 
with the rest in searching it for me,) 
bending from the window just over me, 
exclaim, u Here, here; this way; he 
must have escaped through this window ; 
it is open, search for him here.” I drew 
in my breath, and listened in despair. 
There was no answer; they were out of 
hearing. I heard him cursing their stu¬ 
pidity, and muttering something, as if he 
was about to descend himself. I tried to 
rise, and found, with the surprise of un¬ 
speakable joy, that my hurt had been 

trivial. 
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trivial. I was now able to stand and to 
walk, but feebly. Any degree of reco^* 
vered capacity was matter of hope to me 
now, though I was still unable to make 
any considerable exertion for my safety. 
I crept towards the mastiff* who was chain¬ 
ed near me, and whom I had some hope 
of making serviceable to me. He growH 
eel fiercely at me; but as I drew nearer, 
to my utter astonishment, he stretched 
out his neck, and fawned on me with the 
utmost gentleness. I knew him almost 
as soon. He was a dog I had in Naples, 
who followed me every where, and fed 
from my hand ; and though it was four 
years since I had lost him, he knew the 
first tones of my voice. Surely this was 
the providence of St. Filippo. 

I had scarce time to slip off his chain, 
when a door opened near me, and, thro* 
the chinks of the shed, I saw Saviolo ap¬ 
proaching, holding up a Ian thorn, and 
looking round suspiciously. His drawn 

dagger 
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dagger was in his hand. He came up to 
the shed slowly, but directly, and, enter¬ 
ing it, saw me instantly; and, with a yell 
of joy, rushed towards me. I had form¬ 
ed my plan; and, urging the dog with 
my voice and hands, the faithful animal 
flew at him like a tvgcr, and, fastening 
in his cloak, dragged him to the ground, 
and held him there, as if waiting my 
orders. Saviolo, with a cry of horror, 
and the visage of a fiend in pain, begged 
his life with the most abject language of 
fear and agony. I told him I had no in¬ 
tention to destroy him ; that I wished to 
fly from destruction myself; but that my 
safety required me to secure him, till I 
could effect my escape. I desired him, 
therefore, to throw away his dagger and 
his pistols. You will murder me if I 
do,” said the villain, with a horrible mix¬ 
ture of fear and malignity in his face; 
for he had no thoughts but of treachery 
and blood. I will not/’ said I, ‘ f nor 

would 
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I, for worlds, be a wretch with such mur¬ 
derous hands as you. Throw away your 
dagger and pistols, and you are safe: 
keep them another moment, and that dog 
shall tear you to fragments.” Rethrew 
them to sonic distance. I took them tip, 
and armed myself with them. He watch¬ 
ed me with a fearful eye. He could not 
comprehend that any one could have an¬ 
other in his power without making a 
sanguinary use of it. I then compelled 
him to tell me where I should find the 
horses of the band ; what direction they 
had taken ; and whether they had left the 
house. I dared not ask him the wav thro’ 
the forest, as he would probably have 
pointed the way of danger. I now call¬ 
ed off the dog, who released him in a mo¬ 
ment, when the wretch, snatching a short 
knife from his breast, plunged it into my 
preserver’s throat, who instantly expired. 
The vehemence of his motion was such, 
that I scarce perceived him turning on 
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me. I closed with him, and, after an ob¬ 
stinate strussle, wrested the knife from 
him. I could scarce forbear burying it 
in his heart when I got it. I struck him 
to the ground in my rage, and when he 
rose I bound him, with some ropes I 
found in the shed, to a post in it, and left 
him, grinding, and gnashing with his teeth, 
and spitting at me, with the contortions 
and fury of a demoniac. 

I found the horses where he told me, 
and immediately mounted one of them. 
From the circumstance of their no,t being 
employed by the band, I could only ga¬ 
ther, that thejr believed me to be at no 
considerable distance. They were there¬ 
fore probably all around me; but if I 
could get beyond the immediate region 
of the house, 1 believed I should be safe. 
1 went out in the direction opposite to 
theirs. I need not tell you of my wan¬ 
dering in the wood; how often I quitted 
thw track, and concealed myself in the 
k 5 thicket, 
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thicket, which I quitted the next moment, 
from the fear of what had impelled me 
to seek it; how I dreaded to proceed, 
and w r as yet unable to stop ; how I listen¬ 
ed in horror to the wind, and the hollow 
whistle that ran through the wood, mix¬ 
ed with it; how I thought the whisper 
of murder was in the underwood, as it 
hissed in the breeze; and how often I 
recoiled as the tossing branches of the 
trees flung a sudden shadow across the 
way. I got out of the wood, after all 
iny terror, safely, about the morning 
dawn; but I was no sooner freed from 
one danger, than the fear of another, as 
urgent, smote me. 

Whither could I go, or to whom ? I 
had escaped miraculously from your fa¬ 
ther’s hands ; but I knew they could reach 
me in any part of Italy. Where could I 
fly, that money could not purchase my 
blood ? He might list a whole army a- 
gainst a single wretch; and, on a long 

chase 
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chase, I knew St. Filippo himself could 
be no match for him. I believe. Sig¬ 
nor, you will think the result of this de¬ 
bate was actual madness. I pursued my 
way eagerly to your father's castle, 
determined to go directly to him, to 
present myself before him. At a distance 
from him I knew there was no safety ; but 
I felt that this strange confidence might 
ensure my safety with him. 

Without further danger or adventures, 
I reached the castle that very evening. 
The servants, who did not appear to 
know the plan about me, admitted me 
without surprise. I desired immediately 
to see the Count: I was conducted to 
him. He was alone when I entered ; and 
the tapers which were but just lit, burnt 
on a, table near him, so that he could 
scarce distinguish me till I was close to 
him. He then sprang almost off his chair, 
and* continued to stare at me, for some 
moments, with a look of vacant horror. 
During that time I could not speak. I 

could 
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could not recover myself; the temerity 
of my purpose appalled me in the mo¬ 
ment of execution. 

At length, I said in low and hurried 
tones, “ My Lord, you are surprised to 
see me here. The villain with whom I 
travelled had designs upon my life. I 
discovered them, and escaped. Listen 
to me, my Lord. You have suspicions 
of your son Annibal; no living creature 
but myself can verify them. Whatever 
knowledge I possess will be lost to you 
if I perish; and whatever may yet be 
gained from your son, can be gained 
only by me; for I possess his confidence, 
and he believes me attached to his per¬ 
son. I can serve you more effectually 
by my life than by my death. I can 
serve you more effectually than any of 
the villains employed to murder me. 
Mark me, my Lord, my death may ruin 
you ; my life may serve you. If I were 
this moment dragged from your presence, 
or stabbed before it, a thousand tongues 

would 
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would tell it. If I were even immured in 
your dungeons,, and poisoned, and buried 
secretly there, my disappearance would 
excite suspicion, and that suspicion would 
persecute you to the end of your days, 
and perhaps abridge them. Let me live, 
then. I will be faithful from fear and 
from gratitude. No villain, hired by the 
price of murder, can be so faithful as 
he who serves for life—for life restored 
and confirmed. While at a distance from 
you I might have saved myself by flight; 
but I fled hither, because I knew my 
life was important to you, as well as to 
myself.” 

Was not this a bold effort for life ? 
I knew it was my only one. 1 knew, be¬ 
sides, (and believe me. Signor, even in 
that painful moment, I felt the force of 
that consideration,) that my success might 
be of the most material consequence to 
you; that, if I was believed, I would 
be admitted to you, might talk with, 

plan 
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plan with, perhaps escape with you; 
that your sufferings would certainly be 
mitigated, perhaps your life preserv¬ 
ed. 

The effect produced on the Count 
was what my hopes had anticipated. lie 
was overpowered by the suddenness of 
my appearance and language; and what¬ 
ever attention the hurry of the moment 
allowed him, was impressed by what I 
said, by the promises of present dis¬ 
covery, and of future services. He wav¬ 
ed me, however, to leave him. I urged 
him still for a promise of safety. He 
gave it on his honour; and I departed 
satisfied. 

As I left the room, I could not but 
wonder at myself; my very existence 
seemed a prodigy to me, what no power 
of body or mind on their fullest stretch 
could have effected for me; one effect of 
lucky rashness produced for me, the pa¬ 
cification of an enemy, powerful and in¬ 
exorable ; 
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exorable ; the escape from a danger that 
threatened me every hour of life, and in 
every part of the world. I mixed among 
the domestics, and wondered they did not 
feel the same surprise at my living ap¬ 
pearance that I was conscious of, with¬ 
out reflecting, that of my disappearance 
they did not know the cause, nor would 
perhaps ever have known it. 

In a short time, I was again summoned 
to the Count. 1 found father Schemoli 
with him, that sight of evil omen. The 
looks of both were fixed on me, as if 
they would search my soul; a moment 
after, they exchanged looks, that seemed 
to express I was too much in their power, 
to be an object of dread to them. I ap¬ 
proached, and was instructed in what they 
expected from me. I did not understand 
till then, how my offers of service were 
understood; it was then evident that I was 
to be employed as a spy; that my having 
been honoured with your notice and 

confidence. 
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confidence, was to be made a means of ex¬ 
torting from you some knowledge, which 
they did not describe very clearly, but of 
which they seemed determined to get pos¬ 
session. My attachment to you made me 
shudder at this proposal, till I recollected, 
that to appear to enter into their mea¬ 
sures, was the best way to defeat their 
mischief; and that to betray my indigna¬ 
tion and horror at them, would be only 
to sacrifice my powers of serving you, 
to an unseasonable display of my zeal. 
I listened to them therefore in silence, 
and by holding down my head in a pos¬ 
ture of of deep attention, concealed the 
changes that my countenance underwent. 
I never knew so much of the iniquity of 
the human mind ; I could not believe so 
much had existed in it, as I heard mani¬ 
fested in the directions given me for ac¬ 
quiring the knowledge of this secret they 
believe you to possess. The object was 
simple; but the means were crowded v/ith 

such 
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such superfluous, and complicated knave¬ 
ry, the lessons of falsehood and deceit 
ran from •them with such facility, that 
they seemed, compared with their usual 
habits of speech, like foreigners, who are 
suffered to speak their own language, and 
who compensate by their sudden volubi¬ 
lity, for long restraint and silence. They 
seemed to speak a new and natural lan¬ 
guage. I promised strict obedience, and 
affected to profit by their documents ; and 
at length was dismissed with an assurance, 
that my lidelity was the only security of 
my life; that on the discovery of the 
slightest tendency to duplicity, my pu¬ 
nishment would be what I could neither 
conceive nor avoid. I was then given 
these keys, with a direction to visit you, 
and all plans of escape were banished by 
the thought of seeing you ; but I am per¬ 
mitted to be often with you, to attend you 
in place of the confessor—nay, to pass hours 
in your apartment. These are my instruc¬ 
tions. 
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lions, and it will be strange, if with such 
advantages both for planning and execut¬ 
ing, we should continue long in durance. 

I was as willing as Filippo could be, 
to let the satisfaction of the present 
moment supersede all provision for the 
future. I dwelt with a pleasure I did 
not try to restrain, on his simplici¬ 
ty, his strong attachment, his miraculous 
escape ; and felt that whatever might be 
the success of any plans we might form, 
my mind, spent with unnatural force, 
would find relief in their discussion ; or 
even in the circumstances that made their 
discussion possible. 

I collected myself, however, enough to 
remind Filippo, that the present juncture 
required the most dexterous conduct; 
that it was not impossible, even the pre¬ 
sent indulgence was only a stratagem of 
deeper mischief; that it was necessary 
for him at all events to amuse my father 
by promises of success in his employ¬ 
ment ; 
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ment; otherwise, his visits would be ob¬ 
structed, and probably his life sacrificed 
to their disappointment, or their suspi¬ 
cions ; that he must frame his reports so 
as to bear a due relation in point of time 
to the execution of any measures we 
might have adopted, so as neither to com¬ 
pel us to precipitate or delay them, but 
just gain the proper time for their adjust¬ 
ment. Above all, I charged him, with an 
earnestness he did not understand, to ob¬ 
serve the confessor, and repeat to me 
every instance of his deportment he could 
remark or remember. Our conference 
extended to a late hour, and I was com¬ 
pelled to drive him away; for something 
like hope began to flutter within me, and 
I determined not to sacrifice its promises 
to a casual indulgence. 

He was hardly gone when I wished to 
recal him. The terrors of the hour that 
was approaching 1 shrunk from meet¬ 
ing alone. As my visitor threatened, 

every 
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every night his appearance was becoming 
more terrible, and its expectation more 
insupportable to me. I dreaded in what 
this might terminate. He had darkly 
spoken of the possible subversion of my 
reason ; I felt all the horrors of this pre¬ 
diction. There is no evil like the ex¬ 
pected or approaching loss of reason ; 
there is no infliction that cannot be tole¬ 
rated in imagination; but that which 
sweeps all power of provision, resistance, 
or mitigation of any other. Even in the 
present state of my mind, this sensation 
was exquisitely painful, as it in a manner 
verified what, of all things I was most un¬ 
willing to believe true ; viz. the agency 
and power of that singular being. I 
shuddered inwardly with reluctant con¬ 
viction, with that irksome feeling, that 
cannot dispute the evidences ; yet hates 
to admit the conclusion. One circum¬ 
stance relative to his appearance, (which 
might in a great measure assist me to 

judge 
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judge of his up rnatural pretensions), I 
believed my: elf abled to discover still— 
the mode of his entrance into my apart¬ 
ment. If, as it seemed, he was a being 
that could glide through walls, and over¬ 
come material obstructions, I could resist 
no longer the belief of whatever he might 
disclose. If he required the assistance by 
which human beings pass from one part 
of space to another, I rejoiced in the 
hope of discovering his imposture, and 
obtaining a triumph over this wonderful 
being, whose superiority to humanity, 
mingled envy with my astonishment. 
While I was occupied by these thoughts^ 
a strange drowsiness crept over me ; I 
resisted it at first, without an appre¬ 
hension of its influence being so strong; 
but in a short time, I felt all power of 
thought gliding fi'om my mind. 

Half angry at so unseasonable a weak¬ 
ness, I rose, and began to walk about the 
room; it was in vain. In a short time, 

from 
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from utter incapacity of motion, I was 
obliged to throw myself on the bed, 
where a deep sleep fell on me. It did 
not continue long; I awoke I know 
not how. Before I was fully awake, I 
felt my eyes were in search of Father 
Schemoli; they discovered him, as usual, 
sitting by the table on which my lamp 
was burning still. 

Without betraying any emotion, without 
uttering a single word,or interjection of 
fear, I continued to gaze on him, expecting 
something more than I had yet heard, to 
proceed from him; the idea of his superna¬ 
tural power involuntarily mixing withmy 
own thoughts, produced a full conviction 
in me, that he was acquainted with the real 
object and topic of Filippo’s conference 
with me ; and I awaited his declaration 
of it with as full reliance, as if he had 
been present at our conversation ; but he 
spoke without allusion to that, or any 
subject, but the constant one of his 

visits. 
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visits. On that, he poured forth a flood of 
supernatural eloquence, which I no longer 
attempted to resist, or to interrupt. It 
was terrible to hear him—the admiration 
that follows impassioned oratory, was lost 
in more strange and awful feelings; there 
was evidently something of the power and 
evidence of another world about him. 
Delight was checked, yet heightened by 
terror; and attention was often suspended 
by the wonder, how man could hear him 
and live. The mind rose to the level of 
the speaker, I felt myself upborne and 
floating on the pinions of his voice over 
the confines of the invisible world, over 
the formless, and the void. I felt it with a 
xvild and terrible joy—a joy that made me 
as strange to myself, as every thing around 
me was; a joy that from the very gid¬ 
diness of its elevation, precluded me from 
measuring the height to which it had 
raised me—the remote point at which I 
stood from the common feelings and habits 

of 
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of human nature. I know this was * 
strange and wavward frame; I wonder at 
myself; I can hardly describe or render it 
probable; but I have heard of beings, 
who, with unnatural strengh of feeling, 
would hang on a bare and single point of 
rock to see the ocean in a storm ; would 
rush out to cross the forky lightnings in 
their dance, or howl to the storm as it 
bent the forest, or shook the mountains 
to their base. I have heard of such, but 
scarce believed such a feeling could exist 
in a human breast, till 1 listened to this 
strange being, and listened with pleasure 
as strange. But this night, whether encour¬ 
aged by my silence, or whether in the 
progressive fulfilment of his commission, 
he spoke more openly of its object, he 
dared to tell me I was doomed to be a 
murderer. A murderer did I say ? Com¬ 
pared to the crime, which he affirmed I 
would perpetrate, that of murder might 
be termed a benefaction, an honour to 

society. 
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society. In language of horrid strength, 
without pause, or limit, or mitigation, 
again and again he affirmed it; nay, de¬ 
scribed its mode and circumstance, the 
process of preparation my mind would 
undergo, the gradual induration of my 
heart, and sealing mp of my mind and con¬ 
science with that penetrating and empha¬ 
tic minuteness, that proved an intimacy 
with the inmost heart and spirit of man, 
from which I shrunk in vain—in vain tried 
to shelter myself by arguing from the fu¬ 
tility of his reasoning and descriptions, to 
the futility of his prediction. 

But though I could net work myself 
into incredulity, I tried to work myself 
into rage; I endeavoured to awe or to re¬ 
pel him by my fury. I demanded how 
he dared to impute to me such crimes? 
Was I not a free agent ? Had I not the 
power of choosing one mode of action, 
and declining another ? To the perpetra¬ 
tion of such horrors as he predicted, no- 
vol. ii. l thino- 
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thing but insanity could drive me, and in¬ 
sanity would relieve me from the burthen 
of consciousness, as well as the guilt of vo¬ 
lition. I charged him in my turn, succes¬ 
sively, with being an impostor, a ma¬ 
niac, and lastly, an evil spirit, embodied 
and empowered to work my eternal woe, 
and confirm his own by his infernal tri¬ 
umph. I abjured all further commerce 
with him ; I heaped him with reproach and 
malediction. I stopped my ears, I closed 
my eyes against him ; only my voice 
was free, and with that I cursed, and bid 
him begone. When the bellowings of 
my rage had ceased, and the echoes of my 
prison were still, he burst into a laugh; 
mv blood curdled to hear him, and when 

j 

I raised my eyes to him, he was gone. 

The impression he left with me was 
stronger than any preceding night; but 
it was more tolerable ; the sense of oppres¬ 
sion or persecution wakens us to rage 
and to resistance. There was something so 

determined 
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determined and tenacious in these nightly 
hauntings, so persevering and obtrusive 
in his mention of the subject I had ab¬ 
jured and refused to listen to, that I felt 
it like a challenge to my powers of resist¬ 
ance, and I met it with my full strength 
of mind. There now appeared to be an 
obvious and definite ground whereon w r e 
were to contend ; a trial of powers com¬ 
mon to both; his, of importunate per¬ 
secution, and mine, of unremitted opposi¬ 
tion. I pleased myself in collecting the 
forces of my mind, and ascertaining the 
ground and point of our conflict. I re¬ 
solved if I must yield, not to yield with¬ 
out a vigorous struggle. I forgot, that 
by all this I only confirmed the identity 
of my torment; only gave it form and 
substance, instead of endeavouring to dis¬ 
sipate it as the vision of solitude, as the 
dream that floated on the heavy vapours of 
my dungeon. 

L C 
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They must repose great confidence in 
Filippo. They have this day permitted 
him to bring me materials for writing. 
These were indeed welcome, like others. 
1 trifled with my indulgence for the first 
hour. I scrawled the paper over with 
strange figures; but when I examined 
them, 1 was struck with the number of 
instruments of death and punishment I 
had described among them : how strong 
a tincture my mind communicates to tri¬ 
vial and indifferent things ! 

Filippo tells me, they continue to im¬ 
portune him with questions about me, 
and the knowledge he had obtained from 
me. “ I have told them,” said he, u a 
plausible story about your former visits 
to the tower, and about the communica¬ 
tions you are daily making to me. But I 
take care not to make any extravagant 
or momentous representations, lest they 
should expect some verification of them, 

from 
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from your movements or sentiments, 
which it would be impossible to give. 
In the mean time, their suspicions are 
eluded, and time is obtained, which is all 
we require/' 

It is obvious to you, that in his narra¬ 
tive and conversations, I have always 
translated Filippo's language. The vulgar 
often express themselves with force, par¬ 
ticularly in descriptions; but they are 
insufferably tedious, and abound in repe¬ 
titions. Nor, since I retained the sub¬ 
stance of his narrative, was it necessary 
for me to retail his idioms and vulgar¬ 
isms. 

He sits by me, and talks of plans for 
our escape—talks merely—for even his 
sanguine disposition cannot trace a vestige 
of rational hope in any he has yet pro¬ 
posed. The castle is too well guarded ; 
filled with domestics all day, and every 
passage locked at night. lie believes it 
to be full of subterranean passages and 

secret 
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secret recesses; but even if we reached 
them, we might perish in them by fatigue 
and hunger. 

I have now begun my journal; and, 
within these three days, wrote the pre¬ 
ceding account. You must henceforth 
only expect it in fragments. 

Filippo often looks at me with un¬ 
speakable solicitude. lie confesses to 
me, I am so altered, so reduced, and 
haggard in look, and abstracted in manner, 
that he cannot believe such a change to 
be produced merely by my confinement. 
He importunes me with an earnestness I 
often find it difficult to resist, but must 
not yield to. He would either think me 
a maniac, or a being leagued with, and 
under the power of some evil spirit. 
The very name of Father Schemoli (of 
whom he has notions justly terrible) 
would inspire with terror, and perhaps 
even his attachment might not be proof 

against 
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against the aversion which the idea of 
our intercourse might produce. 

“ Signor/' said he, “ there was a man 
in a village where I was born, who believ¬ 
ed himself haunted by the evil one, and 
that the object of the temptation was 
to make him commit murder. He told 
this in confidence to some one who 
pressed to know the occasion of his con¬ 
stant melancholy; and he told it to an¬ 
other, and in a short time every one 
shrunk away from the poor wretch, as 
if he had been a real murderer. No 
one would meet him alone; no one 
would pass near his house at night; no 
one would sit near him ; for whether 
they believed him really beset, as he de¬ 
scribed, or only visionary, it inspired 
them with a dread and a suspicion, that 
made every one shun him as some evil 
thing. After lingering some time in 
utter solitude, he at length disappeared, 

and 
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and strange things were whispered about 
his departure. 

“ Some months after that, however, we 
heard of an extraordinary murder com¬ 
mitted at Venice. The murderer had had 
no enmity to the person he killed, nor 
even any knowledge of him. He had 
inquired his situation in life; and, on 
learning that he had no relations who 
would suffer by his loss ; that his character 
was good; and he had come that 
moment from receiving absolution—he 
exclaimed, f That is my man,’ and im¬ 
mediately stabbed him. He then sur¬ 
rendered himself to justice; said he was 
perfectly sensible of his crime, and de¬ 
sired no mercy ; but had taken care that 
his offence should he attended with as 
little injury as possible, either to society, 
or to the sufferer. 

“ When we inquired the name of this 
extraordinary man, we learned he was the 

very 
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very individual ’who had left our village. 
Now Signor* you must forgive me ; but no 
human being ever looked as that man did 
but you. You have exactly his dark, fixed 
eye, and that peculiar contraction of the 
forehead, and hollowness of the cheek. 
1 saw him the morning before he disap¬ 
peared. lie was tracing some lines in a 
bed of withered leaves, over which he 
bent; and, as you hung over your paper 
just now, drawing those melancholy lines, 
you were the picture of him. Do, Signor, 
tell me, for the love of grace, what it is 
thus presses on your mind. It is something 
else than your confinement, I know. When 
I speak of that you are quite easy and 
resigned, and listen to all I can say with 
composure; but if I mention night, or 
solitude, or the confessor to you, your 
countenance changes, that I scarce know it.” 

You may conceive with what pain I 
heard him. The sympathy the unfor¬ 
tunate subject of his story had met with, 
l 5 tau du 
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taught me what I was to expect from a 
similar disclosure. I silenced him as soon 
as I could; but, as he left the room, he 
murmured something about father Sche- 
moli. Is my persecution written on my 
forehead ? Can the very menials read that 
1 am tempted to murder ? If so, ’twere 
almost better committed ; there would be 
less suspicion, and less of “ fear which 
hath torment.” 

His visits are unremitting, and his per¬ 
secutions increasing in force and fre- 
quency. He now names the object of it 
directly, proposes means, and, withou 
remitting ids mysterious character and 
language, discusses them with a familiarity 
that chills my blood. 

What shall 1 do? I am strongly beset; 
I am sore pressed and straitened. Would 
to heaven I could make my escape from 
this durance. - Even if he has the power 
of pursuing me, may not that power be 
diminished or increased by the circum¬ 
stances 
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stances of time or place ? He hinted that 
himself. He talked of his power being 
limited to a certain hour and spot. If 
I could but fly from him ; if I was to 
hear the terrible voice no more; to lay 
my harrassed head where one night would 
be unbroken by these visits of horror. 
He has no longer the power of feeding 
curiosity, or of fascinating imagination. 
My only sensation at his presence is un- 
mixed aversion, mortal repugnance and 
fear. It is not to be wondered at. No 
human mind can longer endure the pitch 
mine has been strained to lately. It must 
relieve itself by insanity, or by ,a deep 
and motionless stagnation of its powers. 
The objects that have occupied me are not 
the natural topics of human meditation ; 
the mind can only bear to see them re¬ 
motely, and partially, and transiently ; it 
cannot conferwith, and be habitually con¬ 
versant with them, without changing its 
properties, nay, its very nature.. The dis- 
i tant 
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tant cloud, whose skirts are indebted with 
lightnings, and whose departing thun¬ 
ders roll their last burden on the winds, 
we can bear to follow with the eye, and 
feel our hearts quelled and elated with 
the fluctuations of grateful horror; but 
who could bear to live for ever in the 
rage and darkness of the tempest; to 
sport with the lightnings that quivered 
around him, and grasp at the bolt that 
rushed to blast him. My mind is utter¬ 
ly changed. I shrink from these things, 
and would fly back to life for shelter, 
if I could. I feel a kind of indignation 
at the perversion of my powers. Why 
should 1 be shut up in this house of 
horrors, to deal with spirits and damned 
things, and the secrets of the infernal 
world, while there are so many paths 
open to honour and pleasure, the va¬ 
rieties of human intercourse, and the en¬ 
joyment of life ? I struggle to regain 
the point I have quitted ; to feel my¬ 
self 
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self a man, and amongst men again; to 
“ confer with flesh and blood/' 

What are these bodings that oppress 
me ? Must I never return to life, never 
be myself again ? Tis but the involuntary 
recollection of his words. I cannot dis¬ 
miss, but I will not believe them, lie tells 
me, my first stirrings of curiosity, my 
conferences with Michelo, my visits to 
the tower and to the tomb, were a series 
of acts which I could neither produce 
nor forbear, which belonged to that great 
chain of agency that bound me to him, 
and him to me indissolubly—a chain 
which I could neither forge nor break; 
of which one link could neither be add¬ 
ed nor detached by the power of all 
nature. I will not believe this ; yet how 
consistent is it with the process of my 
feelings! how suddenly did I rush into 
the pursuit, without any preparation of 
mind, or of circumstance ! This was not 
natural nor right; nor did I feel any sur¬ 
prise 
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prise at the greatness or suddenness of 
the transition from quietness and indif- 
ferency, to the rage of sudden zeal, the 
impetuosity of resistless activity. This 
was not natural either. IIow do I heap 
up arguments to my own confusion ! How 
do I set cut resolved to disbelieve an assur¬ 
ance, yet employ myself only in collecting 
proofs of it, and observing the repug¬ 
nance I pretended to confirm! Curse on 
the impulse, whether fated or voluntary, 
that first led me to the pursuit. What 
motive summoned me to it ? My con¬ 
science was clear and my rest quiet. Who 
made me an inquisitor of the secrets of 
blood, a searcher of the souls of men ?“ 
What had I to do with it ? No voice call¬ 
ed on me; no hand beckoned to me; I 
was warned neither by dream nor vision; 
my ofiiciousness was wilful; my obsti¬ 
nacy was incorrigible. What if 1 had 
heard :hese dark reports, had I a right 
to investigate them ? If a pit opens at 

my 
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my feet, am I to plunge into it to examine 
the cause ? Could I not have walked over 
the unsafe and suspected ground 1 was 
led to, with the quiet fear, the shrink¬ 
ing caution with which a child passes over 
the place of graves ? M hatever secrets 
may be around and beneath him he cares 
not, so he may get safely through them. 
He treads lightly, lest he should break 
their tremendous sleep; he will scarce 
breathe, least it should sound like a call 
to them; he will scarce name the divine 
name in the stifled prayer of fear, lest 
it should have some unKnown power in 
that place of awe. 

Oh that I had thus glided past this 
pursuit! The fatal affectation of superna¬ 
tural dignity; the conscious pride of the 
agent of Heaven; the chosen instrument 
of Him, (to be the dust of whose feet is 
above all earthly power); this, this undid 
me. It is a sensation rarely felt; the 
modes of life seldom admit it; the heart 
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of man has scarce room for it; but it is of 
surpassing and magnificent power. Would 
I could exchange it for the most timid 
humility, for the most servile ignorance, 
for the most impotent superstition that 
ever depressed the human breast. Such 
are safe from danger by the excess of 
fear, instead of being, as I am, mated 
and leagued with these horrors, blended 
in unhallowed intimacy with what it is* 
frightful and unlawful for human nature 
to know. Would I were the gossip-crone, 
who, shivering over her single faggot, 
crosses herself to hear such things nam¬ 
ed, and trembles to see her dim and single 
light burn blue, while the tale goes round; 
or the child that seems to sleep at her 
feet, lest he should be sent to rest before 
it is finished, and imagination fill it up 
too well when he is alone, and in dark¬ 
ness—would I were one of those. Their 
fear, their ignorance is their security.. 
Heaven never selects such instruments for 

its 
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its higher purposes. They may eat their 
humble bread, and drink their water in 
peace, while the servant of heaven, who 
tarries on his way, is torn by a lion. 
They may remain, like their own rustic 
hills, covered with useful verdure, and 
content with quiet beauty, while those, 
whose deep roots extend to the world 
beneath, whose feet have supplanted the 
foundations of the earth, are impregnated 
with fire and destruction, blast all the 
region around them, and are rent and 
ruined bv their own explosion. Why 
did I assume this fatal responsibility ? 
What were the crimes of others to me ? 
The whole world mi^ht have labomed 
with some prodigious discovery; yeti 
might have passed my life in it, unsoli- 
citous and unconscious of it. These 
things do not come in quest of us; his 
our fatal curiosity that removes the na¬ 
tural barrier of separation. The earth on 
which I trod might have quaked and 


§34 


FATAL REVENGE; OR, 


groaned with untold secrets; every 
breeze might have brought to my ears 
the cry of an unappeased spirit; the ta¬ 
pers that burned before me might have 
been tipt with blue ; the very dogs might 
have crouched and shivered with a con¬ 
sciousness of invisible presence; 1 might 
have set every step upon an untimely 
grave, and slept every night in a cham¬ 
ber stained with secret blood, so I had 
known nothing of it, my sleep would 
have been quiet, and my mind undis¬ 
turbed. I would have passed through life 
as calmly as the sea-boy sleeping in the 
shrouds, while the spirits of the storm are 
mustering and hurtling in the blast that 
lulls him to rest. A search into the se¬ 
crets of crimes we have not been privy 
to, is like an acquired faculty of seeing 
spectres. Before its attainment, all was 
safety and innocence; after, solitude be¬ 
comes uneasy, and darkness terrible. The 
consciousness of guilt is as bad as the 
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commission. lie who obtains the know¬ 
ledge of another's crimes, shares their 
burthen and their torment; he is either 
summoned to expiate them, and forced 
from the quietness of life, and the natural 
current of human action, to a line of dar¬ 
ing and desperate adventure, which he 
pursues without sympathy, and without 
reward; (for the feelings, attached to 

that state, are too uncommon for par¬ 
ticipation, and its termination is not his 
own exaltation, but the punishment of 
others) or he sinks into the partaker of 
another’s crimes, by forbearing to dis¬ 
close them. He suffers more than the real 
agent; his painful consciousness is the 
same, his dread of detection the same, 
and his sense of the injuries of the suf¬ 
ferer, and the consequences of dis¬ 
covery are greater; for he fears to 
be found wicked, only from the love of 
wickedness, without the motives of en¬ 
mity, or the temptations of reward. To a 

personal 
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personal action, if brave and daring, nay, 
if cgregiously flagitious, the wonder of 
mankind involuntarily attaches some de¬ 
gree of honour; but the gratuitous vil¬ 
lain, who was not guilty, not because he 
dared ‘ but because he feared, is de¬ 
servedly heaped with the contempt and 
maledictions of all. To such an alterna¬ 
tive has my fatal curiosity reduced me ; 
an alternative, aggravated by circum¬ 
stances of peculiar horror to me. What¬ 
ever be the object disclosed to you, Ip- 
polito, can it be so terrible as that which 
my hints have told ? Do you understand 
me? Involuntarily I hope not; yet you 
should understand me, to estimate the 
struggles of my mind aright. A month 
past, I would have believed my heart con¬ 
taminated by the casual visitation of that 
thought which is now its constant inmate. 
1 dread lest it should lose its salutary hor¬ 
ror of which this habitual contemplation 
must divest it. And what shall I do ? 

What 
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What security shall I have then ? A vil¬ 
lain in theory, is half a villain in action. 
Habit is as strong a security for our virtues 
as principle ; to a mind beset as mine, 
perhaps stronger : J tis impossible for the 
purest mind to dwell long on villanous 
and murderous thoughts, even as indiffe¬ 
rent and neutral, without feeling their 
pollution not only infecting its frame, 
but partially influencing the actions; im¬ 
pulses of malignity, of mischief, of re¬ 
venge, will be felt unchecked, and un¬ 
repented. I feel it myself—I feel the 
fiend growing strong within me. What, 
oh what will become of me, Ippolito ? I 
can hardly breathe, i can scarce hold my 
pen ; these are the last lines it shall ever 
trace; you will never behold them, they 
will be buried with their writer. I shall 
not outlive this night. Filippo is weep¬ 
ing beside me—I cannot describe circum¬ 
stances ; the shock of death is too forc¬ 
ible for my mind. I know not what to 

think. 
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think, or almost where I am ; but I feel 
what I must shortly be. 

About an hour ago, Filippo rushed in 
with horror in his face. He fell at my 
feet, and gasping and speechless looked 
up in my face. When he could speak, it 
was only in broken tones arid howlings 
of despair, to tell me I was ‘ c to die.’* “ I 
had but a few hours to live.” I listened 
with the incredulity of amazement. The 
mind cannot readily admit the thought of 
death—of death so near and so sudden. 
At length, his agony excited my fear. I 
then spoke unheeded in my turn, for he 
was unable to hear, or almost to speak. 
With difficulty and many interruptions, 
at last, he told me, “ He had of late, ob¬ 
served mv father and his confessor often 

j 

engaged in conferences from which he 
was excluded; that his suspicions were 
awakened, as hitherto he had been a prin¬ 
cipal agent in their consultations ; that 
this evening, owing to my father's abstrac- 

tion, 
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lion, he had succeeded in concealing him¬ 
self in a part of the room, as the confessor 
entered. It was a dangerous experiment, 
but he felt such a peculiar, boding sensa¬ 
tion on his entrance, that he could not re¬ 
sist making it. 

“ They conversed in whispers at first, 0 
said he “ and with such long intervals, 
that I could collect nothing; at length, 
the Count, as if many things had been 
proposed, and none had satisfied him, 
throwing himself back in his chair, said 
aloud, “ I know not how to dispose of 
this incumbrance.” “An incumbrance, 0 
said ?he monk, “ is only another name for 
something we want resolution to be freed 
from/' “ I do not want resolution/’ said 
the Count, ic but I know not what means 
to employ.' 5 “ He who does not want re¬ 
solution, could not hesitate to employ any 
means/ 5 observed the confessor. “ But 
my own son, father/ 5 said the Count. 
“ His crime is therefore aggravated by dis¬ 
obedience/ 
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obedience/’ said the monk. "But in my 
own castle/’ said the Count. " You can 
therefore be more secret and secure/’ re¬ 
plied the monk. " But another—another— 
another”—said the Count in a piteous 
tone, and as if unable to force himself to 
finish the sentence—Another is rendered 
necessary by those that have preceded; 
the first movement is voluntary, all that 
follow are consequential and inevitable,” 
urged the tempter. " By my soul,"’ said 
the Count, apparently answering his own 
thoughts, I am neither safe nor secret 
within these walls, witness’-—he stopped 
suddenly. " Our success depends as much 
on the choice, as on the use of means,” 
said the monk. “ When we employ vio¬ 
lent passions as our agents, their explo¬ 
sion will often extend to ourselves; but 
there are still and unsuspected means.” 
€€ Do you know of such means, holy fa¬ 
ther,” interrupted the Count. " I do,” 
said the monk. “ And are you acquainted 

with 
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with one who would apply them/' asked 
your father, in a lower tone. “ I am,” said 
the confessor. There was then a long si¬ 
lence; the children of satan appeared to 
understand each other without speech. I 
could have rushed out, and pierced their 
false hearts with my own hand. 

The Count seemed to force himself to 
break the silence, and said in a hurried 
manner, “ Good father, it is needless to 
observe to you, that this must be done 
so, so—as neither to excite suspicion nor 
disturbance. You have of course witnessed 
many proofs of the efficacy and expedition 
of what you propose.” “ I heard many 
proofs,” said the monk, evasively. “But,” 
continued your father with increased ea¬ 
gerness of tone and gesture, though al¬ 
most whispering, “ they are such as 
leave you in no doubt of its certainty.” 

Would you have me doubt my senses ?” 
said the monk, impatiently. “ Pardon 
me, father,” said the Count, “ you did 
vol. ii. m not 
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not mention any thing of seeing a proof 
of its operation/" “But is not hearing 
one of the senses/" said the confessor, re¬ 
collecting himself. It struck me. Signor, 
when I heard them conferring thus, that 
leagued as they both were in wickedness, 
each of them felt a wish to be possessed of 
some knowledge of the other’s previous ini¬ 
quity, that might supply an influence 
over him at some future period. To such 
a motive I attributed your father's anx¬ 
iety to draw an ocular confession of the 
power of these means (which I suppose 
to be poison) from the monk; for though 
the guilt of either could scarce be deve¬ 
loped without implicating that of the other, 
yet the fears of wickedness are perpetu¬ 
ally impelling to provisional caution, and 
security for the subordination of its as¬ 
sociates. The monk rose to depart, “ You 
xnu:t no* go in anger, father/’ said the 
Count. “Pardon me, I mean to set about 
it in cold ilood said the monk, in a pe¬ 
culiar 
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culiar accent. “ Go then, but send my 
attendants to me quickly—quickly, fa¬ 
ther, and throw open all the doors as you 
go, that I may hear the sound of your 
steps till I see them approaching. I can¬ 
not be alone a moment—I am a miserable 
man This last direction was fortunate 
for me, for I glided out from behind the 
hangings through the open door, and 
reached your apartment in a moment. 

Having told his tale, he again fell at my 
feet, and wept. It had been more merci¬ 
ful to have let me die without this intelli¬ 
gence ; for die I must. The poison will 
probably be conveyed in food, undistin¬ 
guished by any peculiar taste ; its opera¬ 
tion will probably be like the approach of 
sleep ; I should nothave tasted the bitter¬ 
ness of death ; the interval of expectation 
and agony. He has suggested a thousand 
plans for escape or resistance; they are 
wild ; it is not a single enemy, or a single 
m 2 
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emergency I have to contend against, 
they have me utterly in their power, these 
walls must bound my struggles. If I 
resisted violence, they might leave me to 
perish by famine ; this is horrible. Oh, 
fora single weapon to grasp in mine hour 
of need. There is none; death comes on 
like the night,-shutting up all creation in 

darkness, hopeless and impenetrable-1 

have driven Filippo from me—driven him 
almost by force ; his clamours disturbed 
me. Iwould think if I could ; my mind is 
wonderous heavy and beclouded. I am 
stunned and blasted by this stroke. Death, 
death—What is death ? Men talk of it 
all their lives; and the wise will talk 
well and smoothly of it ; but who hath 
understood it ? Who has seen it approach 
so near, and measured it with their full 
power of mental vision, described and 
embodied its just dimensions, and said to 
it, Now I know all thou canst be, or bring 
to me. No, it is impossible; if speech 

could 
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could be obtained in the last agonies, we 
might know something of it; if they could 
even make signs to signify the gradual 
obscuration of sense, and exclysion of the 
world and its objects; if they could inti¬ 
mate at w T hat moment they let go their 
hold of the life of sense, and feel the dawn 
of their new perceptions'. No, I was 
born to die—1 have seen many that died; 
yet I know nothing of death. Great and 
invisible being, whose name is to be ut¬ 
tered by silence, where am I going ? all 
conjectures of reason, all illuminations 
of faith fail me now. I could talk of these 
things like others, and believed my no¬ 
tions of them clear and authentic; but 
now all around me is tenfold darkness. 
A mountain rises between the regions of 
life and futurity ; through it, or above it 
no power can obtain for living man a 
a glimpse or a passage; clouds are seated 
on its top, and its centre is mantled over 
by darkness. I sit at its feet, and look 

upward. 
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upward in vain ; I tremble in ignorance, 
I gasp in expectancy. Whither am I 
going, or to whom ! How many fears of 
flesh are compassing me round! How 
much am I a mortal even at this solemn 
hour! The dread of pain, though it is 
the last I shall suffer, the throbbings of 
curiosity, though I shall never be sensible 
of their gratification, are I think more 
strong within me, than all other feelings. 
The inode and circumstance of death are 
more terrible to me, than the act itself; 
of that, I have no conception ; but of the 
possible pain and agony of the struggle, 
j have too, too clear an idea—Will it first 
affect my intellect, or my senses ? Shall 
I feel my mind obscured and declining, 
or mine eyes growing dim, my pulses 
fluttering, my hearing mixed and dizzy ? 
Oh, what will be the first symptoms, that 
the pilgrim is setting out on her journey ; 
the first faint beat of the march, that calls 
the coward to the last great conflict; and 

when 
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when I try to “ go forth, and shake my¬ 
self as at other times/’ to scatter these 
faint assaults of infirmity; to feel, to 
know that no power can arrest or sub¬ 
due them ; that, feeble as they seem, they 
are the beginnings of that wondrous pro¬ 
cess, that in a few moments will change 
my body into dust, and shut out my spirit 
to wander in a state new and unknown; 
of which, the conception can only com¬ 
mence with the existence? 

I will wrap up my head, and think no 
more—it will not be. Shall I suffer much 
pain? Will my struggles be long ? How do 
we know but the approach of death is plea¬ 
surable ? None have returned to tell us; 
perhaps our fears are all that invest it with 
pain. Oh, no, no, the aspect of the dead 
bears no expression of pleasure; the point¬ 
ed nostril, the grim and rigid mouth, the 
distended and bursting eye, the hair 
bristling and erect, like resistance—these 
are not the features of one who is at ease. 

No, 
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No, death is every way horrible. I hate 
heard, too, that the young and those in 
health are more susceptible of severe 
pain, and longer struggles, than the weak 
and aged. They cling to life with terrible 
force, and repeated blows, and hard but¬ 
chering violence must rend them asunder. 
Yes—death is every way horrible to 
me ! Almighty powers, can this be pos¬ 
sible ? Have two hours elapsed since I 
was told I must die? It appears that I have 
heard it but now. Oh, who can think 
life long who knows he roust die? Who 
can slumber over the hours, whose lapse 
lead to futurity ? How fast, how fast, 
even to the eye, the hand of this time¬ 
piece travels—even while I write it changes 
its place ! If it were arrested for an 
hour, what injury would the world sus¬ 
tain for an hour?—It might stop for 
a day, for a year without mankind being 
sensible of it; and, if it should, its termi¬ 
nation would only find me, as now, lapt 
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in terrible conjecture ! To prepare for * 
what is indefinite, no time would be suf¬ 
ficient—all around me is wondrous, as if I 
had but just begun to live. This little in¬ 
strument, can its minute workings lead to*> 
an effect so stupendous ? Can the progress 
of that small line precipitate an immortal 
spirit into futurity ? I have heard of the 
current of the stream before ; .but now my 
eyes see it, I have felt its force, and mea¬ 
sured its rapidity; nothing may turn it 
back or withstand it. A few moments 
more, and—was; that a step ? It was a 
step ; I hear it—they, come ! I, must 
die ! Gracious heaven; is there no help, 
no respite ? Oh, for the swords that are 
playing by the sides of the idlers of the 
world this moment!' Oh, that 1 were in 
a forest, and could rend the branches from 
the trees for my defence ! Can I not 
tear out the beams or stones of these 
giant-walls to cast at them ? By heaven, 

I will not hold out my throat to them. I 
m 5 will 
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will fight for life, and that terribly. I will 
make a weapon of something; or they 
shall feel that the naked hand of despair can 
scatter firebrands, and arrows, and death.” 

Here the manuscript ended, and Cy¬ 
prian, when he had finished it, looked 
with wonder at Annibal to behold him 
yet alive. Its termination had indicated 
death, aggravated by hopeless resistance. 
Annibal pursued the narrative verbally. 

I wrote those last lines with many in¬ 
tervals of fear and of meditation. It was 
long after midnight, that I heard a step 
approaching. After a struggle, which 
neither my power nor voice can describe,. 
I started up, and stood fixed opposite the 
entrance ; my only instrument was a mas¬ 
sive chair, which in my frantic strength 
I wielded like a wand. I am convinced I 
would have crushed to death, the being 
against whom I lifted it. The step came 
nearer. I set my teeth close, and rose 


on 


• THE FAMILY OF MONTORIO. 251* 

on my feet, and my sinews felt like iron. 
The door was unlocked, and before 1 
could raise my arm, Filippo rushed in. 
There was no time for inquiry or explana¬ 
tion ; he was gasping for breath, and only 
beckoned me to follow; that motion 
calmed me in a moment. I seemed to 
understand intuitively it was a sign of 
safety and freedom. 

I caught up the lamp* and followed 
him. On quitting, the room, I was about 
to turn down the passage, but he graspt 
my arm, and though still unable to utter 
more than interjections, gave me to un¬ 
derstand we must take another direction. 
He passed before with quick, but steady 
steps. I held * the lamp low, lest our 
speed should extinguish it; for the pas¬ 
sage into which we had entered, appeared 
longer and loftier than the other, and the 
air, though damp and still, was strong in 
its current. I was amazed at the apparent 
incaution of Filippo's movements; for 

he 
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he walked as he would at noon day ; but 
at the end of the passage, he suddenly stop¬ 
ped, and taking the lamp from me and 
shrouding it with his cloak, stepped for¬ 
ward with breathless and shivering slow¬ 
ness, motioning me to do likewise. I did 
so ; but in the room we entered, I could 
discover no reason for this sudden cau¬ 
tion ; it was spacious and desolate, and 
as the half veiled light threw a partial and 
thwarting gleam upon it, I could only 
see masses of dusky obscurity. As we 
drew near the opposite door, Filippo con¬ 
tracted his steps with increasing fear, and 
I now threw round me a glance ofserious 
inquiry. I discovered then with difficul¬ 
ty, a dark heap in the corner we were ap¬ 
proaching ; it was too dim and shapeless 
to suggest any cause for the caution he 
betrayed ; yet his eye as he drew nearer 
it, rolled in horror, and his steps almost 
falter.d. I leant over him to view it 
more closely, and in that moment I 

thought 
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thought I beheld it move. Filippo mur¬ 
mured something between a groan and 
an exclamation of affright, and dart¬ 
ed forward so quickly, that I found my¬ 
self alone and in darkness, almost before 
I perceived he was gone. I followed him, 
but know not why I shuddered as I passed 
that strange dark heap. Just as I reached 
the door, it moved again ; I heard it dis¬ 
tinctly rustle in the darkness. I sprung 
past it with the quickness of real fear. My 
perceptions were entirely changed; but 
a moment past, and I dreaded nothing 
but the terrible monk and his poison ; but 
the sudden and causeless appearance of 
Filippo, the dim light that led me, this 
still and fantastic gliding through pas¬ 
sages of unbreathing desolation, and the 
last strange object I had beheld, combined 
with the confusion and horror of my re¬ 
cent feelings, had rendered me as sus¬ 
ceptible of momentary and local impres¬ 
sions, as if 1 had no other, no personal 


concern 
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concern ; as if I was not flying for life—* 
for life hardly held and hourly threat¬ 
ened. Still, under the influence of what 
1 imagined I beheld, I eagerly questioned 
Filippo, whom I had now overtaken, and 
who had renewed his swiftness. “ That 
chamber,” said he, incoherently “ ask 
not—hurry on; your life depends on a 
moment—he is quiet.” 

lobeyed him in silence; we crossed other 
chambers and wound through other pas¬ 
sages I had never beheld before, or knew this 
vast fabric contained ; but as I passed, 1 
could not help glancing a thought of horror 
upon the numberless victims of the guilt 
or cruelty of its former possessors, so far 
from the knowledge or sympathy of their 
fellow creatures, though under the same 
roof, and within the same walls; that it 
was perhaps unknown to their nearest re¬ 
latives where they existed, or what they 
suffered; that the groans they uttered, 
might form a part of the respiration of a 
4 friend 
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friend or a brother, without conveying, 
to them, that the lips from which they 
issued were so near. We now appeared 
to have traversed that wing of the, cas¬ 
tle. We had entered a large hall whose 
doors had a loftier moulding than any 
we had passed, and which seemed from 
the bolder and simpler character of its 
structure, to be near the extremity of the 
building, and probably to communicate 
with the court of the castle. 

Here Filippo paused, and uncovering 
the lamp, began eagerly to examine the 
doors : at several he shook his head with 
the impatience of disappointment. I 
followed him mechanically; at lengthy 
he darted towards one, that lay deep in 
the shade, and vehemently applied to it 
a key, w T hich he snatched from his bosom. 
By the delay, and the imperfect sound 
that followed the application, I knew its 
success too well; the sound struck upon 
my heart. Filippo the next moment 

withdrew 
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withdrew the key, and disappeared down 
a dark arch, which I had not seen before, 
bearing the lamp with him. I remained 
in utter darkness. My mind had been 
weakened by trials and sufferings both 
real and fantastic. The moment he was 
gone I became the victim of visionary 
terror. I recollected his sudden appear¬ 
ance, almost impossible to be effected by 
human means; his strange swiftness and 
silence, his look so wild and unnatural, 
his few words so ominous, his disappear¬ 
ance without noise or preparation ; 1 re¬ 

collected the strange warnings given 
to those who were near their dissolution, 
by those who had already undergone it; 
I recollected how probable it was Filip¬ 
po had exposed himself to danger, even 
mortal, by his zeal for me; I recollected 
with horror, the mysterious heap in that 
dark chamber, at which he had seemed to 
pause with portentous shudderings; its 
dimensions and shape were like those 

of 
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of a corse. I felt it impossible to nurse 
these horrible imaginings long ; they were 
invading my last half-rallied remains of 
reason ; there was a more probable cause 
for his desertion; but my habitual reli¬ 
ance on him long resisted that. 

I looked around me, to see if any hope 
Remained from my own exertions; the 
clouds of a heavy night, appearing at 
the high and pillared windows, excluded 
every gleam of light, and prevented me 
from conjecturing, even in what part of 
the building I was. 

As I gazed around, a faint noise came 
to my ear. I listened, it was the mixt 
sound of a voice that whispered, and steps 
that hesitated. 1 stood motionless be¬ 
twixt hope and fear. “ Hush/' said a 
voice at some distance ; willing to believe 
it Filippo's, I answered in the the same ac¬ 
cent. “ Is it you/’ said the voice more 
articulately, “ I have been in search of 
you.” As the last words were uttered, 

I perceived 
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I perceived the voice to be that of my fa¬ 
ther ! 

I neither exclaimed nor moved, I was 
stiffened and speechless; to have felt a 
stiletto in my breast, had been almost a 
relief to me at that moment. The steps 
drew nearer ; the blood which appeared to 
have deserted my frame, now rushed back 
with a sudden and feverous glow ; strange 
and accursed thoughts were with me. 
We were in the dark; I remembered the 
visitation of the spectre monk; 1 remem¬ 
bered words never heard by man, but 
me—never to be heard. My eyes grew 
dim ; a blaze of purple light quivered 
through the hall, yet I could see nothing 
by its glare. My limbs tottered under 
me; but the influence whose terror would 
have betrayed me, abated. The steps were 
evidently receding; and as they retired, 
I thought I heard curses hissing along 
the walls. I remained gasping for breath. 
The air of the hall grew cool again, and 
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though the darkness was not diminished, 
its shades, I thought, were less dense and 
oppressive. 

On a sudden, I felt myself grasped 
with violence. 1 struggled to free my¬ 
self. I heard the voice of Filippo. I 
believed him treacherous, and all the 
mystery was solved. “ Wretch,” said I, 
grasping him in my turn, “you have be¬ 
trayed me” €i What madness is this?” 
he whispered in low but vehement tones, 
“ for the holy Virgin’s sake, follow me; 
but speak not.” “ You lead me to death,” 
said I; yet I followed him without resist¬ 
ance. 

I now found we were in complete 
darkness. After descending a few steps, 
we stopped. I was urgent in my whis¬ 
pered inquiries ; but obtained no answer. 
I became impatient of fear and expecta¬ 
tion, and almost remonstrated aloud, when 
I heard a noise near me, like the open¬ 
ing of a door; and, in the next moment, 

Filippo 
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Filippo led me into the court of the 
castle. 

It was the air, the free, open air, the 
blessed air of heaven. I breathed it in 
freedom; it was no dream of transitory 
freedom. I opened my bosom to it; I 
extended my arms, as if it were tangible 
and material. I was delirious with sud¬ 
den and incontrolable joy. 

When my senses returned, I found we 
were in a ruinous enclosure, surrounded 
by buildings I had not remembered to 
have seen before; but which, from their 
appearance, I judged to belong to the 
servants of the castle. In one or two of 
the turrets, that were grotesquely perch¬ 
ed here and there on the blank and giant 
walls, I still saw lights twinkling. Filip¬ 
po, stooping to the ground, raised up the 
lamp, which he had dexterously hid be¬ 
hind the fragment of a fallen battlement; 
and we crossed the court in silence, with- 
steps often obstructed by the ruins that 


were 
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were scattered over it. We glided thro’ 
other arches, whose darkness was partially 
broken by our half-hid light ; and at 
length reached a low door, which opened 
on the rampart. Here still greater cau¬ 
tion was necessary. This has been long 
in a ruinous state; our steps were con¬ 
fined to a narrow ledge of rocky path, 
and our only hold of support was the 
projections and weedy tufts of the dis¬ 
mantled wall. 

At length the glare of the lamp flash¬ 
ed upward on a rude and ruined arch, 
which appeared once to have been con¬ 
nected with the remains of a draw¬ 
bridge. We crept under it, and, cling¬ 
ing to its rugged and indented sides, 
which the bickering gleams of the lamp 
carved into fantastic shapings, descend¬ 
ed to the moat, which the fragments that 
had fallen from above, had almost filled 
up beneath the arch. We crossed it; 

descended 
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descended the mound; and reached the 
wood in safety. 

I now heaped thanks, inquiries, and 
applauses, in the same breath, on Filip¬ 
po, who was too busy crossing him¬ 
self and praying to his patron to heed 
me. 

At length, as we lay behind a tuft of 
chesnut trees, for he would not permit 
us as yet to proceed, I procured from 
him the intelligence of the means. 

“ When you drove me from you. Sig¬ 
ner/’ said he, tf and seemed determined 
to die, I left you with a resolution to 
do something desperate. I was resolved 
you should not perish unaided. This 
was necessary for my own safety, as 
well as yours. I could not imagine they 
would spare me, who was permitted to 
live, only as a means to betray you, 
when it was no longer necessary to 
employ that means. I went back to the 

Count's 
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Count’s apartment ; I found him pre¬ 
paring to quit it, in order to join the 
family in the hall, where they usually 
sup. 

“ I could not observe any change 
either in his looks or his language. He 
suffered my attendance, as usual, with¬ 
out notice. I followed to the hall, and 
mixed with the other domestics. On 
this night I observed the confessor had 
joined the family. Through the air of 
deep abstraction he always wears, it was 
impossible to discover his thoughts, or 
whether the frame of his mind was ha¬ 
bitual or peculiar. 

" As he approached, where the family 
were not yet seated, I observed him 
bring forward, as usual, a small vial of 
lemon juice, which he mixes with wa¬ 
ter, and which constitutes his only be¬ 
verage, and place it beside his cover. I 
was near him. The motion of his arm 
shewed me another small vial in his 

vest 
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vest. I grew deadly sick as I beheld 
it. I had no doubt I saw the instru¬ 
ment of your death. As he turned round 
he displaced his girdle and rosary. He 
observed it and began to adjust them. 
In order to do so, he found it neces¬ 
sary to place the other vial on the table, 
to which his back was turned. This 
was the critical moment. The vial of 
lemon-juice was on the right; the other 
on the left. With the quickness and si¬ 
lence of thought I changed their places. 
He turned round; put up the first vial 
into his vest; and emptied the latter in¬ 
to a class of water that stood beside his 
cover. 

“ When I had done this, I reflected that 
I had only gained time; that it must 
be soon discovered that the monk was 
poisoned, and that you had only swallow¬ 
ed lemon-juice. If, therefore, I could 
not devise some means of escape in the 
interval which I had gained, I felt it 
5 
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was unavailing, except so far as to punish 
an intentional murderer; but the success 
and promptitude of my first movement 
suggested a flattering omen, which I ac¬ 
cepted,, not unreadily. 

In the mean time the family assem¬ 
bled. • The Count and his confessor 
whispered often. With unspeakable de¬ 
light I saw the latter employ the vase 
that stood beside him. Towards the con¬ 
clusion of the meal, the Count desiring 
the chamberlain to be summoned, spoke 
some words to him in a low voice, on 
which the latter detached a rusty key 
from his girdle, and gave it to the con¬ 
fessor, who lodged it in his vest. I un¬ 
derstood every motion. It seemed, that 
for some reason, probably that of con¬ 
cealing the corse, the monk had found 
it necessary to procure the key from the 
chamberlain. I had glanced on the'size 
and shape of the key, and though it was 
vol. ii. n nothing 
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nothing remarkable, I guessed from the 
former, and from the apparent intention 
with which it was procured, that it be¬ 
longed to some external door of the 
castle, to which, if we could procure 
access, our safety was assured. I therefore 
resolved to watch the monk silently. I 
concluded, from the conversation that 
I repeated to you, that the poison 
was of a rapid and quiet operation. I 
doubted not that the monk would soon 
feel its effects, and if I could be near 
him at the moment, and secure the keys, 
all was well. 

“ The family now separated. The monk 
retired. I watched him at a cautious 
distance, and saw him enter his apart¬ 
ment—to that terrible apartment, even at 
noon day, I knew not what force could 
have compelled me; but now, at night, 
alone, and in darkness, save the dim 
and solitary lamp that burned in the 

passage* 
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passage,, I knelt at the door, and watch¬ 
ed every sound within. It was now past 
midnight, when I heard him advancing 
abruptly to the door, as if a sudden 
thought had smote him. I retired with 
speed. He came out. I saw him first bend 
forward from the door; and, holding 
his lamp high, look far into the passage. 
Not a sound breathed along it. He ad¬ 
vanced ; and I thought I heard him sigh. 
He then went rapidly forward, so rapid¬ 
ly, that I was alone in the passage* 
His steps, however, were a sufficient di¬ 
rection for me in the deep stillness of 
the night. He took a direction to your 
apartment. Every moment now I ex¬ 
pected to sec him falter, or to hear him 
groan, as I glided after him on tip-toe, led 
by the taper that streamed distantly on 
the darkness. 

“ He proceeded, however, without hesi¬ 
tation, till he entered a large hall, not 
immediately near your apartment. It 
n 2 wa$ 
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was empty, and far from any inhabited 
part of the castle. I almost shuddered 
to follow him so far ; blit the thought of 
you inspired me. I paused in the pas¬ 
sage which led to the hall. When he 
entered it, I heard him groan audibly. 
He stood a few moments in the centre of 
the room, and then advancing to a picture 
at the opposite end, held his taper close 
to it. He gazed long; and, as he turned 
away, the light fell full on his counte¬ 
nance. I never had beheld it before so 
singularly impressed. There was a look 
of human agony in it I never before had 
seen, or believed him capable of feeling. 
He then laid the taper down on a marble 
slab, and sat down, with hdr arms folded, 
beside it. 

t<: I eyed him intently. There was nei¬ 
ther change in his countenance, nor 
weakness in his motions. I grew sick 
with fear. He was not like a man that 
had swallowed poison. I doubted, and I 

trembled. 
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trembled. I recollected all I had heard 
of him,, and some things I had seen. I 
condemned my own temerity in sup¬ 
posing him assailable by the modes of 
human destruction. He was e\idently 
incapable of being injured by them; and 
if he were not, what must befal rm? 

“ While these thoughts beset me, I will 
confess to you, I was only with-held from 
flying away, and relinquishing the whole 
in despair, by the thought, that if he were 
indeed a being not of this world, all dis¬ 
tance of space would be ineffectual to 
protect me from him. While I yet de¬ 
bated and trembled, he rose suddenly, as 
if from an impulse of pain. I leaned 
forward, breathless wiJh fresh hope. At 
that distance, I could not observe any 
change in his features; but, as I gazed, 
methought a yellower tinge mixed with 
the paleness of his visage. In the next 
moment all doubt was removed. He 
gasped, he shivered, and he fell. 


<c I now 
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“ I now came forward with confidence, 
i approached him. His eyes were glazed 
and reverted. lie \tfas evidently in the 
agonies of death. I ''did not wait for 
the mere decencies of humanity. I search¬ 
ed his vest. I found the keys. I hast¬ 
ened back to your apartment,, unable to 
speak or to explain. I hurried you to 
the hall where the corse lay; for I knew, 
by his pausing there, it must be in the 
direction of some outward passage or 
door. I followed the track, partly from 
conjecture, and partly from memory; 
for I had traversed that part of the castle 
before, and succeeded in my pursuit. 

ci And now, Signor, adieu to dungeons, 
and poison, and monks. We are safe on 
the outside of those grim walls; and if 
ever we enter them again, St. Filippo 
will have a good right to disregard our 
prayers for deliverance.” 

Such was Filippos narrative, to which 
I listened with wonder and thankfulness. 

1 readily 
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I readily admitted the interposition of 
divine power for our safety ; yet it was 
not without horror that I thought of the 
monk and his sudden and terrible fate. 
A degree of involuntary incredulity mix¬ 
ed, and still mixes itself with my feel¬ 
ings on that subject. He appears to me 
a being above the vicissitudes of huma¬ 
nity—a being who does not, in a mortal 
sense, exist, and who, therefore, cannot, 
in a mortal sense, perish. 

The impression received in the cham¬ 
ber of my confinement at Mural to, no¬ 
thing has yet effaced. I mentioned to 
Filippo the voice I had heard in the 
hall, when he left me so abruptly. This 
he ascribed to fancy; and perhaps that 
was its only cause. His own hasty de¬ 
parture was owing to the sudden recollec¬ 
tion of a door in an adjacent passage, 
which he wished to attempt without agi¬ 
tating me by probable disappointment. 

I now inquired why we did not pro¬ 
ceed • 
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cced; and was told,, that the man who 
brought ice to the castle, and who tra¬ 
velled at night to avoid the heat, was 
probably on the way which we were to 
take, and that it were better to avoid 
being seen till we reached Naples. 

While we lingered in the wood, I 
raised my eyes, not without awe, to the 
castle, whose huge and massive black¬ 
ness strongly charactered itself, even 
amid the gloom of night, and the dusky 
confusion of the forest and mountains. 
Far to the left, I saw the ruined chapel, 
that spot which awoke so many terrible 
recollections. It stood in shapeless dark¬ 
ness. As I gazed on it, I almost expect¬ 
ed to see that mysterious light wandering 
along its walls, and gleaming on the dark 
tufts of wood and shrubs that invest it. 
As I still looked in vague expectation, a 
light indeed appeared, which I watched, 
not without emotion ; but discovered it 
to be but a star, (the only one that 

twinkled 
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twinkled through the darkness of the 
night,) just appearing beneath the arch 
of the shattered window. 

At this moment, steps passed near us, 
which Filippo affirmed to be those of the 
person we waited for; and we pursued 
another direction with our utmost ex¬ 
pedition. When we had penetrated about 
a mile into the forest, a bell from the 
castle sounded in the air above; and, on 
turning, I saw distinctly a light, that, 
pale at first, as if seen through a case¬ 
ment, grew suddenly brighter, and pour¬ 
ed a broad glare on the darkness of the 
upper wood. I believed this to be only 
an indication, that the person who had 
passed us, was admitted, by some one 
at the castle, from whose taper pro¬ 
ceeded the light we had beheld; but 
Filippo, under more serious apprehen¬ 
sions of pursuit, persuaded me to hide 
in an intricate part of the forest, as it 
x 5 
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was impossible we could reach Naples 
before our pursuers would overtake us. 
Subdued, but not convinced, I consent¬ 
ed to conceal myself in a pit, the mouth 
of which was mantled over with tangled 
and briery shrubs. The event was only 
a day wasted in watching, solicitude, 
*ind famine. No step passed near us; 
no sound or signal of pursuit was heard 
in the forest. Towards evening we quit¬ 
ted our retreat, and reached Naples in 
safety, which, since 1 perceive there is 
no immediate persecution excited against 
ine, I shall quit with some hope of safe¬ 
ty. 

I dktrust this calm, however; it is un¬ 
natural ; but while it continues, I may 
take advantage of its influence, to escape 
from danger that is only meditated and 
distant. 

I shall leave Naples to-morrow. 
c Do )ou then hold your intention of 

going 
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going to France?” If I do ; but first I 
shall go to Capua. I here is an uncle of 
my mothers, a wedthy ecclesi \stic, from 
whom I expect as istance and protection, 
as he has long been on terms of enmity 
with my fataer. The present contents 
of my purse would scarce convey me to 
France; and it is necessary for an adven¬ 
turer to concili.ite credit bv his appear¬ 
ance, as my peculiar circumstances ex¬ 
clude other recommendation. Poor ip- 
polito ! would he. were with rye; but 
the tumult, of my own feelings and si¬ 
tuation: has not allowed me to waste 
much sympathy on him. When you 
write, Cyprian, tell of my unhappy cir¬ 
cumstances; but do not mention my dis¬ 
appointment oft discovering his absence; 
for that would only-aggravate his own.” 
“ And the inquiry, begun and 'e* unrated 
under circumstances so extraordinary, do 
you intend to pursue it no moie?” said 
Cyprian, timidly. “ Name it not ; ti e 

2 sound 


<276 


FATAL REVENGE ; OR, 

sound is hateful and terrible to me. I 
abjure the idea of spectres, mysteries, 
and disclosures. 1 will fly from ruins 
and the gloom of antiquity, as I would 
from the mouth of hell, if it yawned at 
my feet. I will chuse the airiest struc¬ 
tures for my abode, the lightest topics 
for my conversation. My companions 
shall be those whom levity can easily 
procure, and folly can amuse. The being 
who indulges in the dreams of vision, 
and courts, whether with intentions pure 
or foul, the communion of the forbidden 
w T orld, makes himself a mark for the im¬ 
position of mankind, aiyl the malignity 
of infernal ones. He is a fit and willing 
subject for the machinations of hell; he 
is given over to them by the power he 
has offended by seeking them. I am 
convinced that Satan is permitted a 
greater latitude of temptation, and fierce¬ 
ness, and frequency of assault, on such 
a being. The pursuit must tend to sub- 

l vert 
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vert his reason and deprave his heart. 
No, no; whatever I have witnessed or 
been engaged in, whether it be true or 
false, whether it be solemn or futile, I 
here renounce it. Let them find another 
agent for their purposes of horror; let 
them harden, by familiarity of tempta¬ 
tion, and assimilate to their own demon- 
natures, by frequency of communication, 
the alien and apostate soul, that seeks 
their secrets or their presence.- I shall 
heal and sooth my distempered mind by 
images of softness and beauty; by the 
agencies of humanity, and the enjoyments 
of nature and life. 5 ’ 

As he spake, he drew forth the picture 
he always bore in his bosom; kissed it, 
and gazed on it with complacency. Cy¬ 
prian, who saw it too, with strong emo¬ 
tion, begged to look on it more intent¬ 
ly ; and, while he held it in his hand, his 
tears streamed fast upon it. 

“ Do you know that picture, then?” 

said 
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said Annibnl in amaze : IIow is it pos- 
ilie vou should know it ?” “ Ask me 

not ; it is impossible I should t 11 ; yes, 
I know it too wdl/' What mystery 
h ngs over this pi tur? ? All that see it 
seem to know it ; yet none will commu¬ 
nicate th ir knowledge.” “ There is a 
mystery, and it is inscrutable/* Dees 
the original of this picture, then, live ? Do 
you know her? Tell me but her name: I 
will not ask by what means you obtained th e 
knowledge of her, nor will I endeavour to 
solve the mystery of resemblance between 
one so long dead, and one who lives; of 
reread lance without possibility of con¬ 
ned ion/* “ The original of this picture 
lives, but not to you. If you love her, 
seek not to disturb her quiet or your 
own, by a search, of which the success 
is hopeless. She never can be yours/ 1 
“ This is beyond all .comprehension ; 
the influence pursues me still; iry 

whole 
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whole life is to be overshadowed by 
mystery/’ 

After a night of fruitless inquiry and 
exclamation, Annibal took leave of Cy¬ 
prian ; and, accompanied by Filippo, set 
out for Capua. 


CHAP. 
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CHAP. XVII. 


These men, or are they men, or are they dev ils, 
With whom I met at night ?—they've fasten’d on me 
Fell thoughts which, though I spurn them, 

Haunt me still. 

MISS BAILIE’S RAYXER. 


In the mean time, Ippolito, without any 
object but that of flying what was inevi¬ 
table, had quitted Naples with a single 
attendant, and no other preparation for a 
journey, than an utter indifference to its 
vicissitudes or hardships. On the first 
evening, without having pursued con¬ 
sciously. 
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sciously, any direction, he found him¬ 
self on the banks of the Lake of Celano. 
It was now the close of autumn, and as 
the wind swept over the dim waters of the 
Lake, and the mists moved in fantastic 
wreaths over the remote and rocky shores, 
sometimes giving the forms of ancient 
structure to the cliffs and headlands, and 
sometimes shapings still wilder to the 
scattered fishermen’s huts, and villas on 
their points; Ippolito mechanically look¬ 
ed around for some place to which he 
might retire for the night, without the 
hope of repose. 

These winding roads,” said the at¬ 
tendant, tf Signor, are so wild and lonely ; 
the nearest town to which we can resort, 
is that of Celano, a good mile further.” 
Ippolito, too weary of spirit to commu¬ 
nicate with his servant, silently took the 
direction pointed out to him towards the 
town of Celano, which they reached at the 
close of evening. 


They 
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They entered a wretched inn, to the 
many defects arid inconveniences of which 
Ippolito was insensible, since he procured 
in it, the only luxury he could enjoy—a 
solitary chamber, against the very case¬ 
ment of which the waves of the lake 
were beating. 

Here for the first time he thought on 
what direction he would pursue. Many 
were suggested, and many rejected, till 
Ippolito, wondering at his own fastidious, 
ness, began to examine into its reasons, 
and discovered, with a sensation nearly 
amounting to horror, that there was 
spread over his mind a sense of invisible 
and universal persecution, which im¬ 
pelled his thoughts in their flight from 
place to place, with the same velocity that 
its actual influence would have chased 
his steps. When this comic ion struck 
him, in utterablc anguish he started from 
his chair, and paused for a moment between 
the impulse of fright, and the torpor of 

despair. 
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despair. That this influence should have 
attained this absolute dominion in his mind, 
and asserted that dominion in the very mo¬ 
ment when the change of place had 
flattered him with partial victory, was not 
to be borne. His distraction almost appli¬ 
ed to the stupendous frame of the Psalmist, 
when he exclaimed, <<r Whither shall I go 
from thy presence ?” Of the latter clause 
he felt the truth too forcibly, If I go 
down to Hell, thou art there also/’ As he 
stalked about the room, some persons 
in the next spoke so loudly, that he was 
compelled to hear them without any ef¬ 
fort of attention. As he listened to the 
voices, he recollected the speakers were 
a party of vine-dressers and labourers, who 
were returning to their native territory— 
the Abruzzo, from the neighbourhood of 
Naples, whither they had been allured 
during the summer, by the hope of higher 
wages. They were now drinking in the 
adjacent room with the landlord. “ It is 

a s range 
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a strange business/’ said one, addressing 
the host, whose name was Borio, “ nor do 
I like speaking of it much. I never liked 
to have Satan's name often in my mouth; 
for, Christo henedetto , one is so apt to 
think of him, when one is alone. When 
I have to cross the mountain near our 
village by night, or to watch the grapes 
in the hut alone, I never listen to stories 
such as those in the day ; I always fill my 
mind with store of good hymns; but when 
there is a good number of us together, as 
we are now, I feel that I have as much 
courage as another. And so, comrades, 
as I was saying, they talked of nothing 
else all over Naples. Some said that the 
cavalier had devoted himself, body and 
soul, to Satan ; and that he met him every 
night in some place underground, where 
no one could discover; that his servants 
never could trace him further than the 
portico of the palace ; and that some who 
attempted to follow him, were all invested 


in 
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in a glare of blue fire, and their torches 
were dashed out of their hands by a hoof 
of red-hot iron. 

Others said, that it was not the young 
cavalier’s fault, but his great-grandfather’s, 
who had sold all his posterity to the old 
serpent, for a great heap of treasure he 
gave him ; but that the purchase was not 
to be claimed till this generation, and 
that it was forfeit at the time of the last 
carnival ; when the fiend appeared to 
the unfortunate youth, habited like a 
minstrel, and playing on a harp, whose 
strings were the guts of necromancers. 

* Your time is come, you must away V and 
that all the grove where he glided along, 
has been blasted and bare ever since/' 
“ Nov/ by what I have heard,” said the 
host, “ the fiend has more Christian bowels, 
an uses the Cavalier like a man of ho¬ 
nour, for I hear he has given him per¬ 
mission to wander over Italy for a year 
and a day; and if he can get a priest to 


give 
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give him absolution; he quits his claim on 
him for ever.” “ Ila; ha,” exclaimed 
another, in a tone of superior wisdom* 
“ clo you; friend* take the d vil to be such 
a fooi ? no, no, rely on it, if he quits him 
on the simple score o^ witchcraft, he will 
stick his claws fast in him on an action of 
bond and compact. It is marvellous, 
neighbours, how simple ye are; why it 
is ju- in f; world below us as it is here ; 
witchcraft r like contracting a debt, bu 
a compac t is like a bond—if once Satan is 
able to produce it in open court against 
the defendant, the inquisition itself must 
acknowledge it; nay,” (exalting his voice 
with his argument), “his holiness the 
pope himself must sign as a competent 
witness.” 

All seemed struck by the force of this 
argument, and a pause of general medita¬ 
tion ensued, till one of the party, whose 
voice was that of an old man, said with 
an apparent diffidence of his own senti¬ 
ments. 
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ments, “ Now were I to give an opinion, 
it would be that the Cavalier was neither 
devoted to Satan by himself nor his an¬ 
cestors. Ah, neighbours, did you see 
what a goodly and noble youth he is to ] ook 
at, ye never could be!ie\e he dealt h 
any thing evil—no, no, as long as 
member, or as long as my father t d 
remember, the Montorio were a great, 
proud, wicked family; they did deeds of 
mischief enough among themselves, with¬ 
out the aid of Satan; they were always 
threatened with discoveries; and dying 
assassins, employed by them, confessed 
terrible things, it was said. Now perhaps 
something of this kind is about to be 
disclosed, and the Cavalier's noble heart 
is breaking to think of it, and he cannot 
bear to stay in Naples any longer, to wit¬ 
ness the ruin of his family/’ 

At this mild construction of Ippolito’s 
flight, every one uttered a murmur of 
disapprobation. The love of the marvel¬ 
lous 
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lous is too jealous for its gratifications, 
and too irritable for its credit, to yield 
to incredulity so easily. And the former 
speaker, elated by his success, was anxi¬ 
ous to preserve the popularity it had ac¬ 
quired him. " Old man/’said he, "you are 
much mistaken; if the Cavalier be per¬ 
mitted to traverse Italy, rely upon it, ’tis 
for the purpose of bringing others to his 
master’s service, in order to escape bet¬ 
ter himself; for that is the way Satan 
always deludes those poor wretches. He 
promises reward and honour to those who 
are zealous in his service ; and when they 
have seduced souls without number, and 
finally lost their own, then he rewards 
them after his own manner, which any 
one knows that has once seen the great 
picture near the shrine of St. Antonio, at 
the Church del Miroli, near Naples. 

There, all the degrees and kinds of 
punishment that ever were invented 
are exercising upon the hosts of ruined 

spirits; 
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spirits; one would think the devils had 
been all in the Inquisition, they are so 
clever at it; you could swear you smelt 
brimstone, and felt a heat like that of a 
furnace, breathed over you from it; but 
only to tell you of one group in it, there* 

are three figures-” 

Here Ippolito heard the clustering 
sound of his hearers drawing more close¬ 
ly around him, his misery became sud¬ 
denly intolerable, and he groaned aloud. 
Terrified at the sound, they all desisted to 
speak or to listen, and without venturing 
to comment on the cause of the disturb¬ 
ance, the last speaker said in a voice of fear, 
“ I believe we had better cease to speak 
on this subject, unless some ecclesiastic 
was in the house with us.” “ There is a con¬ 
vent of Dominicans near these walls/’ said 
the host, who was anxious for the conclu¬ 
sion. “ How near,” said the other, whose 
desire of exciting wonder was contend¬ 
ing with fear. " You may hear the ves- 

per 
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per bell from this,” said the host, evasivelj 
<<r But how near, friend Borio, tell me 
precisely how near “ Tis a long- 
mile/' said the host, reluctantly. The 
speaker declined to finish his story on 
this security. “ The devil's in it,” said 
the host in his disappointment, if the 
toll of that bell, and the chaunt of the 
monks at vespers, are not sufficient to 
frighten the devil, if he were in this 
room.” 

His companions reproved him for pro¬ 
faneness, $nd the host, to retrieve the 
credit of his sanctimony, said, " Whatever 
be the cavalier s intentions in this journey, 
I would not be the host to receive him 
for the wealth of the Vatican. 1 warrant, 
the smell of sulphur never would quit the 
room he lay in ; and if I received a single 
coin f om him, I should expect it to turn 
into a burning coal in my hand.” “ You 
had better be on your guard, friend Bo¬ 
no/' said another, in the mere wanton¬ 


ness 
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ness of wisdom, “ I hear he was seen to 
take this direction/’ “ By the holy saints, 
there came a cavalier to my house this 
evening/ 5 

There was now a general commotion 
of fear, followed by a whispering consul¬ 
tation. Ippolito’s first impulse was to 
quit the inn, but he recollected that would 
only confirm their suspicions, and perhaps 
make his further progress difficult. Ano¬ 
ther expedient occurred, but his proud 
heart long struggled with the necessity 
of deceit. At this moment he heard his 
servant passing under the window ; he 
called him, and without specifying his 
reasons, desired that he would cn no ac¬ 
count, mention his name or rank in the 
house, nor during any future part of the 
journey, which he must be in readiness 
to pursue as soon as possible. The man, 
proud of a charge that resembled an ap¬ 
proach to confidence, readily promised 
to observe it; and that his fidelity might 
o 2 not 
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not want the merit of resisted tempta¬ 
tion, immediately repaired to the room 
where the vine-dressers were seated with 
the host. 

They had just resolved to send for him, 
in order to discover whether his master 
was the Count Montorio, and now received 
him with the overcharged welcome, that 
suspicion gives to hide her own purposes. 
“ Pray friend/' said the host, after they 
had drank some time, “ what is the ca¬ 
valier, your master’s name ?” “His name— 
his name”—said the man, who in the de¬ 
termination to conceal the real, had for¬ 
got to provide himself with a fictitious 
one. “ Aye, his name,” continued the 
host, “ I suppose you have lived with him 
but a short time?” “I have lived with 
the Signor several years,” said the man, 
in his eagerness to prove he was not un¬ 
prepared for every question, and to re¬ 
trieve the ground his embarrassment had 
lost. u You have lived with him seve¬ 
ral 
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ral years, and yet do not know his name; 
that is strange indeed, stranger than any 
thing I have yet heard?” “ Why what have 
you heard of the Signor?” said the man, 
glad to become the inquisitor in his turn. 
“ I have heard he sometimes walks at 
night,” said the other, significantly. <f To 
be sure he does, and so do all the ca¬ 
valiers in Naples,” said the man trium¬ 
phantly. “ Aye; but do you know 
where he goes ?” said the host, lowering 
his voice. " No ; nor does any one else,” 
said the man, betraying a material part of 
his intelligence, in his solicitude to prove 
that no one was wiser than himself. 
<c You never attend him on those oc¬ 
casions ?” pursued the host. Santa 
Maria, no,” said the man shuddering. 
“ What would you take, and accompany 
him in one of his nightly wanderings ?” 
said the host, pursuing his victory. 
“ Not the wealth of Loretto,” said the man, 
who recollected the terrible stories he 

had 
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had heard of Iris master at Naples, and 
who had answered his own thoughts, ra¬ 
ther than the questions addressed to him. 
“ Then it is all true/' said the old man. 
“ Holy saints ! what a pity !” “ What is a 
pity?” said the lackey, roused from his 
abstraction by the exclamation. u What 
you have just confessed about your mas¬ 
ter !” said the host. “ I confess ?” said the 
man ; “ I would not confess if I was torn 
with pincers; I confessed nothing/’ “Nay; 
it was not much either,” said one of 
the men, a shrewd fellow; you only 
acknowledged your master was one of 
the Montorio family.” “ I will be torn 
in ten thousand pieces first/' said the man, 
with increased vehemence; “ you are a 
horrid and atrocious villain to say I ac¬ 
knowledged it: I never did, and never 
will.” “ Come, come,” said his wily op¬ 
ponent; “ you need not be in a fury; 
perhaps I mistook you; but you must 
confess, that if he is not one of the fa¬ 
mily 
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mily he is remarkably like them.'" “ To 
be sure,” said the man, again sacrificing 
his cause to his power of answering a 
partial objection, “ to be sure ; there is 
a strong jfa/;j//j/-likeness among them 
all.” 

Here a general cry of triumph arose, 
which drowned even the angry exclama¬ 
tions of the servant; and Ippolito, dis¬ 
tracted by the consequences of his folly, 
and the superstition of the rest, silent¬ 
ly quitted the chamber, remounted his 
horse, and pursuing the first track he 
discovered, with all the speed that dark¬ 
ness and weariness permitted, was many 
miles from Celano, before the party had 
resolved whether to summon the Domi¬ 
nican brethren to their aid, or to send 
express to the Inquisition at Naples. 

The hardships of his wanderings, ra¬ 
ther than his journey, were lost in more 
painful subjects of meditation* The se¬ 
cret of his soul was known—that deep 

and 
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and eternal secret, that he believed 
buried in the bowels of the earth. It 
was known; and the tumult of his 
thoughts forbid the conjecture by what 
means it was known, or how its further 
diffusion might be prevented. 

The only sensation that prevailed in 
his mind, was a confusion undefined, and 
unappeasable, that could neither trace 
the forms of danger, nor discover what 
way of flight from it was to be pur¬ 
sued. lie trembled, though he scarce 
recollected what was past; he deprecat¬ 
ed, though he knew not what was to 
come; he fled without an object in 
flight; and he increased his speed, as 
the motives of fear became more and 
more obscure to his mind. The darkness 
and remoteness from human resort or 
notice, in which the transactions at 
Naples had passed, had utterly excluded 
all suspicion that they were known, or 
could be known to any individual but 

himself. 
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himself. And such was the abstraction 
and intentness of mind with which he 
was engaged in them, that had such a 
suspicion occurred, it could not have 
suspended the pursuit a moment. Along 
with the circumstance itself, all conse¬ 
quences, remote or obvious, were equal 
strangers to his mind. When, therefore, 
the fact itself, with all the consequences 
that the suspicions of ignorance, and the 
rage of superstition could attach to it, 
rushed on his mind, unforeseen and un¬ 
weighed, without a power of pieparation 
or resistance, he staggered under the 
shock; it blasted and astounded him. 

For a moment, visionary and remote 

fears were banished by substantial and 
imminent terrors. The anguish of terror 
that cannot name its object, and of guilt 
that cannot ascertain its danger, gather¬ 
ed over his mind. A sensation of rare 
and excruciating influence; the sensa¬ 
tion of all our measures being antici- 

o 5 * pated; 
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patecl; our progress measured aud ruin¬ 
ed ; the exact reach of our boundary 
calculated and shadowed out; the in¬ 
most recesses of our mind violated and 
laid waste ; and Omniscience engaged on 
the side of our enemies to destroy us, 
overcame him. No murderer, at whose 
feet a sudden whirlwind would dash the 
witness of his guilt before unsuspecting 
thousands; no traveller, at whose naked 
breast the lightnings are aiming, before 
a cloud has been seen to gather in the 
heaven, ever gazed around them, so trans¬ 
fixed and appalled. 

His immediate impulse was flight. He 
urged his horse to his utmost speed; 
and still all speed sunk under the ve¬ 
locity of his thoughts. His mind was 
rather irritated than appeased by the 
Tumult of motion. An imaginary line 
seemed to run beside him, which he 
could neither measure nor out-run. His 
speed left nothing but space behind; and 

his 
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his progress seemed nothing but an ap¬ 
proach to mischief. 

Towards morning he found himself in 
a part of the country, whose wildness 
and savageness insensibly poured quiet 
and confidence on his mind. It was man 
he dreaded ; and here there was no trace 
of man. Rocks and waters; whose wreath¬ 
ed and fantastic undulations, almost re¬ 
sembled the clouds that hovered round 
them, melting their hues and shapes in¬ 
to their own unsubstantial forms of misty 
lightness, presented a range of scenery, 
more meet for the haunt of an aerial 
genius than a mortal inhabitant. 

Far to the left, as the fuller tints of 
morning deepened and defined the sha¬ 
dowy characters of the mountain land¬ 
scape, Ippolito descried a dim cluster 
of cottages, perched in the hollow of 
two hills, whose antic and spiry pin-- 
nacles seemed to have been cleft for its, 
reception. The opposite features of its, 

wild, 
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wild and sheltered situation presenting 
a contrast that divided the feelings be¬ 
tween awe and pleasure. To the inha¬ 
bitants of a place so sequestered, Ippo- 
lito believed he might safely apply for 
food and refuge. 

Thither therefore he directed his course, 
and found, that whatever wonder he ex¬ 
cited, was occasioned by the appearance 
of a stranger in so remote a region. 
Here he reposed for some days, like a bird 
that, chased and wounded, regains her 
nest amongst inaccessible rocks, and 
spreads her torn plumage to the winds 
of freedom. He was excited to person¬ 
al exertion to render existence tolerable. 
Here were no artificial resources, no ex¬ 
pedients to disguise the waste of time, 
and renew the spirit of enjoyment. He 
was impelled to vigorous bodily exercise, 
Rt first to exhaust the throbbings of 
inward pain, and afterwards to gratify 
a newly-acquired sense of pleasure. An 
1 extraordinary 
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extraordinary vigour of frame, which 
the voluptuous indolence of Naples had 
enervated, was renewed by his mountain 
habits ; and the change was in some time 
extended to his mind. He was at first 
soothed by the dash of the cataract, the 
hum of the winds in the mountain ca¬ 
verns, the masses of rock, bold, abrupt, 
and detached, that often assumed the 
port of some ancient Gothic structure; 
their marked and storied ascents and 
towery summits, shaping out the fantastic 
forms of- its architecture; and the beams 
of the setting sun, reflected from a sur¬ 
face, resplendent with hues of verdure 
and stains of marble, aptly portraying 
the illuminated windows, glorious with 
the colours of blazonry. 

By these he was at first soothed, and 
weaned from painful remembrance; but 
in a short time, he visited them with 
positive pleasure, not for the sake of 

what 
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what they took away, but of what they 
gave. 

It is impossible for a mind, not con¬ 
scious of great crimes, to be conversant 
w T ith nature, without feeling her balmy 
and potent influence. The quiet magic 
of loneliness, the deep calm of unbreath¬ 
ing things, the gentle agitations of inani¬ 
mate motion, poured themselves into the 
very recesses of his soul, and healed 
them. 

At first, when he rushed into these soli¬ 
tudes, he mentally resolved to devote 
himself to the contemplation of his situa¬ 
tion, and of some bold, gigantic effort by 
which he resolved to free himself from 
his thraldom; but as weariness and dis¬ 
traction were the only result of his de¬ 
liberation, he suffered it gradually to 
steal from his mind, and balanced be¬ 
tween the reproaches of indolence, and 
the refreshment of tranquillity. 


He 
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He was amused in his solitude by some 
papers of Cyprian’s, which, in the hurry 
of his departure from Naples, he had 
unintentionally taken along with him. 
They related to that mysterious story 
which he had left unfinished. Ippolito 
had almost forgot, that the object of it 
had been attached to him. The other 
extraordinary circumstances of the nar¬ 
rative, strange and remote as they were., 
Cyprian’s enthusiasm had thrown a shade 
of incredulity over; and Ippolito read it 
as a representation of events that had 
never existed. 

In the papers he now read, the au¬ 
thor’s mind appeared weary of the or¬ 
dinary modes of language, and progress 
of narrative. She had selected different 
periods, as eras in her melancholy his¬ 
tory, and written a few lines on each in 
the language of poetry. 

They were monotonously melancholy. 
It was a passion apparently unbroken 

by 
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by an interval of tranquillity, unillumin- 
ed by a single ray of hope. She had 
loved as none had ever loved, and suf¬ 
fered as few had suffered. Nor would 
Ippolito have understood the reason or 
possibility of such despair, had he not 
recollected to have heard from Cyprian, 
that the unfortunate female had been a 
nun; that she had not seen the ob¬ 
ject that fascinated her, till she was un¬ 
der irrevocable engagements; and that 
though her “ love, stronger than death/" 
had survived in these posthumous lamen¬ 
tations, it had not the power to make 
her transgress the barrier of religion, by 
a disclosure of it while she lived. The 
first appeared to have been written when 
passion had lingered long enough to know 
it was hopeless; when the first clouds of 
melancholy began to gather over her feel¬ 
ings—it was written on a second accidental 
view of the object of her affections. 


Once 
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Oxce more I caught thy form—’twas but a mo¬ 
ment— 

A moment! passion lives an age in moments. 

Feeling can trace the boundless range of being, 

Each maze of fancy, each abyss of thought. 

Joy’s rose-twined bowers, and memory’s pictured cells 
liecal the past, anticipate the future, 

Exhaust all forms of life, and dreams of vision 
Within a moment’s lapse. 

So Mecca’s seer, as the wild legend tells, 

On the supernal wing of vision soared ; 

Explored the star-strewn paths of Paradise, 

Drank the rich gale, that laps her pearly gates, 

And swept the circle of the seven-fold heaven 
Ere mortals marked a moment’s flight below. 

So bright, the while I caught thy passing form ; 

So brief, or ere I lost it. 

Chance, *tis thy checkered influence to dispense 
The hour that gives him to my visible eyes— 

The hour that memory treasures; but I boast 
Beyond thy sport or spleen, one solace yet, 

One last, one dear, one sad—Oh, ’tis when eve 
Dispreads her dew-wove veil, when no rude eye 
Marks my wan cheek, slow step, and start abrupt 
(Pale passion’s guide, the weeds of fancy’s thrall), 

To wander and to muse unmarked, unknown, 

To trace the thought, no bVeast has e’re conceived. 

To 
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To heave the sigh, no car has ever drank, 

Anil Mwimist, nevei —thine of all must, never—• 
Oh/’tis to wish imposbihilites ! 

Yet start to think them real, his to trace 
IMy sad tale in these sands, while aimless hope 
Points the approaching in ih* imagined hour ; 

AYooes to the storied spot thy wandering eye, 

And all’s disclosed. Oh, then l fly ! deface. 

Disperse them quick, lest one surviving trace 
Should tell the talc, I’d—give a world thou knew'st. 
Tis oft to pour the secret yet. untold 
In lines like these, of love’s despair that hope?, 

Then rend the fragments, give them to the wind*, 
Tremble, lest one be wafted to thine hand, 

While dreams th’ extinctless hope, “ Perhaps it may.* 
Oh, his to waste my life in prayers to see thee, 

And when thy distant form rcJumcs my view 
To hide me, and to fly; then, when thou’rt past, 

To kiss the light-pressed path, lid imagined spot 
Thy shade has crossed and hallowed—oft my soul 
Sunk in voluptuous vacancy, resigns 
Herself to float down fancy’s fairy stream, 
(Unconscious and unheeding of its lapse). 

Oh, then, how bright the dream ; its magic tint's 

Taint passion possible, and nature kind. 

r i lice, thee, I see, I hear, I touch—hark, hark— 

Tlie vesper-bell—it tells me of despair. 


Of 
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Of the next, whatever the execution 
might be, the subject was perhaps the 
most interesting that could occur in 
poetry : it purported to represent a mind 
deeply sunk in passion, yet alive to a 
feeling the most painful and hostile to 
passion that can exist; a conviction of the 
unworthiness of its object. The struggles 
of reluctant conviction, and the anguish 
of involuntary fondness, were portrayed 
as in a narrative; but Ippolito easily dis¬ 
covered the sentiments and situation of the 
unfortunate nun. 


---—Tie died—living he died. 

Living, but dead to her, whose ceaseless toil 
To win him from the weary paths of sin, 

Long with vain essay strove ; but w hen she found 
'1 hat on a mind so weak, no lofty precept 
To virtue’s lore, wrought with incitement high, 
That on a soil so light, instruction’s seed 
Fell fruitless ; like the exiled Hagai* of yore, 
(Who wandering in the wilds of Beer-Sheba, 

Saw the last morsel of her pittance spent. 


Saw 
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Saw its last drop scarce wet her babe's parched lip, 
And seeing, said, with hopeless anguish bowed— 

Let me not see him die !—and went far off 
And wept) : so went she to a spot remote. 

And wept—ceaseless and silent wept ; no gleam 
Of tremulous light played on her evening hour, 

No sheeny phantoms of the tints of morn 
Wove to her eye the painted visions of joy, 

Or struck their airy harps far heard. Her life 
Was lone, her purpose strange, but never brake. 

She reared an antic structure, wild and simple, 

Like some lone eremite's tomb, and called it his. 

She watched beside his tomb, in patience, pale, 

With sunk and tearless eye, and lips that moved 
In inward prayer for him, whom she deemed dead 
To all worth living for. She hung that tomb 
With garlands, fancy-wrought, and dim of hue ; 

They were as wild as mountain-spirits' song, 

They mocked all rule, and scorned all art—and yet 
No child of feeling true, might see that wreath, 

Nor wake their waning colours with a tear. 

Far other employ she hoped for them—with these 
She would have strewn his path, or wreathed his brow, 
Or decked the polished hours of virtuous life. 

But little did he reck of virtuous life, 

Or aught but the loose flow of dance, and song, 

And roar of midnight revel—sad she heard, 

And s 
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And still she sat in pale and pined constancy; 

Yet not without impulse of natural sorrow, 

(Strong throes of anguish, cleaving still to life), 

She thought on her last hopes, her withered heart, 
Her youth departed, and her mind decayed. 

Yet still she loved—yea, still loved hopeless on. 
Infatuate passion desperate, still lit 
Her hollow eye, still warmed her fevered lip—* 
The memory of her first love, like rich music 
Sung in her witched ear. She was condemned 
T' outlive the object, but the passion—never 


The author appeared to have had a 
knowledge of the unhappy life of the per¬ 
son she was attached to* deeper than was 
necessary to furnish the garniture of po¬ 
etical sorrow. She appeared intimately 
to feel, and to deplore with the mingled 
zeal of religion and love, the evil habits 
that had overspread and abused a noble 
heart. Such were the feelings intended 
to be portrayed in the following lines : 
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That tempting fruit, how ripe it hangs, 
IIow lich it grows on high ; 

And there I reach my helpless hands, 
There fix my straining eye. 

II. 

Oh, not for me, those gay tints rich 
Its mellow cheek adorn ; 

Ah, not for me, its odours fine 

Vie with spring’s bud-wreathed morn 

III. 

Oh, but to taste those nectar’d sweets, 
That I a bird might be ; 

Ob, that I were the common air 
Uncheck’d that blows on thee. 

IV. 

How o’er thy ripe cheek’s glowing down, 

\\ ould I my soft tale sing ; 

Hew faint amid the sweets I fann'd, 

With rapture-dancing wing. 

V. 

IIow would I chase each reptile rude, 
That saps thy wasted bloom ? 

IIow would my whispering pennons play, 
To wake thine hid perfume. 
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VI. 

Enough for me the joy, to view 
Thy purer beauties glow, 

Bid unrestrained those odours rise, 
Whose sweets I ne’er must know. 


In these lines Ippolito discovered an 
attempt made to express a strange and 
complicated feeling, that often occurs in 
real love, when existing under a desparity 
of circumstances— ? tis that feeling which 
arises from a mixt sensation of moral de¬ 
basement, and worldly rank and splendour; 
of which the effect is partly to awe by 
magniticence, and partly to interest by 
com passion 

The unfortunate vestal seemed to be 
betrayed by the very feelings on which 
she depended for her defence; she was 
evidently fascinated by the rank, the spi¬ 
rit, and the excesses of the man she loved, 
as well as by the qualities by which love 
is more propetly excited; she was daz- 

2 zled 
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zled by the glare of the very vices she 
affected to deprecate; she was strnck with 
involuntary admiration of splendid disso¬ 
luteness, and tumultuous grandeur—yet 
often the sentiments of these lines spoke 
merely the sighs of desire, such as are 
poured out in the involuntary excess of 
the mind, and without a reference either 
to hope or to despair. 

Such were the following : 


I. 

I wish I were a vernal breeze, 

To breathe upon that cheek of down ; 
Then I might breathe without a fear, 
Then I might sigh without a frown. 

II. 

I wish I were a burnished fly, 

To sport in thine eye’s sunny sheen ; 
There wing my raptured hour unheard, 
There dazzled droop, and die unseen. 

III. 

I wish I were a blushing flower 

Within thy breast one hour to reign ; 


Then 
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Then I might live without a crime; 
Then l might die wiihout a pain. 


Sometimes amid this blaze of luxuriant 
fondness, a sudden cloud of remorse and 
horror would intervene, as in these lines. 


I. 

Oh, come to my arms, whose faltering clasp 
Is still folding thy phantom in air ! 

Oh, visit mine eye, whose fancy-wrought spell 
Is still raising thy form in its sphere ! 

II. 

Oh, let my languid head sink on thy brcas-t, 

Other refuge or rest it has none ! 

Oh, let my full heart once heave upon thine, 

And its throbs, and its tumults are done! 

III. 

Anti I'll lose, while my swimming eye floats on thy 
form, 

All thought, but the thought, it is thine ; 

And I'll quenchdn the nectar that bathes thy red 
lip. 

The fever that's burning in mine. 

r 


VOL. II. 


IV. 
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And lapt in the dream, I’ll forget that a voice 
Would recal, that a fear would reprove— 

Till I start as the lightning is lanced at my head, 
And wonder there’s guilt in our love. 

With these alternate struggles of pas¬ 
sion that could not stifle conscience, and 
of principle too weak to contend with pas¬ 
sion, many others were filled. One ar¬ 
rested Ippolito’sattention, from having the 
following sentence in prose, prefixed to 
it: ic The disguise I have assumed, sup¬ 
plies me with many an hour of weak in¬ 
dulgence. Sometimes I pass almost close 
to him, catch the sounds of his voice, lin¬ 
ger at night near his dwelling, drops of 
slow poison each—but how fatal-sweet! 
Last night, I touched the very railing on 
which I saw him lean but an hour before, 
as he descended the steps—touched it! 
Ildefonsa reproached me; but I have re¬ 
sisted other reproaches than her’s—Why 
should I yield to human monitions, what 

I 
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I have refused to those of my own heart, 
and of heaven 


L 

'Tis vain—’tis vain my lips to move, 
'Tis vain my arms to sever; 

Thou hast my everlasting love. 

And thou shalt have it ever. 

II. 

Oh, why to tempt my doubted faith, 
Those dread recitals borrow ? 

Know, trifler, they who dare to live, 
Dread not to die of sorrow ! 

nr. 

Why tell the pangs of vows unheard, 
The woe of hopes undone ? 

To weep was all my vows e’er woo’d, 
To weep was ail they won. 

IV. 

I asked to view thy heaven-lit eye. 
Till these weak eyes were blasted; 

X asked to view that bliss-bathed lip, 
Till mine with wishing wasted. 

V. 

No soft reward of blameless love 
E’er sooth’d mine unheard wooing; 

p 2 


For 
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For oh !—a glance was phrensy’s flie, 
A touch had been undoing. 

VI. 

Not mine to love with florid art, 

I wove no poet-willow ; 

My inward tears prey’d on my heart, 
My hush'd sighs scorch’d my pillow, 

VII. 

No cherish’d hope of rich return 

E’er sooth’d with promised pleasure : 

Love rifled all my native store, 

But gave no added treasure, 

VIII. 

The tear that seeks the shade to fall. 
The sigh that silence breathes ; 

And this fond moment’s wilder woe. 
Are all that love bequeaths, 

IX. 

Chill emblem of my iron fate. 

Yet guiltless, I may grasp thee ; 

Woo thy cold kjss without a blush, 

And wildly, fondly clasp thee. 

X. 

Then take, oh take this feverous kiss 
To meet his lip vain burning; 


And 
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And take, oh take this smothered sigh, 
That wooes no fond returning* 

XL 

And crash, oh crush this harassed breast. 
No more to wild hope waking , 

And take (oh, would it were the last) 
Throbs of a heart that's breaking. 

XIL 

Fd rather breathe these hopeless sighs 
Than vows of sanctioned duty ; 

Fd rather leave this lost kiss here, 

Than press the lip of beauty. 

XIII. 

But oh, the bitter—bitter thought 
That thus it must be, ever 
To woo thy shade, to watch thy step,' 
But nearer—never, never! 

XIV. 

To feel my lips unbidden form 

What they must never say ; 

✓ 

To feel my eyes in gazing fix'd,. 

In gazing waste away. 

XV. 

Of vision’d days, and restless nights, 

A weary length to roll. 


With 
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With passion on my fever’d lip, 

And anguish in my soul. 

XVI. 

Yet some relief to weep and vow. 

What time can frustrate—never, 

1 hou hast my everlasting love, 

And thou shall have it ever. 

Ippolito had perused these lines, stretch¬ 
ed on the mossy roots of an ash in a wild 
dell; when he had finished the last, he 
perceived that the evening had already 
gathered round him. He rose, and re¬ 
mounting his horse, which was fastened to 
an adjacent tree, rode homeward to the 
hamlet. 

He lingered in the way, for the images 
of sadness, had combined with the hues 
of evening to pour a voluptuous melan¬ 
choly over his soul. Within a furlong 
of the hamlet, he entered a woody defile, 
where the branches of the tall, thick trees 
meeting above, excluded light even at 
noon-day, and now deepened the gloom 

of 
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of gathering night. Across the high 
banks and matted wood-path of this dell, 
the roots of the trees branched into a 
thousand antic ridges and curvings; while 
above, the foliage, so thick and bowery, 
scarce admitted the wind to whisper 
through its leaves, or the birds to find 
their way to the nests, that seemed woven 
into a verdurous wall. Ippolito paused 
as he entered it to mark the rich gleam 
of western light its opposite extremity 
admitted. At that moment u face ap¬ 
pearing beside him audibly pronounced, 
€i Why do you linger here ? your fate may 
be forgotten, but will not be long unful¬ 
filled.’’ It seemed to pass him as it spoke, 
and was lost in the gloom of the wood. 

It was the voice, the face of the 
stranger; in darkness, in midnight he 
would have known it. He lost not a mo¬ 
ment in thought; the very force of his 
fear gave him speed like a whirlwind; 
calling, commanding, adjuring him to 

stay 
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stay or to return, he plunged info the 
wood, and while he could trace his shadow 
in thought, or the vestige of motion, or 
sound that followed him, he pursued it 
with a speed that seemed tp make all hu¬ 
man flight unavailing. It was in vain; 
in an hour he was many miles from the 
dell in the wood, but had not obtained a 
a glimpse of him he pursued. His feelings 
were too tempestuous to weigh circum¬ 
stances, or pause over doubts; he had 
but one object— to discover if this dreaded 
being could really pervade all space, 
and overtake all flight. If he had in vain 
called on the mountains to cover him, 
and hid himself where even the jealous 
rage of superstition had failed to discover 
him. He paused on a rising ground, to 
catch the last remains of the light, as 
they faded over the wide prospect before 
him. He saw at a distance what he at first 
believed to be a young tree, whose 
branches were, tossed by the wind; but 

his 
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his eye, sharpened by fear was not long 
deceived—it was a human figure, tall 
and dark, that moved onward with amaz¬ 
ing swiftness, and whose outspread and 
streaming garments were flung to the 
wind, like the foliage of a tree. Again he 
called, again he hastened forward, but his 
voice was only echoed by winds and woods, 
and his speed only led him. to wilder, 
haunts, and remoter distance- 

lie rode ail night with unabated eager¬ 
ness of pursuit, and towards morning, 
first felt his confidence decline on seeing 
before him a town, from whose numerous 
avenues,, roads branched in every direc¬ 
tion. But though not successful, he 
yielded to the weariness of the noble ani¬ 
mal that bore him, - and entering the first 
inn he say/, summoned the camariere, 
and inquired, had a person of the stranger s 
appearance, which he described shudder¬ 
ing at his own precision, passed through 
the town. The man listened to him with 
p 5 a look 
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a look, which Ippolito thought might be 
owing to the stern earnestness of his 
own ; but replied without hesitation, 
there had not. Ippolito then dismissed 
him, and wearied by the wanderings of the 
night, sunk into a perturbed and broken 
sleep. 

When he awoke, he perceived he had 
devoted more hours to repose, than his 
time admitted; the day was far spent, and 
he called impatiently for his horse. No 
plan of pursuit was suggested to him, but 
he determined to follow the open track 
of country through the principal towns, 
and inquire for the stranger as he passed 
through each. 

As he quitted the inn, a servant appear¬ 
ed with his horse; a rustic was leaning 
carelessly against a post of the shed from 
which he had been just led. Ippolito 
observed as he sprung into his seat, that 
the servant eyed him intently, and in¬ 
quired the reason. “ You are very like 
a cavalier 1 have seen in Naples, Signor,” 

said 
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said the man. (c And what of this cavalier ?’* 
said Ippolito, pausing. Nothing, Sig¬ 
nor, but that I should not like much to see 
him in this house—I do not think I should 
ever sleep in it again/’ “ Has the cava¬ 
lier the power of banishing sleep from 
the houses he visits ?” It is said, he 
never sleeps himself. Signor; he has other 
employments at night.” cC What may 
those be ?” said Ippolito, “ Pardon me. 
Signor, I dare not speak of him or them.” 
He crossed himself with signs of strong 
fear. “ But I would wish you to be more 
circumstantial,” said Ippolito, who readily 
comprehended whom he meant, and who 
wished to know the probable extent of his 
danger, and become familiar with its ter¬ 
rors. I should wish to know him, 
should it be my chance to encounter 
him.” “ You will easily know him by 
yourself. Signor,” said the man retiring, 

“ he is just your stature and figure.” 

This comparison suggested r another idea 

to 
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to Ippolito—the stranger and he were 
exactly of the same stature ; he pressed 
his inquiries on the man, adding, “ It is 
of importance to me to be acquainted 
with the description of this person. I 
am in pursuit of one myself, whom per¬ 
haps it may assist me to discover.” “ The 

person of whom you are in quest/’ said the 
peasant, who had not before spoken, “ is 
already gone before you, Signor; he is 
by this time at BeHano.” Amazed at this 
intelligence so abruptly given, yet un¬ 
willing to expend time in inquiring how 
it was obtained, Ippolito hastily asked the 
distance and direction of Bellano. The 
peasant informed him, and Ippolito was 
hasting away, when a suspicion of this 
strange intelligence crossed his mind, 
and he waved his hand to the peasant to 
approach him. The man lingered with a 
reluctant air. Ippolito again signified 
his wish to speak with him, and the man 
advanced slowly and irresolutely. “ From 

whom 
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whom had you this intelligence ?” said 
Ippolito. <£ I ■ do not know, Signor.” 
“ How—not know? Is it possible you 
could converse with a human being, and 
not know to whom you spoke ? :> “ I know 
not, if he were a human being/' said the 
man. “ What is it you say, what man¬ 
ner of man was he that spoke with you ? ” 
Ci Why do you ask ? 1 pray to the virgin 

I may never see either of you again—you 
know him well enough, I dare say he is 
beside you now, though no Christian eye 
can see him.” What insolence is this; or 
is it phrensy rather ? Slave, do you know 
to whom you speak?” said Ippolito. 

Slave,” repeated the man, with strong 
resentment, “ his you are a slave, and to 
the worst of masters ; I would not change 
with you, though this shed is my only 
dwelling, were you on a throne of gold. 
Poor, wretched, deluded creature, your 
grandeur is leht on hard conditions, and 
for a miserable moment of time ! I see 


even 
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even now melancholy appearing through 
those noble,, beautiful features you have 
assumed. I wonder all those gold trap- 
pings do not blaze up in rows of sul¬ 
phur, while I talk to you. But I have 
discharged my conscience. I dare not 
say farewell to you; but I trust to see 
you soon in the dungeons of the Inquisi¬ 
tion, and that is the best wish a good 
Catholic can give you.” 

Ippolito, overpowered by the impas¬ 
sioned tones in which the man poured 
out his horror and aversion, and by his 
fears of more general and serious per¬ 
secutions, retreated without remonstrance, 
and hastily took the road to Bellano. lie 
understood too well the suspicious hints 
of the groom, and the open rage of the 
peasant. 

There is no country in the world where 
pursuits, such as Ippolito's, are observed 
with more jealousy, or abhorred with a 
more “ perfect hatred,’" than in Italy. 

Ippoli to 
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Ippolito saw all the horrors of his fate, 
and cursed his visionary imprudence too 
late. The innocence of his intentions, 
and his exemption even from the trans¬ 
gressions to which it might be supposed 
to lead, it was useless to avow to him¬ 
self; and who else would believe him ? 
To have sought the secrets of the other 
world, as a diversity of levity; and to 
be conversant in them, without sacrificing 
our spiritual welfare, was what could not 
be easily, nor indeed probably believed. 
But all excuse or vindication was too 
late. Suspicion haunted his footsteps ; 
the relentless vigilance of superstition 
had an eye on him for evil, and not for 
good. Once excited, her persecution 
w r as inexorable, and her rancour mor¬ 
tal. 

His dark and secret trials were known; 
and, instead of exciting compassion, and 
ensuring shelter and protection, they had 
only awakened hatred and fear. It was 

little 
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little consolation to him to reflect, that 
the conversations he had heard had pass¬ 
ed among the rustics of obscure vil¬ 
lages. The rage of the vulgar is more 
deadly and ^discriminating, less lia¬ 
ble to be pacified by representations; 
less assailable by any medium of rational 
vindication, and more apt to vent itself 
in sanguinary violence, than that of the 
higher orders. Besides, the knowledge 
that had reached them must have been 
first diffused through every other rank in 
society. 

A dreadful feeling of abandonment 
and proscription began to overshadow 
his soul. The rudeness of the scene— 
rocks and waters seen in a cloudy twi¬ 
light— fed the dark tumult of his 
thoughts. As his consciousness of the 
hatred of mankind increased, a sense of 
hatred to mankind increased along with 
it. He wished, in the wildness of the 
hour, for some banditti, or mountaineer 

to 
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to cross his path, or rush from the hoi- 
low of the rocks upon him ; his tall dark 
figure* and waving sabre, like the pines 
which bowed their branches almost to 
his saddle-bow, as he passed them. He 
wished for some object of enmity, some 
struggle of violence, to exhaust the ea¬ 
ger beatings of his fury; to quench that 
aversion to mankind which he felt their 
persecution had already kindled in his 
heart. 

Impatient of solitude, he contended 
with nature and the elements; he spur¬ 
red his horse to passes that seemed in¬ 
accessible; he delighted to gallop up 
precipices, to ford streams, and to wind 
along the giddy and pointed ridge of 
rock, where the heron and the crane 
were first startled by the foot of man; 
he pushed right against the blast when 
it blew with vehemence; and held on his 
path where, for a mile, the foam of every 

returning 
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returning wave of a lake beat against 
his horse's mane. 

It was now the close of evening, when 
he descried Bcllano. A few scattered 
huts, interspersed with larger buildings 
now in ruins, overspread the view to 
some distance. From what this desola¬ 
tion proceeded Ippolito could not dis¬ 
cover. The soil was fertile, though neg¬ 
lected ; but in the houses and their in¬ 
mates, there was an appearance of staring 
wildness, and of squalid dejection, such 
as he had never yet beheld. He look¬ 
ed around in vain for an inn, or any 
place where he might either procure re¬ 
pose for the night, or information on 
the object of his journey. 

As he passed slowly through the nar¬ 
row streets for the first time, he imagin¬ 
ed that the eye of all he saw was fixed 
on him; that his name and fortunes were 
legible on his brow. Whatever know¬ 
ledge 
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ledge of him had been betrayed be¬ 
fore, was communicated in hints and 
whispers ; was avowed with timidity, and 
murmured round till it was lost in the 
fears of the speakers. But now he seem¬ 
ed to feel that a general spirit of in¬ 
quisition had fastened on him ; that every 
one either pursued him with suspicion, 
or shrunk from him in terror. 

Wearied, dismayed, and disappointed, 
he struck into the skirts of the town. 
They were now dark and lonely. He 
flung the reins on the neck of his horse, 
and loitered on without object. At this 
moment, the figure of the stranger vi¬ 
sibly passed him. He paused a moment; 
and then, throwing himself off his horse, 
adjured him, with the most earnest and 
solemn supplications, to appear, and in¬ 
form him, in audible words, why he was 
thus pursued and persecuted. Not a 
sound followed his adjurations; not a 
step crossed him. 


After 
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After following an imaginary track for 
some time, he found his progress check¬ 
ed by a rising ground, on which stood 
a large edifice, dimly seen in the even¬ 
ing light. Its buildings, spreading over 
an extent of ground, presented a range 
of shadow, heavy, sombrous, and solitary. 
It bore no mark of habitation ; no smoke 
ascended from the roof; no step echoed 
round the walls. Ippolito gazed on it 
irresolutely; yet with a strong impulse 
to enter it. It was certainly the point 
of termination to the direction he had 
pursued; and the direction was what the 
stranger, if he moved on earth, had pro¬ 
bably taken. 

At a little distance, he saw a peasant 
approaching, who seemed, like himself, 
to linger near the building. There was 
a promising confidence and simplicity 
in his manner. Ippolito thought it best 
to preface his inquiries with some vague 
observations on the desolation around 

them. 
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them. “ Yes, Signor/’ said the peasant, 
“ something has happened to the place : 
I think it looks as if it were cursed/' 
tz But what has been the cause of the 
indigence and loneliness I see prevailing 
here, not only among these ruins, but 
among the inhabitants of the village ?" 
“ They are wretched and oppressed. Sig¬ 
nor. A strange suspicion hangs over this 
place. There is a horrible tale told of 
it. I do not like to relate the circum¬ 
stances, I have heard them related so dif¬ 
ferently ; but since they happened, the 
inhabitants of this place,, which was then 
flourishing, have been scattered and de¬ 
solated." “ What are those circumstances 
so strange, that could depopulate a coun¬ 
try, and leave such marks of ruin behind 
them ?" said Ippolito, glad of the relief of 
local curiosity. “ They relate," said the 
peasant, <f to a murder committed, or 
supposed to be committed, on a man who 
was entrusted with some affair of ex¬ 
traordinary 


334 


FATAL REVENGE,* OR, 


traordinary import. The murderer was 
never discovered, nor his motives for the 
action even conjectured ; and however the 
circumstances are told by a hundred 
mouths, the wise seem to imply, none 
of them in fact ever transpired.” “ But 
is it possible no steps were ever taken to 
trace this mysterious affair ?” “ I know 

not. Signor. There'Was a great, power-, 
ful, wicked family, said to be concern¬ 
ed in it. They had influence to crus 
all inquiry. No one that contended with 
that house ever prospered. They do not 
want power for outward means, nor vil¬ 
lainy for secret ones. So, whoever op¬ 
poses them fares like the inhabitants of 
Bellano.” “ Was the whole village then 
implicated in this strange transaction 
“They were punished as if they had 
been, Signor. Good night. Signor. I do not 
like lingering near the spot at this hour. 
This is the very house in which the deed 
was done.” 
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The peasant retired. Ippolito survey¬ 
ed the structure. He saw it was safe, 
from solitude and fear. In the village, 
wild and deserted as it seemed, he dread¬ 
ed discovery; he dreaded the unknown 
effects of the stranger's machinations* 
Weary of persecution, and impatient for 
gloomy quiet, he thought with pleasure 
of plunging into the recesses of a soli¬ 
tude, from which even superstition, that 
haunted him in every other retreat, would 
recoil with shuddering. 

Again he surveyed the building, and, 
ascending the rising ground, traversed 
the dismantled wall that enclosed it. It 
was spacious and ruinous. The dark 
lines of the building were strongly de¬ 
fined on the deep blue of a clear au¬ 
tumnal sky, in which the stars, faintly 
-emerging, tipt here and there a battle¬ 
ment, or a turret with silver. He found 
the principal doors fastened; and, as he 
examined the wall more closely, to dis- 
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cover some means of admission, he thought 
a figure started and disappeared in the same 
moment, from behind a projecting angle 
of the building. He pursued eagerly, but 
vainly. Yet as he turned away, some¬ 
thing like a sound issuing from the in¬ 
terior of the building, struck on his ear. 
He listened ; all was still. He now renew¬ 
ed his search, and soon discovered a low 
door, which required but little force to 
open, and which adfnitted him into a 
passage, lofty, and dimly lit. It conduct¬ 
ed him to the principal hall, from which 
doors and passages branched in every 
direction. All were alike dark and de¬ 
serted. No foot seemed to have trod 
there for many years; and their long 
perspectives led the eye to a shadowy 
dej)th it feared to penetrate. 

As Ippolito gazed around him, a sha¬ 
dow, faint and undefined, passed along the 
other extremity of the hall. He would 
have looked on it as one of the imagi- 
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nary shapes that seem to people the 
shades of obscurity; but the next mo¬ 
ment he heard a sound too distinct to 
be the production of fantasy, that seem¬ 
ed to die away in distance. 

He sprang forward, and found himself 
at the foot of a spacious staircase, over 
whose broken steps the darkness made it 
difficult to proceed. As he ascended 
them, he loudly and repeatedly called on 
the person whom he imagined he had 
seen, assured him he had nothing to 
apprehend from violence or malignity; 
that he was himself a lonely traveller, 
who was willing to unite with him for 
mutual security in that solitary mansion, 
and to whom it would therefore be more 
prudent to disclose himself. No answer 
was returned to his remonstrances; and 
he was checked in their repetition by the 
loud clapping of a door in a remote part 
of the building. That this dreary place had 
inhabitants, he had now no doubt. Who 
vol. ii. q they 
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-they might be, or what was their purpose, 
he resolved to examine, with a boldness 
which was the offspring of desperation. 
He was del ghted with a summons that 
seemed equal to the powers of his mind, 
<nd did not threaten to taint him with 
guilt, or blast him with infamy. The 
stranger was not here to demand from 
him the energy of a hero, and then 
predict to him the fate of a villain. The 
event of this adventure might perhaps 
exercise his imagination or task his cou¬ 
rage, but could scarcely affect his peace, 
his principles, or his character. 

He had now ascended the stairs, and 
paused for some moments in a gallery 
which seemed to communicate with several 
chamber.; from one of them a light ap¬ 
peared to issue at intervals. He entered it, 
and was surprised to see some embers of 
a wood fire, dimly burning on the hearth. 
From their blaze, which rose fitfully and 
expired, as the windhissed through thedis- 

mantled. 
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mantled casements, waving the feeble 
fire, he discovered an apartment like 
the rest, spacious and dreary. Not a ves¬ 
tige of furniture, or any circumstance 
but that of the fire, indicated the presence 
of a human being in the building ; his eye 
wandered over walls, ceiling, and floor; 
not an object struck them, but the damp, 
misty obscurity of decay. The room was 
chill, he approached the fire; the blaze 
became more strong, and by its increasing- 
light, he discovered in the wall opposite 
him, a narrow grating ; the dusky bars 
gleamed in the fire-light, and, as he con¬ 
tinued to look on them, a human coun¬ 
tenance appeared distinctly on the other 
side. Ippolito started; he advanced to 
the grating; the face disappeared, and a 
piteous cry issued from within. Ippoli¬ 
to now earnestly demanded who was 
concealed in the apartment, threatening, 
with serious anger, to punish any one he 
might discover, unless they avowed them- 
Q 2 selves. 
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selves, and the causes of their conceal¬ 
ment. 

The grating was then thrown open, 
and the servant by whom Ippolito had 
been so imprudently betrayed at Celano, 
threw himself at his feet. “ Oh, Signor,’" 
said he, after a long and unintelligible 
vindication of himself, “ why did you 
leave me at Celano?” “ Why did you 
compel me to do so by your folly, in ex¬ 
posing my name ?'" said Ippolito. “ It was 
not my fault. Signor—it was not my fault; 
I never travelled with a wizard before, and 
I could not know.” “A wizard, idiot! 
you will drive me mad.” “ Illustrious 
Signor, I kiss your feet, be not angry with 
mein this dreadful, solitary place ! alas, 
1 have suffered enough for it since; those 
devils at Celano were near tearing me to 
pieces, and when I escaped from them, 
I lost my way returning to Naples, and 
after wandering about in this wild coun¬ 
try, dreading to make inquires, lest I 

should 
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should be discovered and sent to the In¬ 
quisition, I crawled in here to-night, to 
sleep in one of these waste rooms, and 
pursue my journey to morrow, and little 
thought I should have the ill luck (good 
fortune I mean), to behold you again.” 
“ But why/’ said Ippolito, “ did you fly 
from me on the stairs, you surely must 
have heard my voice, and when have its 
tones denounced danger to you ?” “ I 

did not fly/’ said the man, f ‘ I was nor on 
the stairs.” “ Tis but now I pursued spme 
one to this very apartment/* said Ippolito. 
“ By all the holy saints, I have not quitted 
the room since I entered the building,” 
said the man. ff This is most strange,” said 
Ippolito, musing, “ I am pursued bv a 
power that seems to possess more than hu¬ 
man resources—resistance is vain ; I am 
spent in this struggle. But how was it 
possible you should conceal yourself, if 
you did not fly from me ?” “ The door 

by which you entered. Signor, is under 

the 


342 


FATAL REVENGE; OR, 


the windows of this room, and when I saw 
you, I concealed myself, and have not 
quitted this room since you entered the 
door below.” “ And why did you con¬ 
ceal yourself?” said Ippolito, “ to me, 
in the same circumstances, the sight of 
you or of any human being would have 
been most welcome.” The man hesitated. 
“ Why did you conceal yourself,” re¬ 
peated Ippolito, “ you knew me, and 
knew that from me you had nothing to 
fear.” “ I knew you indeed,” said the 
man, shuddering, “ and therefore I hid 
myself. Ah, Signor, it is well known for 
what a purpose you seek these solitary 
places, and whom you are accustomed to 
meet in them ; I thought the roof shook 
over rny head as you came under it. 
lie crossed himself with the strongest 
marks of fear. “ Mother of God/’ ex- 
claimed Ippolito in agony, “ is it possi¬ 
ble ? Am I so utterly lost ? Do my own 
species tremble at mv own approach ? 

Hear 
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Hear me, my good fellow ; you who hav e 
lived with me, who have known me* whohave 
been lavishly nurtured with every indul¬ 
gence a generous master could afford, can 
you believe the horrid tales that are told of 
me? I attest the blessed name I have just, 
mentioned, and every saint in heaven, that I 
am as innocent as you are. I have entered 
into no compact with the enemy of souls; 

I am no dealer in witchery ; I am a crossed 
and care-haunted man ; a restless and un¬ 
happy spirit is within me ; it has driven* 
me from my home, and instead of being 
soothed and healed by the compassion of 
mankind, it is aggravated and maddened 
by the brutal rage of ignorance, till ex¬ 
istence has become loathsome to me.” 

In the ardour of his appeal, Ippolito 
had laid his hand on the man's shoulder ; 
the man recoiled from his touch. Ippo¬ 
lito felt it in every nerve, and was again 
about to expostulate with him, when a 
strange hollow sound seemed to issue 

from t 
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from a distance, and approach the room, 
“ I will believe it, 1 do believe it all/' said 
the man eagerly, “ but say no more now 
Signor, this is no time or place for such 
subjects.” " Can this place have other in¬ 
habitants,” said Ippolito, pausing from 
his remonstrance to follow the sound. 
“ Surely it has,”said the man. "Have you 
seen or heard any thing since you en¬ 
tered it, any shape or sound like this ?” 
“ I have indeed. Signor; just before you 
entered, the shadow of a dark figure passed 
the door, and 1 am convinced I afterwards 
heard heavy steps on the stairs; but in 
these old mansions, the wind makes such 
strange noises, that unless one’s eyes as¬ 
sure them-” 

Here the man’s face underwent a convul¬ 
sion of terror, and flying onlppolito, heheld 
him with the strong grasp of fear. " What 
have you seen,’'* said Ippolito, supporting 
him, u or what is it you fear?” " A hand 
beckoned to me from that grating,” said 

the 
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the man, in inward and struggling tones. 
“ ’Tis this bickering blaze deceives you/ 1 
said Ippolito, stirring the embers with his 
sword, and looking at the.grating ; “ the 
light it flings on these mouldy walls is so 
pale and fitful,” “ No, no, Signor, I 
know this place, and its history well; I 
marvel that its inhabitants have taken so. 
little note of our intrusion yet; but they 
will not long neglect us/ “ You know 
this place is inhabited—and by whom ?” 
said Ippolito. “ By the spirits of a mur¬ 
derer, and its punishers,” said the man, 
rolling his eyes fearfully around him. 
“ Why do you pause with so many starts 
of fear/' said Ippolito, <f speak plainly 
and fully what you have heard of this 
place, and of the cause of its desertion.” 
“ You know them perhaps, better than I 
do, Signor/’ said the man. f<r How is it 
possible I should know them, it is scarce 
an hour since I entered these walls?” 
“ Because they relate to your family.” 

q 5 “ To 
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To my family ?” said Ippolito, as recol¬ 
lection faintly wandered over his mind; 
then added in an evasive tone, “ there 
are many circumstances relating to my 
family, of which I am ignorant.” <f Do 
you wish to hear what is told of this man- 
sion, Signor/’ said the man, pursuing the 
subject. “Ifyour courage is sufficiently 
recovered to relate it,” said Ippolito, 
wishing to suggest an excuse to him. 
The man proceeded in his narrative. 

“It is someyears back, Signor, since this 
was an inn, and as the town was flourishing, 
and in good repute, I suppose the inn 
was so likewise. It so happened that this 
inn was full of company on a night, and 
they were all employed speaking of some 
strange mysterious business that was 
about to be disclosed shortly, that they 
said would involve one of the first families 
in Naples; I know not whether it was a 
monk, or an assassin that was to make the 
discovery ; but, whatever it was, the im- 

port 
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port of it was expected to be most singu¬ 
lar and terrible. So, as the guests were 
all conversing, and each giving his con¬ 
jectures and reasons, a person was usher¬ 
ed in, accompanied by a guard of sol¬ 
diers, not as a prisoner, but in order to 
defend him on his journey; he spoke but 
little, and seemed dejected and terrified, 
like a man labouring under a great se¬ 
cret. 

It was immediately whispered about 
the house, that this was the person who 
was to make the discovery, and many in¬ 
quiries, and hints of advances were made, 
to learn what it might be; but the 
stranger was so distant, that, one by one,, 
the guests all dropped off to their own 
rooms, and left him to go to his about 
midnight. So he did—but never was seen , 
to return from it; Signor; no trace of him 
was the next morning to be seen, nor 
ever since. 

The house was examined, the guests were • 

detained*. 
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detained, the host and his family com¬ 
mitted to prison, from whence they never 
emerged. Then the fury of the law 
fastened on the town ; the wretched in¬ 
habitants were sent, some to the Gallies, 
and some to the Inquisition, blit no in¬ 
telligence of the stranger was ever pro¬ 
cured; but ever since that night, this 
place has been visited with strange ap¬ 
pearances. Tenant after tenant quitted 
the house; and at length it was desert¬ 
ed, and left to decay, as you see. The 
very last inhabitant told me, that as he 
was sitting one dark evening about the 
close of antumn, it might have been in 

this very room"’-“ Hark ! hark !° said 

Ippolito and his servant to each other at 
ihe same moment. 

A pause, deep and breathless, followed. 
“ Did you hear a noise ?” said Ippolito, 
in a suppressed tone. “ I did. Signor; 

it resembled, methought”-And I see 

a shape/' said Ippolito, springing forward; 

‘'it 
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it glided past the door that moment; 
I saw it with these eyes; I saw its sha¬ 
dow flitting along the gallery.” 

He was rushing out. “ Holy saints!” 
cried the man, clinging round him, 
“ you will not follow it.” " Away, 
dastard !” said Ippolito, snatching a brand 
from the fire to excite a stronger light. 
<{ I shall die if I remain here alone,” said 
the man. “ Then follow me/’ said Ippo- 
lito, who had already reached the stairs, 
lie looked around. All was dark and 
stilly. The flaring and uneven light of 
the brand quivered in strange reflections 
on the walls. As he still looked down 
the gallery, the shadows at the farther 
end seemed to embody themselves, and 
pourtray something like the ill-defined 
outlines of a human shape. He held 
up the light, and it vanished with visible 
motion. Ippolito impetuously pursued. 
The passage terminated at the foot of a 
narrow and spiral staircase. As he as¬ 
cended 
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cended it, the echoes of another step 
were heard distinctly above; and some¬ 
thing like the brush of a vestment, float¬ 
ing between the shattered ballustrade, al¬ 
most extinguished the light. 

Encouraged, not repelled, Ippolito 
sprung upward with greater velocity, and 
soon reached the top of the staircase. 
A figure, strongly visible, but still ob¬ 
scure, now appeared at some distance; 
and, waving to him with shadowy ges¬ 
ture, disappeared to the left without a 
sound. 

At this moment, the last blaze of the 
brand quivered and expired. Ippolito 
stood lapped in uncertainty. A step 
from below approached. It was the ser¬ 
vant, who, binding two of the faggots 
together, advanced with a stronger light. 
“ Come, quickly/' said Ippolito; “ it dis¬ 
appeared here—here to the left.” The 
man followed him, aghast and reluctant ; 
but dreading solitude more than even the 

apparition. 
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apparition they were pursuing, they 
entered a room, the only one to the left. 
The figure he beheld appeared to have 
vanished through the walls. Ippolito 
examined the wainscot and the case¬ 
ments ; the latter commanded a view so 
extensive, that he discovered the room 
was situated in one of the turrets of 
the building. All was silence and deso¬ 
lation still. 

“ By what mysterious agency/' said 
Ippolito, €t does this form hover over 
space, without being confined by it?” 
A sound, like the fall of some ponder¬ 
ous body—a sound that seemed to shake 
the walls, and sink into the depths of the 
earth, roused him from his musing. The 
concussion was so violent, that it flung 
open a low door in the wainscot, which 
had hitherto escaped his notice. 

Ippolito approached it. Within, he 
beheld an apartment, the extent of which 
was lost in shades, that were, for a mo¬ 
ment, 
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mmt, dispersed by a pale blue light tha 
fluttered over them, and then disappear¬ 
ed. 

Ippolit ■>, taking the light from his 
servant, whose countenance spoke the 
very despair of fear, entered the room. 
“ This,” said he, as he waved the light 
above his head, that slowly broke through 
a gloom of frowning and peculiar black¬ 
ness, “ this should be the very seat of 
those marvellous operations. There is a 
depth of shadow, a majesty of night and 
horror here •— here I pause — that wan¬ 
dering shape rested here — here he will 
either return, or appear no more.” “ What 
is that dark mass in that corner?” said 
the servant, who had crept after him. 
Ippolito approached the spot he point¬ 
ed to, and discovered the remains of 
an antique bed. “ Make haste. Signor, 
and quit this apartment, the brand is 
almost extinguished,” said the servant. 
“ You must go down and relight it; I 

shall 
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shall not quit this spot to-night/’ answered 
Ippolito. “ Go down—by myself! bless¬ 
ed Virgin ! no; not for the Pope in per¬ 
son/’ said the man. “ Did you not come 
up by yourself?” " Aye, but. Signor, I 
was coining to you, I heard your steps, and 
thought of you the whole way. But to 
go to an empty room, to feel every step 
I am getting further from you, and at 
length to venture into the very hold and 
haunt of other things than myself! no. 
Signor, not if I were to get a Cardinal’s 
hat for it.” “ We must then remain in 
the dark till morning. I shall on no 
account quit this spot.” Then, Sig¬ 
nor, I shall throw myself at your feet, 
and wrap my head in my cloak; and, 
for the love of grace, speak no more 
till you tell me that morning has dawn¬ 
ed, and that you have seen nothing all 
night.” “ I subscribe to one of the con¬ 
ditions; the other, perhaps, it will not 
be in my power to observe.” 


The 
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The man threw himself at Ippolito’s 
feet, who, glad of an opportunity of 
silent meditation, leant against the wall, 
fixing his eye on the dying flashes of 
the brand, which he had placed in the 
hearth. Its broad glare danced on the 
ceiling, transforming the characters of 
damp and decay into forms as fantastic 
as the lines of magic, and now, shrunk 
into a point, scarce shewed the rude and 
blackened stones on which it was con¬ 
suming. In the veering light, Ippolito 
once thought he saw a form in a re¬ 
mote part of the chamber; but the 
next moment it expired, leaving a thou¬ 
sand imagined shapes to darkness. 

At this moment, the servant, half¬ 
raising himself, whispered, “ Signor, 
I hear a person breathing near me;’ 
“ You hear my respiration probably, 0 
said Ippolito. No, Signor, no; it is 
the breath of one who breathes with 
difficulty, as if he were trying to sup¬ 
press 
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press it—there—there—it passed me 
now—blessed saints, how near ! Signor* 
if I live, I felt the rushing of a garment 
past me that moment.” “ Hush/' said 
Ippolito; “ you will not let me distin¬ 
guish if any one is in motion near us." 
They both paused some time. Not a 
sound was heard. “ I am stifled hold¬ 
ing in my breath/’ said the man. “ You 
may draw it in peace," said Ippolito; 
no one seems inclined to molest us; and 
if there should, against visionary assail¬ 
ants I have innocence, and against cor¬ 
poreal ones, a sword.” 

He spake the latter sentence aloud ; for 
the objects he had witnessed were such 
as human power could easily produce ; 
and he endeavoured to resist his strong 
propensity to search for supernatural 
powers in every object above ordinary 
life. In a short time, the servant forgot 
his fears in sleep ; and Ippolito, exhaust¬ 
ed by recent fatigue, slumbered, as he 

Jeant 
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leant against the wainscot. The visions 
of his sleep were like the spirits whose 
agitation had produced them, wild and 
perturbed. 

He dreamt he was kneeling at the al¬ 
tar of a church, which was illuminated for 
a midnight mass. Around or near him, he 
saw no one either to partake or administer 
the right. At length, a figure advanced 
from the recesses of the altar, and ap¬ 
proached him ; at the same moment, he 
perceived his father and brother kneeling 
beside. A deep stillness spread over him 
as he gazed around; he experienced that 
sensation so common in sleep—the con¬ 
sciousness of some mystery we are un¬ 
able to penetrate; but of which we si¬ 
lently expect the developement. The 
figure distributed the consecrated ele¬ 
ment. His father, on swallowing it, shriek¬ 
ed “ poison/' in a tone of horror, and 
fell back expiring. At that moment, the 
figure, throwing off his monkish weeds, 

discovered 
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discovered the person of the stranger, ar¬ 
rayed in a voluptuous and martial habit. 

He gaze d with a fixed eye of horrid 
triumph, on the contorsions of the dying 
man, bent over him to catch his 
groans; and, as his dim eyes wandered in 
agony, presented himself in every point 
to their view, exclaiming, " Behold/’ 
The vision suddenly changed its scene 
and circumstances—Ippolito found him¬ 
self in a vaulted passage, lit by a few se¬ 
pulchral lamps ; Annibal was beside him, 
and the stranger bearing a torch, and in 
the habit of a funereal mourner, stalked 
before them. 

As Ippolito slowly seemed to recover 
his powers of observation, he perceived 
he was in a part of the castle of Muralto, 
he remembered to have traversed before. 
The stranger, waving them to follow, en¬ 
tered an apartment hung with the insignia 
of death ; he remembered it well—it was 
the last of the chambers that communi¬ 
cated 
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cated with the tower so long shut up. In 
the centre of the room, stood a bier, co¬ 
vered with a pall: the stranger withdrew 
it, and pointed to Annibal and Jppolito, 
the corse of their father beneath. Ippo- 
lito, retailing his natural impetuosity in 
sleep, snatched the torch from the stranger, 
and held it ever the countenance of the 
dead; the y were fixed in a kind of vi¬ 
sionary sleep. As he still gazed, the lips 
began to move; and at length uttered 
some words of extraordinary import, which 
Ippelito vainly tried to recollect when he 
awoke. As he still gazed, the body ex¬ 
tended one hand to him, and another to 
Annibal, seized on both, and drawing them 
under the pall, !apt them in total dark¬ 
ness. He shuddered and awoke. 

The light had long expired; it was suc¬ 
ceeded by moonlight, dimly breaking 
through the discoloured windows, and 
figuring the floor with the rude imagery 
of their casement work. 


He 
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He looked around him to dissipate the 
forms that still flitted before h : s eyes; on 
a part of the floor, where the light 1 ell 
strongly, he observed a dark spot he had 
not beheld before, whose shadows by their 
depth seemed to fall within the floor. He 
approached it, and perceived a chasm of 
which he could not discover the depth. 
He examined it with his sword, and 
found there was a descent by steps with¬ 
in ; he tried to follow them, but found 
their depth extended beyond his utmost 
reach. Here he paused for a moment, 
but his resolution was soon taken to des¬ 
cend and explore it. 

There appeared to be something de¬ 
signed to tempt and to baffle him in the 
circumstances he had witnessed, that tempt¬ 
ed his courage as strongly as his imagina¬ 
tion ; they were circumstances beside, 
such as human power and contrivance 
could easily produce, and such as human 
fortitude could easily cope with. The 
2 jealousy 
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jealousy of imposition operated more 
powerfully on his high-toned mind, than 
even his appetency for the marvellous ; 
and of the latter too, there was a lurking 
impulse that expedited his resolution. 

His servant still slept, and Ippolito 
wished not to disturb him, as he would 
be equally clamorous at either alternative 
of accompanying him into the vault, or 
of remaining in solitude; his sleep would 
probably continue till the morning, and 
at morning he might depart in peace. 
He therefore commended himself to all 
the saints, and began to descend the steps. 
They were winding and irregular. He 
soon lost the faint reflections of moon¬ 
light, and for a few moments advanced in 
total darkness. He paused, for to advance 
in darkness, was to encounter superflu¬ 
ous danger, when a flash of sudden light 
from below played on the dank, black 
walls, and shewed him the rugged steps 
winding downward to a depth it was 

giddy 
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giddy to think of. The paleness and 
flitting disappearance of the light, indi¬ 
cated the distance from which it issued; 
but as Ippolito, encouraged by this dubi¬ 
ous omen, eagerly proceeded, frequent 
flashes of a stronger light convinced him 
it was stationary, and that he was ap¬ 
proaching it. He advanced ; the light in¬ 
creased ; it seemed the faint gleam of a 
lamp struggling with darkness. In a few 
moments he perceived it glimmering at 
a determinate distance, and sending up 
long streams of abrupt light on the upper 
darkness. A few steps more brought him 
to a level; he entered a vaulted passage 
low and black, hoary and chill with 
damps; at the entrance of it a lamp burnt 
feebly. lie disengaged it from the wall 
with difficulty, (it was iron, of coarse and 
ancient structure), and proceeded with 
it slowly, extending his sword before him. 
In the deep blackness of the perspective^ 
no object near or remote could be de¬ 
void ii. n scried 
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scried; the air seemed almost materially 
thick and dark. A dim atmosphere of 
bluish light spread round the edges of 
the flame Ippolito carried, which shivered 
almost to dissolution, though he advanced 
with the most cautious slowness, dreading 
lest its extinction should leave him wan¬ 
dering for ever in darkness, or its motion 
should kindle the foul and pent-up va¬ 
pours to a flame of which the explosion 
would be fatal. As he glided onwards a 
sound, he paused to distinguish, came to 
his ear. He listened—it was a human 
groan ; it was repeated ; it was like the 
expression of mental anguish, more than 
of bodily ; it seemed to issue from an im¬ 
mense distance. Ippolito called aloud in 
accents of encouragement; the sounds 
ceased. As he turned in the direction 
from which they had proceeded, his foot 
struck against something which he stoop¬ 
ed to examine ; it was a rosary and cruci- 

fix 
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fix of wood, they were corroded by damp, 
but their shape was yet distinguishable. 

As he examined it with that disposition 
which desires to look for proof in casual 
things, another light twinkled like a star 
in the passage beyond him, and a figure 
dimly defined, appeared and vanished with 
the swiftness of a shadow. Ippolito with 
alternate cries of menace and intreaty, 
adjured it to pause, or to approach. It 
hovered for a moment on the remote edge 
of darkness, as if doubtful whether to 
obey him or not; but as he hastened for¬ 
ward to urge his importunity, it disap¬ 
peared. Its motion was so evidently hu¬ 
man, that Ippolito felt inspirited with a 
hope of success as he pursued it, till his 
progress was suddenly entangled by 
something that lay on the ground. Im¬ 
patiently he endeavoured to remove it 
with his hand—it was a heap of dusky and 
decayed garments, of which the shape 
was indistinguishable. As he threw it from 
r 2 him 
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him, the clank of a human bone rung 
against the vault. 

lie was now irresistibly checked, and 
holding down his lamp, tried to discover 
whether any memorials of horror were 
near him that might be avoided in his 
progress. Shuddering, he perceived the 
remains of a human skeleton scattered to 
some distance around him; the skull 
had dropped from the garment that was 
entangled round his steps. As he gazed 
around unwilling to linger, and unable to 
depart, the lamp darted a bright and ta¬ 
pering flame upward, and then sinking 
down, quivered as if about to expire. 

For a moment he believed the fluctua¬ 
tion of the light was owing to an influence 
connected with the object before him; 
but on looking upward, he discovered an 
aperture of which his eye could not mea¬ 
sure the height, in the roof of the vault, 
through which the air rushing had almost 
extinguished the lamp. Comparing this 

circumstance 
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circumstance with the spectacle before 
him, he immediately conjectured that the 
unfortunate person had been precipitated 
through the chasm, and dashed piecemeal 
by the fall, as the bones were scattered at 
various distances. 

All thought of further pursuit was for a 
moment repelled; and in the interval, as 
Ippolito was withdrawing his eyes with the 
slowness of fascination from the object 
before him, the other light appeared ap¬ 
proaching from a distance. Through the 
thick vapours of the vault, Ippolito could 
scarcely discover that it was supported by 
any visible hand; but as it approached, 
he perceived it was the stranger who bore 
it ! He had no time to collect his facul¬ 
ties ; the stranger was already beside him. 
They viewed each other for some time 
without speaking a word, while the lights, 
they held reflected to each, the vi¬ 
sage of the other as pale and fixed as that 
of the dead. At length, “ Wherefore are 

you 
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you here ?” said the stranger. Wherefore 
am I here ?” repeated Ippolito. “ Is that a 
question ? What other shelter have you 
left me ? Where can I fly without perse¬ 
cution and danger ? I have been torn 
from life, and from society, from the ob¬ 
jects and occupations that are congenial 
to my age, my spirit, and my fortunes. I 
have been banished the presence and the 
sympathy of my own species ; I' hear no¬ 
thing around me but the hiss of suspicion, 
or the mntterings of hatred. You have 
written a character of horror on my 
brow, that my own menials read and fly 
from. You have poured a poisonous at¬ 
mosphere around me, that blasts and wi- 
hers the feelings of every human being 
that approaches it. In the whirlwind of 
your pestilent progress you have rent me 
from my own soil and station, and flung me 
on a bare and isolated precipice, where 
I stand the sport of every storm, shiver¬ 
ing at my own desolation. You have 

done 
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done this, and dare you ask me why I 
follow you even here ? Why I pursue 
you to the very verge of being, to ask 
you for myself ?” “ You do well/’ said 

the stranger, “ to harbour amid such 
scenes as these, to such your fate is about 
to lead you ; and you are right to habi¬ 
tuate yourself to them; you are in your 
proper abode. Child of despair, I greet you 
well. Do you see these walls ? Such shall 
soon be enclosing you ; what the object 
at your feet is now, such you shall shortly 
be.” “Away with this horrible jargon,” 
cried Ippolito, “ I will be duped by it 
no more. I have grovelled under you, till 
I am weary of suffering and submission. 
These struggles are not of despair, but resist¬ 
ance ; I have fled/not to shun, but to pur¬ 
sue. Mysterious and inscrutable torjnen- 
tor, I have too long been your vassal; 
your power was illusive and imaginary—it 
was borrowed from my v\eakness; my vi¬ 
sionary folly arrayed you in the attri¬ 
butes 
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butcs of imagined terror, but it can strip 
and mock you for its sport. My triumph 
shall have its turn now. I will change in 
a moment the parts my abject folly as¬ 
signed us; you shall fly, and I will become 
the pursuer now. Yes—I wHl haunt 
you as you have haunted me. I will pro¬ 
claim you to the vulgar—to children I will 
proclaim you; your shadowy movements, 
your mysterious dignity shall be the tale 
of beldames. Horror shall be dispelled by 
familiarity, and contempt shall mock at 
the detected imposture. I will pursue 
you with an army of persecution, male¬ 
diction, and ridicule—the horror of the 
Mrtuous, the hatred of the vulgar, the jea¬ 
lous fury of .superstition^ and the awful 
resentment of justice. You shall find 
what it is to drive a soul to despair. I will 
pursue you from place to place; I will 
chase and scatter you over the earth; on 
no part of its surface shall you rest; at no 
depth below it shall you be safe. Human 

power 
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power shall urge you to the limits of this 
world, and the vengeance of religion 
shall pursue you to the next Ha ! ha ! 
what an ideot have I been. Yes! J tis 
a glorious thought—to be revenged of 
you; to dash your sceptre of iron, your 
scourge of scorpions, from your hand, 
and to wield them against you ; to de¬ 
liver myself; to deliver the world ; to 
do a service to heaven. Methinks I 
breathe a new T element. The ground on 
which i tread bears me up since I have 
conceived the thought. The very acti¬ 
vity of motion, the energy of pursuit will 
be congenial to my nature, and a relief to 
my spirits.” 

The stranger listened without resent¬ 
ment, and paused long before he an¬ 
swered. “ Unhappy boy ! you grapple 
with a chain of adamant. You may run 
to its utmost extent, but what will that 
avail you ? 1 hold it in my hand. I 

have measured its length, and numbered 
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every link. If you were capable of rea¬ 
son, would you not perceive that this 
restlessness of mind, this appetite for 
vehement struggle and rapid pursuit, 
is but the oppressive sense of unaccom¬ 
plished destiny. You feel that you have a 
task, of which you imagine inventing an¬ 
other will destroy the remembrance and 
the responsibility. You are approaching 
a precipice with silent but gradual swift¬ 
ness ; and you imagine that short devia¬ 
tions, and momentary sallies, will alter 
the direction, or intercept the fall. Do 
you not already perceive your power of 
resistance diminishing ? Do you not per¬ 
ceive your excursions are shorter, and 
your progress more perceptible. Re¬ 
collect, when to mention this subject, 
was only to excite a torrent of rage and 
malediction. Now you can definitely 
talk of its enormity; and the next step 
will be to consider that enormity as 
modified and palliated, till you contem¬ 
plate 
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plate it with horror no longer. Recollect, 
that when the former thought of it tinged 
your dreams, you would awaken with the 
force of horrible conceit, and practise 
every expedient of childish fear to sleep 
no more that night. You dreamed of it 
to-night, yet no waking consciousness of 
horror broke through your slumbers ; no 
cold dew gathered on your brow; your 
teeth did not gnash, nor your limbs 
heave and quiver; your waking was the 
effect of accident—of an extraordinary 
accident. Recollect (and acknowledge 
the power that reads your heart) that 
your intended persecution of me is 
prompted by an irresistible desire to dis¬ 
cover the motives which prompted my 
suggestion of the action ; the means that 
would have been applied to its accom¬ 
plishment; nay, its very form and cir¬ 
cumstance, all horrible as they are. Such 
is the purpose with which you would 
pursue me; and how absurd to depre¬ 
ss cate 
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cate the contemplation of what it is the 
burning and inward thirst of your soul 
to satiate itself with the knowledge! 
What we desire, from curiosity or fear, 
to contemplate, we will soon be habi¬ 
tuated to; and what we are habituated 
to, soon ceases to be revolting. Thus 
you impose on yourself by the very 
means you take to avoid imposition. 
Your flight from evil is circular, and 
brings you to the very point from which 
you commenced it. The impulse, upon 
whose tide you float so triumphantly, is 
ebbing in its pride, and will bear you 
back to a depth and distance greater 
than even that you have emerged 
from/’ 

“Mother of God!” said Ippolito, “ I 
see I am lost.” He staggered'and gasp¬ 
ed. “ Human force cannot contend with 
this enemy. You are something which 
thought is unable to reach. You blend 
the familiarity of human temptation with 
1 the 


THE FAMILY OF MONTORIO. 3?3 

the dark strength of the fiend. 1 am 
weak and cannot contend ; I am weary, 
and amazed, and all strength h^is failed 
me. Had I the power of an angel in 
my arm or my brain, what would it 
avail ? I stand before him naked and 
helpless as infancy. I think, and he tells 
me my thoughts. I deliberate, and he 
anticipates my resolution. I move, and 
my motions are measured and bounded, 
I fly, and my flight is overtaken and ar¬ 
rested. Night cannot veil, nor the bowels 
of the earth hide me. I look upward, and 
the shadow of his hand is over me. I 
look downward, and I am thrown before 
his feet.” 

He mused in the stupor of horror, and 
muroiured inwardly, “ If the great blow 
to which I am urged, could deliver me 
from this; if it could be struck, and all 
this terrible siege he lays to my soul, 
cease with it—would it not be well ?” 

A ttark 
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A dark smile passed over the stranger’s 
face, £fs the last words were spoken. Ip- 
polito burst into rage again, as he noted 
it. 

“ Devil, I see your triumph. You 
think I am parleying with guilt; you 
think you see the balance held with a 
trembling hand; you hope that despair 
has driven nature from her hold, and 
fixed her black banner in the very centre 
of her works. No; your infernal wis¬ 
dom has deceived you. You are deep 
in the mysteries of iniquity; but your 
knowledge becomes foolishness when it 
has to deal with a human heart. You 
might as well predict the tossings of an 
earthquake as the struggles of a high- 
principled soul goaded to phrensy. I.am 
indeed strongly beset. The enemy has 
had power over me, such as is seldom 
given him over man. These thoughts are 
often with me. My powers are shaken 
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by a thousand impulses to evil. But 
hitherto I think I feel my actual abhor¬ 
rence of guilt is undiminished. I think 
so. If I admit the thought of it more fre¬ 
quently and patiently, ’tis not because 

I am reconciled to it; but because-- 

no matter ; it is better not to think of 
the cause. I am sure I shall be upheld 
—I trust so; yet I am dark and lorn. 
Evil is gathering round me like night, 
night unbroken by a single ray of light. 

I would willingly cleave to nature and 
to my fellow-men. I would call to them 
for comfort; I would lay hold on their 
hands for help; but they reject and ab¬ 
hor me. This is one of the fiend’s 
subtlest devices; this is the very pith 
of his dark power. Yet still I am not 
cast down. I stand, though sore shaken. 
Yet, Oh ! when shall I be able to curse 
him, and bid him depart ?” 

“ There is no need. I am gone; but 
what will that avail you ? The power you 

dread 
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dread and deprerate is within you, where 
its gradual workings shall lead you to 
the very act for whose mention you curse 
and proscribe me. I attest night and 
this vault, the witness of untold things ; 
I attest these mouldering bones, and this 
dagger, on whose blade the gore you 
shed is yet visible—three months shall 
not elapse, till you do the deed, whose 
visioned horrors were disclosed to you 
in the chambers of our secrecy. My 
task is now finished, and my office has 
ceased. When next you behold me it 
shall be in another form, not to predict 
your fate, but to witness it.” 

As he said these words, with the 
solemn sadness of human feeling, he 
slowly retreated. The unhappy young 
man was stung to madness. For a mo¬ 
ment all was mist and cloud around him. 
When he raised his eye again, the stran¬ 
ger was scarce visible in the dark distance. 
With a cry of despair, Ippolito rushed 

after 


THE FAMILY OF MONTORIO. 


377 


after him. In a moment he was at the 
extremity of the passage. Here several 
others branched off, losing themselves in 
the darkness. In none of them could the 
stranger be traced by sight or sound. 
The very light he bore had disappeared. 
It was impossible that, in a few moments, 
he could have traversed passages of such 
length. But Ippolito had long since 
ceased to judge of him by the measure 
of man, and now plunged into the pas¬ 
sage immediately opposite him with the 
blindness of desperation. No object was 
visible, as he glided along, but the hoary 
and frowning arches of the vault; no 
sound was heard but the echoes of his 
steps, half-heard in the thick, damp 
air. 

He had proceeded with a rapidity that 
left him no time to think of the distance 
he had traversed, till he was checked by 
actual weariness, and then perceived, for 
the first time, that of these winding 

passages 
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passages there seemed to be no end. 
His mind was in too tumultuous a state 
to recognise this circumstance, further 
than as it was connected with the length 
or difficulty of the pursuit. He was like 
a man, who, waking from a fearful dream, 
seems still to hold conference with forms 
of fantasy, peoples darkness and vacan¬ 
cy with shadowy crowds; and is scarce 
recalled to the objects of life, by disco¬ 
vering that all around him is solitary and 
silent. It was this deep stillness, this in¬ 
terminable darkness, that first checked 
Ippolito in his pursuit. The stranger, 
his appearance, and his words, seemed 
to him as a vision, a shadowy imagery, 
that floated on the vapours of the vault. 
That he could have disappeared thus 
suddenly and entirely, was a contradic¬ 
tion to his actual presence; and Ip¬ 
polito, almost distrusting his senses, be¬ 
gan slowly to look round him to disco¬ 
ver 
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ver some means of extrication from this 
maze of passages. 

From the moment he looked around 
him with this object, the length and 
darkness of the vault became intolerable. 
He would have been delighted to dis¬ 
cover the slightest change in his pro¬ 
gress ; he would have been delighted to 
observe the walls more rugged and frac¬ 
tured, or the ground more uneven. 

At length, the objects around began 
evidently to assume a different aspect. 
Large masses of stone, rude and dark, 
projected from the walls and roof, as if 
they would crush the passenger. Around 
some of them Ippolito observed dusky 
and stunted weeds were entwined; and 
once he thought a pale reflection wan¬ 
dered through a chasm over his head, 
as if light was stealing on him from the 
world above. Still his progress appear¬ 
ed endless. 


He 
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He now walked on with steady swift¬ 
ness, not admitting the suggestions of 
the hour and place to overshadow his 
mind, or benumb his exertions. Mov¬ 
ing, with the rapidity of one who was 
approaching a definite object, while his eye 
vainly hung on the darkness to discover 
one, sometimes stung with an impulse to 
return, he would pause till the perplexity 
of the passages wildered his brain in the 
effort to retrace them. Thus he passed 
on, dreading to look behind, and scarce¬ 
ly hoping, as he looked onward. In 
this state of mind, he suddenly found 
his progress checked by a wall that ter¬ 
minated the passage. Neither door nor 
window was perceptible in it. He ex¬ 
amined it with his lamp, and at length 
discovered a grating that, almost decay¬ 
ed with rust, ran for a considerable length 
in the wall, parallel to the ground. From 
its form and direction, Ippolito conjec¬ 
tured 
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tured it had been a part of a door, 
that was now inclosed in the wall. 

Here was something like a means of 
escape, though in other circumstances, it 
would rather have resembled an obstruc¬ 
tion ; but Ippolito, with his natural im¬ 
petuosity, believed that nothing could re¬ 
sist his strength, stimulated by danger, 
and already felt himself liberated from 
this dungeon of famine and darkness. As 
he laid down his lamp, for the purpose 
of examining the bars, he perceived 
through them a light so faint and remote, 
that he almost believed it a star. Ashe 
gazed on it, it became more distinct, 
and he at length perceived it was a light 
in motion, though by whom it was borne, 
or through what space, it was impossible 
to discover. As it flung a tremulous and 
misty gleam through the thick air, he 
could see after some time, a flight of steps 
at a vast distance, that wound beyond 
the sight, and of which partial fragments 

appeared 
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appeared through chasms at a still greater, 
feebly tinted with the moving rays of 
the light. And now as it advanced down 
the steps, he could see it was borne by a 
tall, dark figure, who preceded another 
still more obscure, bearing in his arms 
something that was enveloped in white. 
They descended from a vast height at the 
extremity of a vault, over whose extent 
the torch as it approached, threw a tran¬ 
sient flash without exploring it. As the 
vast masses of shadow varied with the 

m 9 

motion of the torch, Ippolito thought he 
could discover objects that resembled the 
fuiyiiture of a place of sepulture scat¬ 
tered around the vault before him; but 
the light was too faint and partial to give 
them distinctness. The figures at the 
other extremity had now descended the 
steps, and entered the vault. One of 
them laid down his burthen for the pur¬ 
pose of adjusting it, and while the other 
held up the torch to assist him, the strong 

light 
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light that fell on his visage, discovered 
the stranger ! The other was in the ha¬ 
bit of a monk. 

He resumed his burthen, and was pro¬ 
ceeding with it when the stranger pro¬ 
ducing a dagger, fastened it in the monk’s 
girdle, pointing with appropriate gesture 
to the object in white, and giving him 
the torch he bore, retired up the steps, 
where Ippolito could see his dark figure 
gliding past the chasms, through which 
they wound, and sometimes bending from 
them, as if to mark the motions of his 
agent below. 

By what means this mysterious being 
was present in every scene of horror, and 
active in every purpose of mischief, (for 
such the present appeared) filled Ippolito 
with new wonder. He seemed to glide 
from place to place, like the very genius of 
evil, with a dark suggestion for every 
mind, and a dagger for every heart. 

The monk proceeded with slow steps 

across 
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across the vault, till he was nearly under 
the grating where Ippolito stood. The 
paleness of guilt and of fear was in his face. 
As he held the torch low, to direct his 
steps over the broken pavement, Ippolito 
could distinguish it was strewed with the 
memorials of the dead. He stopped 
where the ground was recently disturbed, 
and a stone appeared half raised from it; 
and seating himself, while the torch burn¬ 
ed on the ground, withdrew the covering 
from the burthen in his* arms—Ippolito 
discovered a female form, folded in a 
shroud, whose relaxed limbs and pallid 
face resembled those of a corse. The 
monk looked around, though not a sound 
was near, and then unsheathing the dag¬ 
ger, surveyed it wildly. 

Ippolito no longer doubted that the ob¬ 
ject in the shroud was living, though it 
seemed determined she should be so no 
longer. The monk now raising his hand 
tremulously, and half averting his face, 

seemed 
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seemed to wind himself up to the blow. 
Ippolito, in an agony of rage and horror, 
struggled with the barrier between them, 
and uttered a cry so terrible in the con¬ 
flict, that the assassin, dropping the dag¬ 
ger, remained petrified with fear; his fix¬ 
ed and strong eyes not daring to seek the 
direction from whence the sound had is¬ 
sued. 

Ippolito grappled with the iron in a 
phrensy of rage; bar after bar, loosened by 
age, and shaken with supernatural force, 
gave way. The stones in which they were 
fixed yielded along with them, till an aper¬ 
ture was formed, through which Ippolito 
forced himself, and leaping downwarda de¬ 
scent of which he did not feel the depth, 
burst in to the cemetery. The monk, whether 
in the confusion of his fear, or determin¬ 
ed to effect his purpose before Ippolito 
could descend, had struck at the female 
with his dagger, but with a hand so un¬ 
certain, that it scarce rased the skin; he 
vol. ii. s then 
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then fled, bearing with him the torch, 
which however he extinguished in his 
flight, and fled up the stairs, his dark gar¬ 
ments fluttering through the apertures 
above. 

Ippolito supported the lady in his 
arms, he perceived that she breathed. 
The feelings that her beauty might have 
inspired, were repelled by her helpless¬ 
ness and her danger, and Ippolito bent 
over her with solicitude merely fraternal. 
To escape from the cemetery, was the 
first object of safety; but to do this it 
was necessary to wake his companion, and 
procure some information from her; for 
he had no knowledge of the place, or of 
the direction to which the steps might 
lead. All attempt however to wake her 
was in vain. ff This is not the sleep of 
nature,” said Ippolito, “ some pernicious 
means have been employed to reduce her 
to this state.’" He looked around him 
in consternation; the steps at the other 

extremity 
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extremity of the vault, appeared the only 
mode by which he could escape from it; 
the rest were buried in shapeless dark¬ 
ness. The lamp which he had left in the 
place from whence he had descended, 
threw a faint and shadowy light from 
above, which threatened every moment 
to expire- There was no time to ba¬ 
lance means and expedients. He raised 
the lady in his arms, and pursuing the 
direction the monk had taken, began to 
ascend the steps. He looked around in 
vain for direction or assistance ; the steps 
were broken and irregular, and but for 
the dim light that still issued from the 
lamp at the other extremity of the vault, 
had been utterly dark. 

Ippolito knew not whither they led; it 
might be into the very centre of dan¬ 
ger—but no choice of directions was left 
him, no other means of flight from the 
cemetery were visible. As he still as¬ 
cended, wondering at his own safety, he 
s 2 could 
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could distinctly hear the steps of the as¬ 
sassin retreating before him, of which the 
sound was sometimes lost in the echo of 
doors closing, and in the rush of wind 
that accompanied their opening. The 
light that still burned in the vault, was 
now too remote to afford him assistance ; 
he saw it but at intervals, as it twinkled 
through the chasms; but above him, a 
light almost as faint issued through an 
opening. Several steps were yet to be 
surmounted; he collected his declining 
strength, and with one vigorous bound 
reached the summit of them. 

Pausing for breath, he now looked up¬ 
ward; the light issued through a trap-door 
in the roof, which the monk in his flight 
had neglected to close. Part of his habit 
which still clung to it from the struggle 
of his fears in effecting his escape, as¬ 
sisted Ippolito to ascend through it with 
the only arm he had at liberty, the other 
supported his still insensible burthen. 


On 
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On emerging from it, he looked around 
him—he was in a cloistered passage, that 
appeared to belong to some ecclesiastical 
building. Through the windows, dim 
and few, a faint moonlight was poured 
on the checquered floor, the clustering 
pillars, and the pointed arches of the roof. 
Far to the left, Ippolito thought he could 
still distinguish the dark figure of the 
monk as he flitted along, though his 
steps were no longer audible; and still 
further a gleam as of distant lamps, trem¬ 
bled through the obscurity, warning Ip¬ 
polito to shun the direction, where, a? 
there were probably inhabitants, there 
was danger. With only this conjecture 
to direct him, he immediately turned to 
the right. The passage terminated in a 
door, feebly secured ; but as Ippolito 
laid down the lady to force back the 
bolts, he looked behind him with an eye 
of wonder, to mark was there no sound 
of pursuit or of danger following them. 

Exhausted 
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Exhausted as his strength was, he found 
some difficulty in removing the fasten¬ 
ings of the door; it opened on a cover¬ 
ed walk, through whose pillars, that still 
bore the form of cloisters, he beheld a 
garden on which the moonshine flung its 
rich and tremulous flood light. On Ippoli- 
to, panting from the vapours of a dungeon 
and torches, no object could have had 
such sudden power of refreshment and 
renovation, as the beams of the moon, 
and the breezes of night. 

As he supported his companion, he per¬ 
ceived with delight, that the current of the 
air had recalled her spirits; she spoke 
not, but her limbs heaved, and her eyes 
unclosed, though without a ray of intel¬ 
ligence. As he now hastened with her 
through the vaulted walk, he distinguish¬ 
ed all the features of the building to 
which the passages were attached. The 
high tufts of pine, and larch, and cypress 
concealed the lower parts of the fabric; 

but 
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but above them he could see the row of 
small convential windows, with the antic 
carvings of the battlements above ^ at 
their extremity, the great staircase win- 
dow, stained with a thousand colours, that 
gave their rich, romantic tingings to the 
moon-beams, and the trees that waved 
around it ; beyond, features still more 
characteristic of the structure appeared ; 
the niched and figured walls, the angles 
of the buildings surmounted with crosses 
of grey marble, and further still the 
spire of the convent rich with the fantas¬ 
tic profusion of gothic embellishment. 

As he still gazed, though he hastened 
onward, he could see tapers gleaming in 
different parts of the building ; and once 
he thought he beheld a figure passing 
among the shade at the opposite extre¬ 
mity of the garden. The walk which he 
had traversed, by this time, terminated in 
a portico, whose light pillars were con¬ 
nected by trellis-work, and mantled over 

with 


392 


FATAL REVEKGfi; OF,, 


with luxuriant shrubs ; he crossed it, and 
beheld before him an aperture in the 
garden wall, whose fragments lay scat¬ 
tered around, through which he beheld 
the open country in all the magic of 
moonlight. He darted through it with 
an impulse which annihilated weari¬ 
ness and fear, and found himself on a 
rising ground, whose gradual slope, skirt¬ 
ed with tufts of arbutus and magnolia, led 
to the brink of a stream, whose waters re¬ 
flected the turrets of the convent. Ippolito 
hastened to the bank, and depositing his 
unconscious charge beside it, sprinkled 
her with water, and unfolded her vesture 
to the air. 

While she slowly recovered her intel¬ 
ligence and speech, Ippolito gazed on her 
form, lovely even in the semblance cf 
death. Her long, dark hair that fell over 
her face and bosom, like the foliage of the 
cypress over a monumental marble, in¬ 
formed him she was not a religious; yet 

the 
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the building from which he had borne 
her, was evidently a convent. Her first 
emotions on recovery, which were terror 
and surprise, as Ippolito had expected, he 
endeavoured to calm, by the most respect¬ 
ful assurances of safety and protection, de¬ 
livered in a tone so humble and soothing, 
as inspired her with a confidence her 
strange circumstances opposed in vain. 
When at length her perceptions became 
clear, and her language collected, Ippo¬ 
lito supplicated her to inform him by what 
means she had been involved in a situa¬ 
tion so strange, as that from which he had 
rescued her; of which, however, he 
took care to suppress the circumstances 
he judged too terrifying to be repeated 
to her. 

At the mention of the cemetery and 
the convent, the lady shuddered, and, appa¬ 
rently too much agitated to answer his 
inquiries, fell at his feet, and with a tor¬ 
rent of tears, avowed her innocence and 

her 
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her helplessness, and implored him to 
protect her from the horrors prepared 
•for her by the persecutions of mysterious 
enmity, leagued with the oppressions of 
religious cruelty. 

Her appeal was made in a language 
now little understood—the language of 
chivalry; of which no other ever pos¬ 
sessed the power, when addressed by a 
beautiful and helpless woman, to a young 
man, noble and brave. Even at that 
period, this language was much disused; 
and though Ippolito felt its energy in 
every fibre of his heart, yet he could 
easily observe, that the manners and con¬ 
ceptions of the lady were utterly remote 
from those of ordinary life. He raised, 
and assured her, with impressive fervency, 
that while he possessed a weapon or an 
arm to wield it, no power should molest 
her; that he would defend her with the 
zeal of a lover, and protect her with the 
purity of a brother. 

1 


He 
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He then, while he conducted her along 
the bank of the stream, casting around 
his eyes in quest of some means of 
escape, of safety, or concealment, again 
implored her to explain the circum¬ 
stances that had led to his discovering 
her. 

The lady shrunk from the familiarity 
of a conference. Her timidity faltered 
in every accent, and shivered in every 
limb. She scarce accepted the assistance 
necessary to support her steps, and in 
vain endeavoured to raise her eyes to 
his, and discover if they confirmed the 
confidence his words inspired. 

“ I ought to trust you/' said she; 
“ nay, I must trust you; for I am des¬ 
titute and defenceless; but if you are 
indeed a cavalier of honour, as your de¬ 
meanour and voice bespeak, conduct 
me to some matron-relative, some female 
protector; and, till then, pity and for¬ 
give ihe fears of one, timid by nature, 

and 
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and by habit; fears that scarce give me 
breath to thank you for my life/* 

Ippolito was distracted by this appeal, 
which he could neither answer nor re¬ 
sist. “ Lady/' said he, “ I am wretch¬ 
ed to afford you protection so imperfect. 
I am a wanderer myself, and all the safe¬ 
ty I can promise you is borrowed from 
your innocence, and my own courage. 
I am, like yon, a lorn and luckless being, 
without friend to appeal to, or assistance 
to claim.” 

The lady was again in tears as he 
spake; but they seemed excited by a 
cause different from that which her last 
had flowed from. cs It is his voice / 3 said 
she, with impressive emotion ; “ it is his 
very language. Are all men unhappy ? 
or are the brave and noble only perse¬ 
cuted ? Ycu, cavalier, are but the se¬ 
cond I have ever seen, yet your language 
is exactly like his, whom I would I had 
never, never seen.” “ And why, Sig¬ 
nora /' 
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ncra;’’ said Ippolito, “ is he unfortunate ?” 
“ He said so/’ “ What is his name ?” 

He told me never to disclose it, but 
that it was noble. I know but little my¬ 
self of ranks or titles. Are you noble, 
cavalier ?*’ There are few names more 
illustrious in Italy than that of Mon¬ 
torio/' said Ippolito, forgetting his habi¬ 
tual caution in the pride of the moment. 
“ Montorio !” shrieked the lady, in the 
wildest tones of joy: “ Oh, then, I am 
safe. I must be safe with you. He is 
a Montorio too; and, though he is un¬ 
fortunate, he is the bravest, the noblest, 
the loveliest ”—“ What, what is his name 
said Ippolito, eagerly. His name is 
Annibal/’ “ Annibal ! how came he 
here? He was at the castle of Muralto. 
Where is he now ? Wherefore did he 
come, and where has he gone to?” “I 
know not,” said the lady, mournfully; 
“ but he is gone where I never shall see 

him 
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him more. They who separated us will 
never permit us to behold each other 
again. Oh, that I knew where he was. 
I think, I almost think I could fly to 
him.” “Lady, all you utter is mystery; 
but there is, I fear, no time for any thing 
but consulting our safety ; if, indeed, 
there remain enough for that. The 
moon is setting; and I see tapers glid¬ 
ing about at the windows of the con¬ 
vent.” “ And hark, by that chime the 
bell will toll for matins in an hour. 
They chaunt their matins an hour be¬ 
fore sun-rise. I see the vigil-lamp burn¬ 
ing in Mother Monica’s turret. Oh, Sig¬ 
nor, where, or how shall we fly ?” 

To discover this, Ippolito debated, if 
tumultuous anxiety can be called debate, 
in vain. His horse he had left behind him 
at Bellano, to which he knew not even 
the direction. Of the country into which 
he had emerged, after a subterrene pas¬ 
sage. 
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sage, he could not be supposed to know 
any thing; and his companion, though 
a resident in it, was equally ignorant. 
All she could inform him was, that she 
had heard in the convent, Puzzoli 
was at no great distance from it. This, 
though contrary to Ippolito’s topical 
conjectures, gave him, nevertheless, some 
definite object to pursue, .though it sup- 
plied no means of attaining it. 

As they wandered along the bank in 
quest of some track that communicated 
with that they intended to pursue, they 
descried a small boat, that was moored 
in a thick bed of rushes and watery weeds, 
and fluctuated lightly on the tide of the 
stream. “ This is fortunate !” exclaim¬ 
ed Ippolito; “ we shall be safer from dis¬ 
covery on the water, and shall probably 
reach some obscure fishing-hut in the 
windings of the river, where it will be 
easy to procure assistance without sus¬ 
picion or delay.” 


The 
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The lady’s reluctance to venture in a 
bark that had only one oar to navigate 
it, was overcome by her more immediate 
fears; for at that moment a sound was 
heard,. which, she believed, was that of 
pursuit, issuing from the convent. Ip- 
polito, who thought otherwise, concealed 
what he thought, lest the aggravated ter¬ 
rors of his companion should render her 
unable to proceed. They hastened thro’ 
the willows and osiers that hung over the 
bank against which the bark was beating; 
but, as Ippolito was reaching for the oar, 
his companion called to him to observe an 
extraordinary appearance in the trees 
which suddenly seemed to bend to¬ 
wards the river, and then retire again, 
while their branches quivered with a 
strange vibration. Ippolito looked up 
for the confirmation of his fears, and, 
at the same moment, the convent bells 
rung out a quick and terrible peal, and 
its spire and turrets rocked with a motion 
perceptible in the reflection of the water. 

The 
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The lady, screaming with horror, clung 
to Ippolito, who, combining in the mo¬ 
ment, calm reflection with the fullest 
sense of danger, assured her they would 
be safer on the water. 

i\s she yet hesitated in the distraction 
of fear, Ippolito sprung into the boat, 
and, extending his arms, implored her to 
embark while yet the ground supported 
her; but, as she attempted to follow him, 
the stream suddenly receding, flowed 
backward to its source with such rapi¬ 
dity, that Ippolito, when he recovered 
his sight, no longer knew the banks 
between which it was flowing. Around 
him all seemed in motion ; the shrubs, 
the trees, the rocks, gliding past him 
with the undulating swiftness of a fluid; 
while, before him, the tide on which he 
floated, separating from that below it, 
left the bed of the river, black and bare, 
heaving up, as if the waters from be¬ 
neath were rushing upward, with wreath¬ 
ed 
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ed heaps of foam,, that sparkled to the 
meteorous and misty sights with which 
the air was filled. 

Amid the tumultuous sounds of mis¬ 
chief and terror, that now arose on 
every side, he listened with feeling agony 
for the voice of the unfortunate female, 
from w T hom he had been severed; but 
all power of discrimination was lost in 
another agitation of the river, which 
rushed into its former current with a 
velocity that left every known object 
behind it. 

As he was borne along, Ippolito could 
see the turrets of the convent, of which 
he knew not whether the rent and totter¬ 
ing appearance was owing to the vibra¬ 
tion of the air, or to the real injury they 
had sustained; but no vestige of his 
companion remained. The ground on 
which he had stood appeared to be con¬ 
verted into a marsh, in which were only 
seen the up-turned roots of the willows 

and 
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and osiers, nodding where their branches 
had waved a moment before. 

The confusion was now general. Amid 
the concussion of rocks, the crash of 
buildings, and the hollow and tumultuous 
rushing of the earth, Ippolito couldidis- 
tinguish a thousand piercing tones of 
human distress, more terrible than all; 
the objects from which they issued, he 
was spared the sight of; but every mur¬ 
mur of inarticulate terror, was associated 
with the images of social or individual 
calamity in his imagination. He was still 
borne on with irresistible rapidity, till a 
third concussion checked the current 
with a shock so violent, that Ippolito was 
obliged to grasp the stern of the boat for 
safety. The stream moved to and fro with 
uncertain undulation, while a deep mur¬ 
mur trembled beneath its waters, and ed¬ 
dying whirls of a blackish hue boiled upon 
the surface, spirting out globes of foam 
and sand, and bodies from the river s bed, 

then 
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all sunk and subsided. The river resumed 
its natural course and level; and the slen¬ 
der bark glided on in safety between the 
banks where solid and firm-seated sub¬ 
stances had changed their places and forms 
with the levity of the atoms dancing in the 
wind. Ippolito now employing the oar, na¬ 
vigated his boat with all the dexterity in his 
power, but such still was the fluctuation 
of the river, that he found himself unable 
to make either shore; the current still 
bearing the boat onward with a force he 
found it fruitless to contend with. 

In spite of the recent and dreadful 
commotion he had witnessed, Ippolito 
found it impossible to withdraw his feel¬ 
ings from his own situation, so strange 
and forlorn. Of all who contended with 
the terrors of the elements, who had so 
little to fear from danger ? for who had 
so little in life to hope or to pursue as 
he ? The rived earth, and the heaving 
flood had swallowed many a being that 

night. 
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night, whose dying thoughts clung to life 
with the energy of hope, and the ^fondness 
of desire; while they had spared one, who 
would willingly have sheltered his head 
from the dark conflict that beset it, in the 
gloomiest grave their chasms presented. 

The inextinguishable persecution of 
the stranger, the jealous malignity of so¬ 
briety, the gloomy presages of an irresist¬ 
ible fatality, and that mistrust of our own 
power; that sinking of soul which antici¬ 
pates the issue of long and sore temptati¬ 
on, began to settle over his mind, making 
it night within him. He had fled from Na¬ 
ples to avoid the presence of his myste¬ 
rious tempter, he had met him in the so¬ 
litude of deserts : he had pursued him, and 
found him again in circumstances, of 
which no conjecture could furnish an 
explanation; they were separated again; 
but where might he not appear as sud¬ 
denly as in the vaults at Bellano, 
or the cemetery of the convent ? Dis¬ 
tance 
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tance of space, or strangeness of hour, 
were no obstruction to him; he might 
emerge after a subterranean journey, at 
Puzzoli, or appear again at Naples. But 
one expedient presented itself, the same 
which under similar circumstances had 
been suggested to Annibal, that of flying 
to another country. To abide the fixed 
and regular assaults of the stranger, was 
not tolerable even to thought, as its con¬ 
tinuance would not only expose him to 
aggravated suspicion and danger, but 
to the greater mischief of familiarized 
guilt, at which he shuddered, for he had 
already begun to feel its influence. 

The morning now began to pour a 
pale light through mist and fog on the 
landscape, and Ippolito looked back on 
the events of the night, as on the busi¬ 
ness of years. That a few hours only had 
passed since his arrival at Bellano the 
preceding evening; and that into those 
few hours, so many circumstances should 

have 
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have been compressed, almost exceeded 
the belief of reflection. As objects be¬ 
came stronger in the strengthening light, 
he discovered that the ravages of the late 
shock had been partial, and almost con¬ 
fined to that part of the country he had 
quitted ; all around him seemed tranquil 
nd uninjured. At a distance he beheld 
along the banks, the huts of fishermen, 
scarce peering from among the tufts of 
the thick embowering trees, that love a 
watery soil, and here and there the sails 
of their early barks flitting on the distant 
waves, like the pinions of the white fowl 
that skim their surface. 

He now endeavoured to moor his boat 
on the shore opposite to that he had em¬ 
barked from*; and at length, though des¬ 
titute of any skill in the use of the oar, 
succeeded. He debarked near a small 
cluster of huts, where he procured the ne¬ 
cessary information with regard to the 
distance of Puzzoli, from whence he re¬ 
solved 
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solved immediately to return to Naples; 
and there make the necessary arrange¬ 
ments for passing into France. He had 
some faint idea of communicating his pro¬ 
ject to his brother Annibal, who seemed 
like himself, the thrall of a wayward fate; 
but of whose wanderings he knew no¬ 
thing, except that he was no longer at the. 
castle of Muralto. 

While in this hamlet, a horse was 
procured for him with much difficulty. 
His soiled, though splendid dress, and 
his mingled air of grandeur and dis¬ 
traction, excited a curiosity, which he 
was compelled to appease by a plaus¬ 
ible fabrication. As he endeavoured to 
utter this with fluency, a sting of anguish 
and proud shame darted through his whole 
frame: he remembered the stranger’s 
prediction of his gradual immersion into 
vice and falsehood, and cursed the pow T er 
that rendered an habitual violation of 
truth, a part ofhis existence. 

A thousand times in the bold move¬ 
ments 
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ments of an open heart, he was about 
to avow the truth, till he recollected 
that it might be attended with many 
evils, but not one advantage; and that 
in his present progress, it was less ne¬ 
cessary to consult his heart, than his 
safety. He was informed when, to repel 
inquiries, he began to inquire himself, 
that the concussion of the earth the pre¬ 
ceding night, had been felt but partially; 
that the river had undergone some extra¬ 
ordinary fluctuations; but that they were 
in daily terror of some great shock, such as 
those they had lately experienced, usually 
precede; and that they had understood 
Vesuvius had been unusually turbulent 
for some time. “ And these are the 
omens of my return,” said Ippolito, as he 
set out forPuzzoli. 

The day was now advanced, and he pur¬ 
sued his way with the guarded and vigi¬ 
lant firmness of a man who is prepared 
for danger and interruption. lie looked 

vol. ir. t around 
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around with an eye, which habitual fear 
had fixed in sternness, for the form of the 
stranger, or some other portentous shape 
to rush across his path, or glide dimly be¬ 
fore him. His spirits seemed collected 
for their last effort; their energies were 
patient and stern, prepared to resist with¬ 
out violence, or to submit without despe¬ 
ration. Bodily weariness combined with ex¬ 
hausted solicitude, to produce that deep 
and unbreathing stillness of soul, in which 
the acting powers are not extinct, but 
in repose. It was that frame into which 
every mind sinks after violent struggles 
and repeated defeats, and which usual¬ 
ly precedes the last conflict it is able 
to support—it was that frame of which the 
force is indeed great, but the continuance 
doubtful; and the defeat, if there be one, 
total and decisive. It is too simple and 
absolute for variety of expedients, or re¬ 
newal of contest; its impulse is single 
and collected; if it fail, it fails with- 
1 
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out hope, and without effort—it was that 
frame, in which he whose intent was to 
deceive, would be least willing to encoun¬ 
ter his victim. It resists the visions of 
imagination, it questions even the repre¬ 
sentations of the senses; but its glOom 
is a balance for its strength and capacity ; 
it doubts, it resists, but it despairs. 

No object occurred in the way to Puz- 
zoli ,* those that presented themselves on 
his approach to the city, were in unison 
with his mind. It is a magnificent the¬ 
atre of ruins. Antiquity has impressed 
her bold, gigantic charactery on their re¬ 
mains ; she seems to sit among them like 
a sovereign, at whose feet distant ages 
and departed nations pour the tribute of 
their former greatness in their tombs, 
their temples, and their palaces. They 
lie scattered as around her footstool, in 
confused tints and shapeless grandeur. 
The great Domitian-way filled him with 
awe as he entered it; he felt the interests 
t 2 that 
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that agitated him, disappear like the vicis¬ 
situde of the life of an ephemeron, at 
the bare thought of the myriads that had 
trodden that way since its erection, with 
thoughts as tempestuous as his own, who 
had passed away without leaving a trace 
in the history of mankind. 

The temple of Jupiter Serapis, and 
the ruins scattered around it, detained him 
till the heat of the day becoming intense, 
and operating with his sleepless and event¬ 
ful night, of which he had only dozed a 
few moments in the turret-chamber 
at Bellano, he eagerly turned to the 
first inn the street presented, and after a 
slight refreshment, threw himself on the 
bed, and endeavoured to repair his strength 
for future encounters. 

On awaking, he found evening had 
arrived ; and a secret and half unconsci¬ 
ous dread of returning to Naples, induced 
him to determine the remaining for that 
night at Puzzoli. He wished besides to 

discover 
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discover whether the suspicions enter¬ 
tained of him were universal; if there 
was no place where he could appear in 
safety and innocence; whether the po¬ 
lished and enlightened habits of a city, 
might not promise him protection from 
that superstitious malevolence, to which 
he had been exposed in the more remote 
and savage parts of the country. He arose 
therefore, and went out, but with dejec¬ 
tion in his countenance, and distrust in his 
heart. His eyes wandered vacantly over 
the many objects of curiosity and delight 
that encountered them ; but hung with 
supplicating and intense solicitude on 
every human visage that passed him. 

In an Italian city, the great church and 
its avenues are usually the places of 
principal resort. As Ippolitc slowly, and 
with agitation ill-concealed, passed through 
one of those, two persons of ordinary 
appearance followed him at a distance 
he judged suspicious, till he observed 

they 
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they were conversing on indifferent sub¬ 
jects. “ ’Tis true/’ said one of them, 
“ so extraordinary a circumstance has ne¬ 
ver occurred within the walls ofPuzzoli; I 
could not have been persuaded of it, had I 
not witnessed it. It outdoes all the mi¬ 
racles ever performed within the walls of 
church or convent—it is a few steps from 
the confessional, in the principal aisle, 
and just beneath the window which bears 
the blazonry of the Mirolo family.” The 
other assented to the singularity of the 
circumstance, and added, that he con¬ 
cluded no stranger could quitPuzzoli with¬ 
out visiting the great church, and behold¬ 
ing with his own eyes, so remarkable an 
object. 

Ippolito, easily excited by the men¬ 
tion of the marvellous, and glad of the 
relief which an object of curiosity pro¬ 
mised, repaired immediately to the great 
church. The antiquity and vastness of 
this awful structure scarce arrested his 

step 
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step as he entered it; he passed on to 
the principal aisle, and discovered a 
group collected round the spot the per¬ 
son had described. A boding of some 
dread, disastrous thing; some evil unmea¬ 
sured and unexplored, darkly hovered in 
his mind as he approached them. He 
resisted its effects with the feeling of a 
man, who conscious that something ter¬ 
rible is approaching him, and determined 
to meet and encounter it. receives the 
intimation of evil as an appropriate and 
natural presage, and is confirmed, not re- 
pelled by it. 

As he advanced, he observed they were 
gazing in different points of view on an 
inscription iii the wall, of which the cha- 
racters seemed to have been traced in 
blood. The group gave way as he drew 
near; he raised his eyes—the characters 
were large and legible. He beheld with 
horror the very lines which were in¬ 
scribed over the portal of the subterrene 

chamber 
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chamber at Naples, which then surrounded 
with more terrible imagery, he had scarce 
noticed; but of which he nozv recog¬ 
nised every impression with a tenacity 
that appeared to have slumbered in his 
mind till that moment. AH caution, all 
power, of reflection forsook him at once. 
It seemed as if the lines were visible in 
their real character to him alone—to him 
alone it seemed as if they were charactered 
with lightning that seared his eyes. In 
the excess of ungovernable horror, he 
turned around, and fiercely demanded, 
“ Who had done this, by whose means it 
had been placed there ?” The spectators 
stared aghast, till one of much suavity 
of address advanced, and inquired what 
had discomposed him. Ippolito in the 
hoarse and breathless tones of passion, 
repeated the question. <<r That inscrip¬ 
tion/' said the stranger, “ has not been 
lately placed there/’ It must have 
been/’said Ippolito in the wildness of his 

emotions* 
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emotions,, “it is but lately that 1 beheld 
it in another place myself. Every move¬ 
ment around me seems to be conducted 
by witchcraft—how may this have been 
“ Your knowledge of the place where you 
last saw, or imagined you saw it/’ said the 
stranger, gravely, “ may assist you to form 
a probable conjecture on the movements 
that brought it there, without doubt/' 
Half recalled by this speech, yet 
still confused and distracted by this 
unexpected witness of his secrets, Ippo- 
lito made an imperfect apology for his 
vehemence, and added, “ That the sight 
of circumstances so extraordinary had 
disturbed him/ 5 “ They are indeed ex¬ 
traordinary/’ said the stranger. “Are 
you then acquainted with them ?” said 
Ippolito relapsing, and staring wildly at 
him. “ Am I known even here The 
circumstances relating to yonder inscrip¬ 
tion are undoubtedly extraordinary/’ «:iid 
the stranger, “but how far you are in- 
t 5 terested 
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terested in them, 1 cannot presume to 
say.” “ I implore you to relate them/' 
said Ippolito, “ heed not me; or my in¬ 
terruptions ; I am a wild, unhappy be¬ 
ing; I am feverish from fatigue of body 
and mind; heed not what I may say, or 
how I may look as you repeat them. I 
am innocent—in spite of those damning 
characters, I am innocent. The stranger 
half shrinking from his wild, appealing 
glances, proceeded in his account. 

rf This cathedral church. Signor, is of 
high antiquity, and frequently memorials 
of the classic ages, and perhaps of others 
more remote have been found within its 
walls. The inscription before you,” (the 
stranger need not have referred to it, for 
Ippolito was unable to remove his eye 
from ^ itr>)" “ is of such remote antiquity, 
that it is supposed it was originally graven 
on the stone before the building was 
erected, as there is no tradition of its re¬ 
cording any event since that period; it 
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is therefore concluded to have been a 
fragment of ancient stone, accidentally 
employed in the first construction of the 
church. There have been many conjec¬ 
tures on the subject of its meaning, but 
it is unfortunately in a language which 
the literati of Europe are utterly unable 
to recognise. The words you see are 
barbarous, though the characters are 
Greek. The most probable conjecture I 
have yet heard, is founded on the two 
last words, kots, omphets. Ancient au¬ 
thors have acknowledged that these words 
were employed in the Eleusinian myste¬ 
ries ; they have also admitted that they 
were words barbarous and unintelligible 
to those that used them, but were sup¬ 
posed to have some secret reference to the 
mysterious purposes of that institution. 
Is it not probable therefore that the whole 
inscription is the admonitory formula of 
the mysteries of which the words were ad¬ 
mitted to be foreign ; but of which the 

characters 
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characters would in transcription be pro¬ 
bably Greek, as those before us are ? but 
while the learned had their conjectures, 
the superstitious had theirs also. There 
was a tradition connected with these cha¬ 
racters, that whenever the fate of a dis¬ 
tinguished family in Naples was approach¬ 
ing, the wall of the aisle of the great 
church at Puzzoli would weep blood. 
This was repeated from age to age with 
the partial w r onder of imperfect credulity, 
till lately, when a circumstance occurred 
that revived its recollection. 

It was about a month past that a 
stranger, tall and closely muffled in a dark 
habit, arrived in Puzzoli, and immedi¬ 
ately repaired to the great church. It w r as 
the time of vespers : the stranger planted 
himself opposite this inscription. The 
congregation assembled, vespers were per¬ 
formed, the congregation dispersed, the 
stranger stood unmoved !” (The speak¬ 
er, during his narrative, kept his eye in¬ 
tently 
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tently fixed on Ippolito). “It was the 
vigil of St. John the lesser; the service 
and offices were renewed every hour of 
the night, and mass was performed at 
midnight. Numbers of ecclesiastics came 
from other churches to assist, and the 
faithful were passing and repassing at the 
different hours of service the whole night, 
so that probably every inhabitant in Puzzoli 
had successively the opportunity of seeing 
this extraordinary person, who remained 
in one posture, silent and motionless the 
whole night, gazing on the inscription. 
Towards matin service, one of the lay- 
brothers going to extinguish the lamps 
which burned dimly in the dawning light, 
observed as he passed through the aisle,, 
that the stranger had departed; and as he 
proceeded to replace the tapers which 
were nearly extinguished at the shrine 
yonder, he suddenly was heard to give a 
cry of horror, and exclaim, That the 
wall of the aisle was weeping blood ! ^Se¬ 
veral 
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veral monks hastened to the spot. Whe¬ 
ther they confirmed the lay-brother’s -re¬ 
port, I do not presume to say, but it is 
certain, that ever since that period, those 
characters which were before of the co¬ 
lour of the stone, have retained the ap¬ 
pearance of blood. 

“ Such are the circumstances. Signor, 
which you must acknowledge to be suf¬ 
ficiently extraordinary.” “ Pardon me,” 
said Ippolito, with a sudden and unnatu¬ 
ral mildness of tone, “ nothing to me ap¬ 
pears extraordinary.” “ You must then 
be convcrtant with such circumstances,” 
said the stranger. “ Perfectly conver¬ 
sant—oh, there is no telling how familiar 
I am with them!” said Ippolito, with a 
frightful laugh. "You will then gratify 
me by some conjectures on this singular 
subject,” said the stranger. “ It is more 
than conjecture,” said Ippolito, answering 
his own thoughts. “ Have you any idea 
of having seen the extraordinary person¬ 
age 
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age I have described, before/’ continued 
the stranger. Ippolito was silent. “ Can. 
you form a conjecture where he is at pre¬ 
sent/’ pursued the wily stranger. “ He is 
here” answered Ippolito,, in a tone that 
transfixed him. “ Here/’ repeated he, 
trembling, and looking around. “ Yes, 
here/’ replied Ippolito, with eyes still 
fixed on the inscription—“ see him/’ he 
murmured, “ yes, I see him always ; I see 
him now, I hear him ; blindness cannot 
shut him out—I have lost myself, but I 
cannot lose him.” 

The stranger who had at first raised his 
eyes in wonder at Ippolito’s unqualified 
confessions, now examining his counte¬ 
nance, beheld it fixed in the fiery stare 
of madness. Improving this appearance, 
according to his own conceptions, into 
demoniacal possession, he retreated with 
the precipitation of fear, unnoticed by 
the wretched young man, who was utterly 

careless 
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careless of the construction put upon the 
expression of his misery. 

He continued for some time gazing va¬ 
cantly on the wall, and at length sunk 
against it, in helpless stupefaction; but 
it was a stupefaction merely of the senses. 
The operations of his mind were active 
and acute; he counted every drop of the 
tempest that was poured out upon him ; 
as the lightning blazed around him, he 
seemed to dissect its fires with a prism, 
to concentrate its burnings, and measure 
their aggravated fury. 

The prediction which he applied to his 
family, whose peace and honor would be 
for ever blasted by the deed he was tempt¬ 
ed to perform. The appearance of the 
stranger (for he had but one archetype in 
his mind, for all beings of mysterious ap¬ 
pearance and agency) and the obvious, 
though inscrutable connexion between 
the characters on the wall, and those he 
had seen in the vaults of the scene of blood 

at 
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at Naples, rushed on his mind with a force 
condensed and complicated, and for a 
a while swept away all power of resist¬ 
ance. 

He hung over them with his mental 
powers benumbed and impassive. He saw 
them as it were with a mental eye glazed 
and opaque, that can suffer a body to 
touch its very organ without feeling it- 
The intellectual frame, shocked by vio¬ 
lence, had folded up its fine texture, and 
no further assault could compel it to a 
capacity of suffering. Heal and proper 
absence of reason succeeded ; substan¬ 
tial forms faded from before his eyes. He 
thought thepersecuting stranger was again 
beside him forcing into his hands a dagger, 
which he endeavoured to refuse. The 
stranger, with a terrible smile, desisted, 
then retreating a step, held up the dagger, 
and pointing to the bloody drops which 
stifled it, waved it over his head. The dead 
and crusted blood dissolved as he moved 

it' 
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it, and dropt slowly on his face and 
hands; he shuddered in vision, and strug¬ 
gled to wake to free himself from the 
terrible imagery. He awoke and felt it 
still; he started—looked around; his 
hands were bedropt with blood ; he touch- 
it—it was warm, it flowed from his tem¬ 
ples, which as he fell against the wall, 
had been wounded by the pediment of 
a tomb, anfl streamed with blood, un¬ 
felt. He wiped it away without a groan, 
and quitting the church, hasted back to 
his apartment at the inn. 

Here he strode about for some time in 
agony of thought. The persecution that 
hunted him, was aggravated tenfold by 
his personal feelings and character : too 
noble minded for the bare admission of 
a criminal thought, and too impetuous for 
the slightest restraint on his actions or 
movements, he saw himself invested by 
the most noxious characters of a crimi¬ 
nal, and circumscribed in every motion 

by 
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by his inexhaustible pursuer. He had 
contended, and his struggles had only 
wearied himself: he had fled, and his 
flight had been measured and accompa¬ 
nied ; he had endeavoured to retire from 
the conflict in silence, and he had been 
rouzed again to phrensy, by fresh in¬ 
stances of the presence of his impassable 
tormentor. To sit down in sullen des¬ 
pair, was equally hopeless. His pursuer 
was not content wun negative malevo¬ 
lence, he contended with him when he 
resisted, he excited and goaded him, when 
he was passive, he followed him in his 
motions, and he was present with him 
when he was at rest. There is no thousht 
more overwhelming than this ; it disarms 
the soul of every power of resistance, 
yet leaves it nothing to hope from sub¬ 
mission. “ Oh, that he were human !*' 
Ippolito exclaimed, in the bitterness of 
his soul, that he were an assassin, and I 
a lone and naked traveller in the depth of 


a moun- 
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a mountain-forest; that he were an in¬ 
quisitor, and I a prisoner in his grated 
and airless dungeon; that he were an 
earthly tyrant; and I the meanest of his 
slaves who had incensed him, and stood 
before him, surrounded by the ministers 
of torture; then I could measure the 
power I had to contend with, and pre¬ 
pare my own for resistance ; then I could 
know exactly to what they could extend, 
and where they must terminate. I could 
image to myself that point where ex¬ 
hausted cruelty could not compel an¬ 
other groan ; where nature would mock at 
the impotence of power. Oh, that he 
were even of an order of beings above me, 
whose powers could be recognised and 
limited; then I might know how far 
his commission to punish might reach, 
and insult him with its imbecility. De¬ 
finite misery cannot be intolerable to an 
immortal being. Though he pursued me 
with the rage of the dragon, I would yet 

know 
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know that the key of his pit was kept by 
an angel; though his commission were 
to last a thousand years, that thousand 
years would be to me, but as yesterday. 
But how can I contend with an inaccess- 
ible enemy, whose power is undefined, 
and whose duration is unimaginable ? I 
know not yet if he be man or demon. 
His goadings and suggestions drive me 
to phrensy; to resist them is becoming 
impossible, and to obey them, is to devote 
myself to destruction, body and soul.” 

The echo of his loud and agitated 
voice at this moment coming to his ear, 
-he suppressed it; and at the interval, he 
thought he heard voices whispering at 
his door; he stopt, and listened ; for fear 
had made him suspicious of trifles. A 
voice then articulated, “ This must be his 
apartment—that was his voice.” After a 
moment’s pause, another whispered, “ He 
is silent now—did vou mark his words?” 
Several other sentences were uttered in 

suppressed 
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suppressed tones, and he then heard step.^ 
retiring through the passage that led to 
his room. 

He hastened to the window, and saw 
three persons of ordinary habits pass into 
the street. It was a dusky evening in the 
close of autumn ; he could neither distin¬ 
guish their persons nor their faces. He 
was recalled from his conjectures, by the 
voice of his host, who passing near the 
door exclaimed, “ I cannot conceive who 
they are, unless they may be ministers of 
the Inquisition ? St. Iago be my protec¬ 
tor. The sight of them makes me trem¬ 
ble from head to foot.” He then passed 
into a hall adjacent to Ippolito’s room, 
%vhere others were apparently assembled, 
and eagerly repeated his suspicions and| 
his fears to them. 

The whole company were in commo¬ 
tion. The name of the Inquisition operated 
like that of pestilence or the sword 
amongst them. “Alas,* said the host, 

“ what 
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“ what have I done, that they should ho¬ 
nour me with this visit ?” “ Perhaps this 

visit is meant to some of your guests/’ 
said a strange voice, “ do you know who is 
at present under your roof.” “ You are 
the only stranger/’ said the host, “ and 
you. Signor, look too like one of them¬ 
selves, to be in any dread of their visit.” 
“ Are you sure of this?” said the other 
voice, “ Is there no stranger under your 
roof but me?” “ Santo Patrone,” said 
the host, “ sure enough there is a strange 
cavalier in the house; but he has re¬ 
mained in his chamber since he entered 
It, and I had quite forgotten him.” “Has 
he remained alone ?—that appears sus¬ 
picious ; you should observe him.” “ Ob¬ 
serve him ! not for the world; I would 
not take the full of this room of gold; 
and watch a heretic, a criminal of the In-, 
quisition ! How do I know but the very 
sight of him would make me bad as 
himself?” To this wise observation the 

other 
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other assented, apparently with a view of 
aggravating the fears of the simple host, 
which were now extreme and oppressive. 
“ Alas,” said he, “ what an age is this for 
good catholics to keep inns in ! It was 
but lately, an inn-keeper at Celano, as 
innocent as myself, lodged a cavalier, 
from Naples,, a strange man, who, they 
say, never sleeps at night; and of whom 
things are told, that would make the hair of 
a good catholic stand upright.” <f Have 
a care/’ repeated the stranger, “ tha 
the same person be not within your walls 
at this moment.” “Jesu Maria forbid,” 
said the host, crossing himself. “ If he be 
under your roof, you are answerable for 
his appearance,” said the stranger. “ It can¬ 
not be he,” said the host, eagerly, vindi¬ 
cating himself from the imputation, “ for 
these plain reasons—” Here he enumerat¬ 
ed several circumstances relative to Ippoli- 
to’s appearance; every one of which tend¬ 
ed to confirm what he meant to disprove. 
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cc I tell you,” said the stranger, exalting 
his voice, “ he is within these walls. Look 
to him, as you will answer it to the 
most holy Inquisition.” 

For some moments after this terrible 
sentence, the whole company seemed 
stunned into silence. Ippolito, partak¬ 
ing of their sensation, remained listening, 
rather from an incapacity to exclude the 
sound, than any positive effort of at¬ 
tention. 

“ Who was he that came among us?” 
said the host at length, in a voice of fear. 
Every one alike disclaimed any know¬ 
ledge of him. Some withdrew from the 
spot he had just quitted; others looked 
fearfully towards the door. All agreed 
that he had entered unperceived ; that he 
had mingled in the conversation before 
they knew he was present; and that 
he had departed without sound or visible 
motion. 

v 
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They then began to examine the few 
words he had uttered; to compare their 
descriptions of his appearance, and their 
ideas of his real character and purposes, 
till, almost petrified with fear, they scarce 
ventured to raise their eyes to each other’s 
visages, or to trim the lamp, which the 
imagination of each had tinged with vivid 
blue. 

At length, their consultations took a 
Jess abstract turn, and they jointly deter¬ 
mined on the expediency of apprising 
the holy Office of the character of their 
guest. But Ippolito, obeying the im¬ 
pulse of nature and despair, with a bold 
and rapid movement, threw open the 
door between the rooms, and stood a- 
mongst them. The group at this time 
were the host, the females of his family, 
their confessor, the monk of an adja¬ 
cent monastery, and some Campanian 
travellers. 


“ I am 
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“ I am Ippolito di Montorio,” said he, 
with a disarming voice ; c< but I am not 
the monster you dread.” In the energy 
of the preceding moment, he had con¬ 
ceived an appeal of resistless strength and 
eloquence; but his powers of utterance 
failed him. He tried in vain to collect 
the scattered images; they swam darkly 
before him; their force only oppressed 
and stifled him. He stood with extend¬ 
ed arms, and a form whose expression, 
with the female party at least, amply sup¬ 
plied the place of elocution. 

The party, astonished and dismayed, re¬ 
mained silent, stealing, at intervals, a 
glance of doubt and fear at the spot where 
he stood. Their silence chilled and re¬ 
pressed the unhappy Ippolito. With vio¬ 
lence he could have contended, and with 
remonstrance he could have reasoned; 
but what was to be done with hopeless si¬ 
lence ? 

v 2 
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At length, the flush of his first impulse 
utterly fled, and his spirits dispersed and 
weakened, in a faltering voice he ad¬ 
dressed the host, intreating him not to 
accredit the wild and unauthentic suspi¬ 
cions of the vulgar, nor lightly to admit 
charges so terrible against a being, to 
whom no means of purgation were al¬ 
lowed, and against whom no definite proof 
could be urged. 

His ardour augmented by what he mis¬ 
took for the stillness of attention, he 
proceeded to call Heaven to witness his 
innocence. He attested every saint that 
he was a firm believer, and a good ca¬ 
tholic. “ This is indeed,” said he, “ the 
time for me to cleave to God, when all 
his creatures desert and abhor me.” He 
told them his sufferings arose from a dark 
and untold cause, that was locked with* 
ih his own breast; “ But those,” said he, 
who do not solicit confidence, are not 

therefore 
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therefore to be excluded from compas¬ 
sion. ” 

He was proceeding with the increasing 
warmth which our own vindication sel¬ 
dom fails to inspire, when he was checked 
by a deep and universal murmur of de¬ 
testation. Wizard, infidel, and “ Eretico 
damnabile,” w T ere echoed from every mouth. 
“ I implore you,” said Ippolito, struggling 
with emotions that made utterance pain¬ 
ful, “ to retract those horrible words, or 
at least to reflect on them. Be not so 
inconsistent in inhumanity; be not so 
wanton in persecution. Did I possess the 
powers you ascribe to me, would I 
stand here to plead for reputation and 
honour to such a tribunal ? Would I sup¬ 
plicate beings from whom I never ex¬ 
pected to hear a sound myself but in 
supplication ? Would not my resentment 
shiver you to atoms ? Would not my 
sport scatter you to the winds ? Would 
5 I not 
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I not myself mount on their wings, and 
fly to regions where persecution would 
not reach me ?” 

" Stop your ears!” cried the host in 
horror ; “ he is uttering some spell. He 
talks of the winds as familiarly as of a 
horse. Signor, whoever you are, I im¬ 
plore you to quit my house. Only quit 
it before the roof falls on us, and then 
you may mount the first wind you meet, 
and ride to the devil on it too if you 
like, with my best prayers for your speedy 
arrival.” “ Oh \" said Ippolito, descend¬ 
ing, in his distress, to the plainest language; 
"talk not, I conjure you, of driving me 
from your house, I have often afforded 
shelter, but never asked it before. The 
protection of your roof is but little for 
a son of the house of Montorio to beg ; 
but misery is humble. I feel if I am 
driven frem your doors no other will be 
opened to me. It will be the sealing of 
2 my 
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my fate. I shall cease to have strength 
for any further conflict, or spirits for any 
further appeal. Will you be the first to 
raise the outcry of savage pursuit; to* 
blast the victim of imaginary infection ? I 
claim the common privileges of a travel¬ 
ler. I am spent and overworn with weari¬ 
ness. Many days have past since I have sat 
at a domestic board, or stretched myself 
on a quiet bed. My wanderings have been 
restless and incessant.” 

€€ So they may well have been/’ said 
the monk, who thought it time for him 
to interpose: “ Fac, ut illi similes sint 
rotae.” “ Sit via eorum caeca ac peri- 
culosa, angelus autem Domini profliget 
eos.” 

“ Do not/' said Ippolito, with patience 
almost exhausted, “ do not overwhelm 
me with this blind and sottish severity. 
Ye have but one standard to judge of 
criminals by, and ye make it a bed of 
Procrustes, to all alike. Ye have but one 

formula 
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formula of execration, and you fulmi¬ 
nate that without thought or discrimi¬ 
nation. Is there no difference between 
offenders ? Are there no gradations in 
evil ? Is suspicion to operate like con¬ 
viction, and is conviction itself to ex¬ 
clude humanity ? Do you reckon as 
guilty alike, the stubborn villain, from 
whose barred and brazen side your 
shafts rebound as they would from a 
rock, and an erring brother, to whom 
the bare glance of a reproachful eye is 
as iron that enters into his soul ? Do 
you reckon lost alike, him who has gone 
down so deep into the gulph, that to 
follow him would be to sink along with 
him; and him who yet shivers on the 
verge, and who can be pushed from his 
hold by despair ?” 

“ If you repent, and make expiation 
for your enormities/' said the monk; 
“ the church is an indulgent mother, and 

will 
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will absolve you on your confession and 
penitence / 5 

“ And is it then impossible to pro¬ 
cure the privileges of humanity, but at* the 
price of pouring out your whole soul to 
men, who can neither judge of its suffer¬ 
ings, nor heal its breaches ,\ who will dis¬ 
miss you with, the cold, professional look 
of the Levite, but sprinkle neither oil 
nor wine upon you ?r Is it not possible 
that-a man’may retain his integrity, and* 
yet cherish some secret he cannot dis¬ 
close ? Can you not believe him pos¬ 
sessed of resolution to bear up against 
some sore and inward trial, unless he 
forfeits, that resolution by detailing its 
exercise ? Is there no compassion for 
the shame of suffering? Is there no 
garment for the writhing? of a naked and 
wounded mind, to whom the very air 
and light of day are torture, and who 
feels it is exposed, not to compassion, 
but to curiosity ? To complain is, to 
u 5, 


me,. 
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me, hateful and uncongenial; but to 
complain to the incredulous, to the un¬ 
pitying, to those who debate whether 
you are a criminal or a madman, while 
they listen to you—must, must, this be. 
done ? Or, may I not be reckoned a fel¬ 
low-creature ?” 

“ By my holy order,’" said the monk, “ he 
blasphemes the church and her sacraments.” 
Ippolito turned from him indignantly. 
“ You, 5 " said he to the females, “ have 
the habits of women : Oh ! have you not 
the hearts? Judge of me in the gentle¬ 
ness of your natures. I am not what 
cruel and bigotted men have told you. 
I am like yourselves. I differ only from 
others in my sufferings. I am no wizard, 
no sorcerer, no heretic. How can you 
credit such absurdities of one so helpless, 
so supplicating, so persecuted ? I am like 
yourselves.. I have, like you, a dread of 
persecution, a hatred of oppression, a 

reputation 
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reputation to be blasted,, a peace to be 
destroyed, feelings to be .wrought to 
frenzy. Feel these hands I hold out to 
you; they are warm with life and fever¬ 
ish blood. Put your hand on my side. 
Feel my heart; it is beating, it is burst¬ 
ing with agony. I would it were broken, 
this moment.” Overcome by anguish, he 
staggered, he fell backward. A few burn¬ 
ing tears fell from his eyes; but they 
neither gave him relief, nor the power 
of utterance. “ Christo benedetto,” said 
the women, bursting into tears, “ how 
beautiful he is ! Ah ! madre di Dio, what 
a pity !” “ It is no pity,” said the monk, 

Satan can transform himself into an 
angel of light. I have seen him more 
than once myself, in the shape of a white 
pidgeon.” 

Ippolito, swallowing down his tears, 
sprung, with a convulsive impulse, to the 
knees of an old man, who had, hitherto, 

sat 
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sat silent, and whose mild and venerable 
aspect seemed to announce an exemption 
from the resentments of nature. “ Father, 
father,” said he, " your looks promise me 
confidence and compassion. You are al¬ 
ready almost an inmate of that world where 
prejudice and passion are unknown. By 
your white hairs, 1 adjure you, if you have 
a son like me, believe me, acknowledge 
me, commiserate me. I an innocent, I am 
innocent; and to leave that impression 
©n such a heart as yours, would be well 
purchased by the suspicion and abhor¬ 
rence of a thousand such as those around 1 
us.” 

The old man, who had vainly struggled 
to free himself from Ippoliro’s earnest 
hold, at length exclaimed with vehemence, 
* # If I had a son like you, I would pray 
to heaven to make me childless. My 
grey hairs are defiled by the appeal you 
make to them. I have lived three score 
and eight years, and I had thought to 

have 
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have closed my eyes in peace; but the 
sight of you has prevented it. I have 
lived too long, since I have lived to 
see you. I had heard of such wretches 
before. They were old, and withered, and 
miserable, and might almost be forgiven 
for resorting to forbidden sources to seek 
from them what nature and this world 
denied them. But you. Oh! you, so 
young, so beautiful, so exalted,, what 
temptation, what excuse, what plea could 
the destroyer of souls prevail with, to 
make yon seal your ruin, body and soul ? 
Release me; my heart is breaking to see 
you look so. Why have you not the 
visage of a fiend as well as the spirit ? 
I might grow a heretic myself looking at 
you. Let me go; my blood curdles at 
your touch. I said I had lived too long ; 
but I will not think so till I have heard 
of your terminating your horrid exist¬ 
ence in the dungeons of the Inquisi¬ 
tion.” 


The 
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The old man spake with the energy of 
virtuous abhorrence. He shook in every 
limb, and marked himself with the cross 
wherever Ippolito had touched him ; but 
his failing voice bespoke a lingering of 
humanity, which his zeal contended with 
in vain. 

Ippolito retreated from his last appeal. 
The fountain of his heart seemed dried 
up and sealed. The vitals of humanity 
were parched and withered within him. 
He extended his arms, and looked up¬ 
ward. “ Then I am outlawed of nature. 

I am divested of the rights of being. 
Every ear is deaf, and every heart is iron 
to me. Wherever I tread, the sole of 
my foot dries the streams of humanity. 

I have done; but you. Oh, you! may 
you one day know what it is to knock at 
the human heart, and find it shut ! May 
you know what it is to fly from the hell¬ 
hounds of superstition, and hear their 
howl double on you at every winding ! 

May 
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May you feel, with me, the malignity of 
men united with that of demons, to chase 
and scatter you ! and may the shelter to 
which you fly, drive you forth, as you 
have driven me, to despair!” He 
rushed out of the house, and ran 
wildly into the street, reckless of ex¬ 
pected danger, and only seeking to sub¬ 
due the sense of anguish by impetuosity 
of motion. 

“ Heaven be praised ! ” said the monk, 
<{ his smooth words did not seduce us to 
listen to him. He shewed his cloven foot, 
departing, however.” “ I saw no cloven 
foot,” said the host, rather angrily. “ He 
went away, to my mind, just like a ca¬ 
valier in a passion.” “ Just,” said the 
women; “ he did not go away a bit 
like a sorcerer; there was no blue flame 
or earthquake; nor did he carry away 
a stone out of the wall with him.” 
“ How !” said the monk; “ will you 
presume to say he went out of the house 

like 
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like a catholic?” “ To be sure he did,” 
said the host; " and, after all, I shall 
have nothing to tell of to-morrow in the 
town,” “ His presence has infected yon,” 
said the confessor: " will you deny that* 
he was followed by a track, of sulphur* 
in which you might see imps flitting up> 
and down, like motes in a sun-beam.” 
” Holy father, be not incensed,” said the 
wife; “ I do think there is indeed a smell 
of sulphur.” “ I begin, to perceive it 
myself,” added the host. “ Let us pray,” 
said the monk, &c. &c. &e. 

Ippolito traversed' the streets with ra¬ 
pid steps. Evening was not wholly clos¬ 
ed ; but he could perceive that his pre¬ 
sence everywhere anticipated the solitude 
of night. Children fled from their sports, 
as- he passed ; and the few passengers he 
met darted eagerly into another direction. 
The influence of the stranger seemed to 
surround him, like the spell of an enchan¬ 
ter, converting every human being he met 

into 
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into a silent shadow, and making him a 
shadow to them. 

It was then he felt the extent of his 
misery. To be alone on earth; to for¬ 
get the language of man ; to lose the 
vital functions of nature ; to be amerced, 
of his humanity; to find those cords 
of a man,” by which the human race are 
drawn together, relaxed and severed by a 
power that was not death; to feel, like 
the Mexican victims, his heart, the seat 
of life and sensation, taken out, and held 
before his eyes, yet panting; to die 
mentally, yet still feel the burdens and 
sorrows of the flesh. A deep and utter 
desolation shadowed over his soul. He 
loathed life, but knew not how to die. 

He still continued to walk, from mere 
hopelessness of rest or shelter. Night 
arrived. He loitered on without ap¬ 
proaching a door, or addressing an indi¬ 
vidual. The blast scattered his dark hair; 

his 


ibO 


FATAL REVENGE ; OR, 


his feet began to falter—when three per- 
sons, suddenly surrounding him, com¬ 
manded him in the name of the most 
holy Inquisition, to follow them. 

This was expected ; yet he felt thun¬ 
derstruck when it actually arrived. To an 
Italian ear, that name speaks unutterable 
things. It is associated, in their imagina¬ 
tion, with every idea of horror and ruin, 
eternal confinement, undiscovered obli¬ 
vion, solitary and languishing death, and 
all shadowed over with a mist of super¬ 
stitious fear, such as the fancy believes to 
hover round the cave of an enchanter, and 
which is suggested by the peculiar mys¬ 
teriousness of the proceedings of that tri¬ 
bunal. 

Ippolito looked wildly on the men, and 
half-drew his sword; but, after a moment’s 
conflict, folded his arms, and followed 
them. At this period, the Inquisition was 
not so fully organized in its several de¬ 
partments 
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partments and motions, as it has since 
been. Its principal seats were then Rome 
and Naples. In the other cities it only 
maintained agents, who, with the help of 
the secular arm, observed, apprehended, 
and dispatched their several offenders to 
the principal seats of-the office. The pre¬ 
sent agent at Puzzoli, was a Signor Gi- 
berto Angellini, a man of intelligence and 
humanity. 

There was no regular prison in the 
town ; but the number of suspected per¬ 
sons had lately increased so much, that 
they had been compelled to repair and 
fortify an ancient structure, that had form¬ 
erly been a Roman fort, and which stood 
on a mole on the western shore, whose 
waves beat against its hoary bastions, mur¬ 
muring sounds of woe to the sufferers 
within 

Thither Ippolito was conducted. At 
another hour his mind would have thrill¬ 
ed 
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ed and dilated with awe, as the dark fea¬ 
tures of his prison emerged to his view, 
in the windings of his long approach to it. 
The rude, gigantic portal, of a form elder 
than what was called ancient centuries back m r 
the long perspective of arched passages, 
over which the torches of his conductors 
threw a flaring and shadowy light, fringing 
with deep red the tufts of weed and dusky 
grass, that wound through their clifts; and 
shewing the bold irregular shapings and 
fractures of their unhewn walls; while 
often, as he passed among them, he caught 
bright glimpses of the distant sea, quiver¬ 
ing in the moonshine; or of the sky, whose 
deep, clear blue was strongly marked by 
the black indentures of the walls, whose 
edges it spangled with stars, finer than 
points of dew—the dark habits, the glid¬ 
ing steps, and the muffled visages of his 
guard, giving almost a visionary solemnity 
to their progress. 


They 
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They arrived at length at a larger and 
more regular apartment of the building. 
Ippolito observed, in its dark extent; grat¬ 
ed windows, and arched doors, that bore 
proofs of modern repair. His guard here 
bowing profoundly, resigned him to a 
person of solemn appearance, who ad¬ 
vanced from the opposite extremity of the 
hall, and silently lighting a torch at a 
lamp suspended from an iron chain in 
the roof, beckoned to Ippolito to fol¬ 
low him. 

They began to ascend a flight of stone 
steps. The cold wind, issuing from a thou¬ 
sand crevices, chilled Ippolito; yet he 
saw neither door nor window. The ascent 
seemed endless. His conductor glided on 
in unbreathing silence. Ippolito stopped. 
The man stopped also, by way of inquir¬ 
ing, without words, the reason of his de¬ 
lay. “ 1 listen/' said Ippolito, “ for the 
relief of some sound beside the echo of 
my own steps.” The man paused for a 

few 
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few moments, as if to convince him no 
such relief was to be expected, and then 
glided on as before. They now reached 
an arched passage, where guards, fully 
accoutered, stalked backwards and for¬ 
wards, in silence also. They bowed to 
the person who conducted Ippolito, but 
at him did not even direct a casual glance. 
The sullen habits of their office seemed 
to have extinguished all human feeling, 
even curiosity, the last that might be sup¬ 
posed to linger within the walls of an In¬ 
quisition. 

His conductor now led Ippolito through 
a dark, narrow chamber, to another, more 
spacious, but equally gloomy; and light¬ 
ing a lamp attached to the wall, and 
pointing to a pallet scarcely distinguish¬ 
able in a distant recess, silently disappear¬ 
ed. Ippolito threw himself on it, and, 
reflecting that the influence of the stron¬ 
ger was'excluded here, sunk into sleep. 

He 
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He was three days in confinement be¬ 
fore he was summoned to attend the In¬ 
quisition. During that period, the soli¬ 
tude and silence of his prison ; the noise¬ 
less step and mute visage of his guard; 
the few and monotonous sounds that reach¬ 
ed him from without; the toll of the bell ; 
the chimes of the night; the whispered 
watch-word of the guard ; and the hoarse 
dashing of the sea at the foot of his tower— 
had tranquillized his mind, and poured 
into it a still and patient melancholy, 
not destitute of vigour, but utterly distinct 
from sternness. 

On the third day, he was conducted to 
Signor Angellini’s presence. Through 
the passages he traversed, he perceived 
day-light gradually diminishing, from the 
thickness of the walls, and the narrowness 
of the grated apertures. It was almost 
twilight, when they reached a low door. 
One of the guard touched it with a staff 
he held, and it opened. Ippolito was 

led 
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led into a room hung with black, and 
lighted by a lamp. The inquisitor and 
his secretary were seated at a table at the 
upper end. The guard withdrew. There 
was little of the grim formality of an 
inquisitorial examination observed, save 
that Ippolito was seated opposite the 
agent, the prisoners of that tribunal not 
being permitted to stand during the exa¬ 
mination. 

When the inquisitor raised his eyes, 
he seemed involuntarily struck with Ip- 
polito’s form and expression: and survey¬ 
ed his wild and woe-tinted countenance 
with a feeling, Ippolito thought proscrib¬ 
ed within those walls. “ Be so good, 
cavalier,” said he, " as to inform me 
whether you bear the name of Monto- 
rio ?” “ I did not know,” said Ippolito, 

“ that it was part of the business of this 
office to inquire the name.” “ In this 
case it is necessary,” observed the inqui¬ 
sitor, “ as part of the depositions laid 

before 
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before us refer to the actions of a person 
named Montorio, and part state, that you 
are that person; this point, therefore, 
requires the first consideration” 

Ippolito had heard much of the subtlety 
of the proceedings of this tribunal. He 
determined to make no concessions he 
could avoid, and to give no information 
he could with-hold. If your informa¬ 
tion be accurate/’ said he, “ you need not 
inquire my name ; if it be not, it becomes 
you to seek from a more authentic source. 
I shall not disclose my name.” I must 
then proceed as if you had,” said the in¬ 
quisitor ; u that is the rule of our office 
in such cases; but I must observe, few 
are thus anxious to conceal a name they 
have done nothing to dishonour.” To 
dishonour it,” said Ippolito, with dignity, 
u would be to avow it in such a cause ; to 
prostitute it to the refutation of absurd 
and malevolent charges.” “ You are 
then acquainted with the nature of the 
VOL. n. x charges 
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charges urged against you?” said the in¬ 
quisitor, with surprise. “ How is it pos¬ 
sible I should be ignorant of them ?” said 
Ippolito; cs they assail me from every 
mouth, at every step. The solitude of 
deserts, and the sanctity of churches pro¬ 
tect me in vain. They pursue me in 
society; they haunt me alone; they 
have poisoned my existence; they have 
subverted my peace, almost my reason.” 

If you were conscious of innocence,” 
said the inquisitor, " why did you not 
apply to the church, or the secular power. 
No unoffending person can be thus per¬ 
secuted with impunity in a civilized coun¬ 
try.” 

Ippolito gnawed his lip, and was silent. 
He perceived that the stranger, with the 
malignity and art of a demon, had snared 
him in his favourite pursuit; that he had 
involved him in guilt, which to conceal, 
was no longer possible, and to avow, in 
such a country, was fatal. 


“ Were 
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" Were you ever in Puzzoli before 
said the inquisitor. “ Never/' “ Did you 
witness any remarkable object on your ar¬ 
rival there ?” Ippolito hesitated. The ques¬ 
tion was repeated. “ I saw an extraordi¬ 
nary inscription in the aisle of the great 
church.” “ What was the reason of the 
emotions you betrayed on beholding it ?” 
“ The emotion of surprise was too na¬ 
tural and general to require an individual 
to assign reasons for it; many others ex¬ 
pressed the same, whom I do not see 
here.” cc You were observed to use some 
remarkable words/' “ Were my words then 
noted by casual observers ?” said Ippolito, 
shocked and overwhelmed at this discovery, 
“ Those around you were not casual ob¬ 
servers,” said Angellini; “ your motions 
and your expressions have, from the mo¬ 
ment of your quitting Naples to the pre¬ 
sent, and for some preceding time, been 
in the possession of the holy Office." 

At this terrible intimation, Ippolito sunk 
back in his seat, and hid his face with his 
x 2 hands* 
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hands. He felt like a man, who, believing 
lie has eluded the pursuit of an assassin, 
traverses a long and dreary path with 
hope, and just as he approaches its ter¬ 
mination, perceives that his pursuer has 
only sported with his destruction ; that 
he has followed him step by step, and is 
prepared to spring on him as he reaches 
the last. The inquisitor seemed slightly 
affected by his appearance, but renewed 
the examination. 

“ Had you,” said he, “ ever beheld 
that inscription before ?” Ippolito, with¬ 
in whom all power or impulse of re¬ 
sistance began to fail, admitted he had. 
u When, and under what circumstances ?” 
said the inquisitor. Ippolito hesitated, 
but was too dispirited to construct an an¬ 
swer. till the question was repeated with 
solemnity, “ Ask your informer that,*’ 
he replied, “ and his answers will betray 
another victim to the holy Office; his 
confession will unfold a horrible tale/’ 

“ He 
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u He has already unfolded it/’ said the 
inquisitor. What—is it possible that 

he has surrendered himself to the judg¬ 
ments of the church ? Has he disclosed the 
mystery of his iniquity ? Is it possible 
that a vindication awaits me ?” “ Of 

whom do you speak ?” said the inquisitor, 
“ there appears some mistake here.” “ Of 
whom!” said Ippolito with vehemence, 
“ of the evil one that haunts and troubles 
me; of him who has blasted my exist¬ 
ence, who has denied my conscience with 
horrid thoughts, who has hunted me from 
society, and chased me into the talons 
of the inquisition.” “ You speak then of 
one I am a stranger to,’ 5 said the inquisi¬ 
tor, <f my informer was an individual 
of unquestionable innocence.” “ It is im¬ 
possible,” said Ippolito, “ he could not 
have obtained his information if he were; 
none but agents were witnesses of the 
transaction.” “ Have a care,” said the 
inquisitor. “ If it be impossible that a 

witness 
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witness could be innocent, what are we 
to think of you ?” “ You confound, you 

overwhelm me/’ said Ippolito, is this 
an examination ? I say, whatever guilt is 
supposed to be attached tome, the person 
who informed you of it, must partake; 
for where I was an agent, he was the 
same; if he is innocent, I must be inno¬ 
cent also/ 5 “ You accuse me unjustly,” 
said Angellini, “ I extort no concessions, 
I equivocate myself into no unhappy 
man's confidence ; I desire to abide by 
the plain and direct meaning of your 
words. And to convince you of the can¬ 
dour of my proceedings, I give you to 
understand* that the charges exhibited 
against you are of so important a nature, 
that nothing but the most irrefragable 
documents should substantiate or re¬ 
fute them; I have therefore compelled 
the personal attendance of the principal 
witnesses, who are not yet arrived. This 
I inform you of, lest you should be ter¬ 
rified 
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rifled into a confession on the usual ap¬ 
prehension instilled by inquisitors; that 
they are already in possession of every 
thing which confession can inform them 
of. You have now time to arrange 
your thoughts, and prepare your defence. 

I only wished by this private inquiry to 
discover if you had any wish to be spared 
the shame of involuntary confession, and 
being confronted with positive testimo¬ 
ny. You may l’etire; I lament your ap¬ 
parent obstinacy. I warn you—you have 
to do with a tribunal with whom the he¬ 
roics of affected defiance will avail just 
as little, as the sullen retreat of an univer¬ 
sal and positive negation.” 

Touched by this open address, and 
wrung by the thought, that the only senti¬ 
ment even the generous seemed to have for 
him, was a doubtful compassion ; Ippolito 
would have paused, and appealed—but 
it was too late; the guard, on a signal 
unperceived but by themselves, advanced 

to 
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to reconduct him to his apartment, and 
the inquisitor and his secretary silently 
vanished in the obscurity of the chamber. 

He was led back to his solitary tower, 
where he had abundant leisure for the 
preparation the inqusitor had recom¬ 
mended to him ; but he had now no reso¬ 
lution for it. His mind was weary with 
misery ; his powers weakened by conti¬ 
nued sufferance, were now relaxed to that 
frame, which, out ofgreat events and am¬ 
ple ranges of view, selects only the re¬ 
cent and proximate points, and dwells 
on them with minute partiality. Of his 
various and eventful life he only remem¬ 
bered and revolved his conference with 
the inquisitor. But by what means the 
stranger could reveal the transactions at 
Naples without acknowledging himself as a 
principal, or any other person could obtain 
a knowledge of them, he conjectured in 
vain. Yet even this state of uneasy de¬ 
bility and helpless fear was not utterly 

without 
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without relief. The varying colours of 
the sky, and aspects of the ocean., the wild 
scenery of rocks and ruins, that indented 
the bold curvings of the shore, and the 
endless varieties their shapes and hues 
underwent from the transitions of morn 
to noon, of evening to moon-light, with 
imperceptible gradations, too soft for the 
quaintest pencil, or most curious eye to 
follow; all these were with him in his 
prison. The influence of the stranger 
could not change the eternal forms of 
nature, nor prevent their gleaming through 
the high-grated window of his tower. Ate 
intervals, he even perused the fragments 
of Cyprian's strange story, which had 
been spared in the search he underwent 
on his entrance into the Inquisition. 

As long as the faintest ray of light trem¬ 
bled over the water or the shore, Ippo- 
lito lingered at his casement, studiously 
confining his thoughts to external ob¬ 
jects, pleased even to observe the distant 
x 5 tokens 
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tokens of involuntary sympathy, that 
were paid to his situation, or its imagined 
tenant. To observe the fishermen paus¬ 
ing on their oars, as they glided round 
the vast projecting buttresses that prop¬ 
ped the rock on which his tower was 
perched, and shake their heads, as they 
threw a scarce perceptible glance at its 
steep and impassable height. When the 
guard silently lit his nightly lamp, Ippo- 
]ito producing his manuscripts, would 
pore over them with unrelaxed attention; 
not to procure pleasure, but to exclude 
pain. 

Yet some of these excited his sympathy, 
exhausted as it was with personal claims. 
They marked out regular periods of life as 
well as passion, and therefore conciliated 
a degree of substantial sympathy and vi¬ 
vid belief, not always accorded or sought 
in such performances. 

In the fragments he now perused, the 
writer seemed to have exhausted every 

drop 
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drop of the bitterest draught ever held to 
the. pale lip of human affliction—disap¬ 
pointed passion. She seemed to delight 
herself with imaging the last distress 
that could be now inflicted or with-held, 
—that of separation from the object she 
had loved in vain. Whether this separa¬ 
tion was voluntary or compulsive, ima¬ 
ginary or real, could not be discovered 
from the lines themselves; but to Ippo- 
lito, they seemed like the struggles of 
weak resolution, (such as might be sup¬ 
posed to linger in the breast of a vestal 
crazed with love,) torturing itself with 
more last looks at an object it could not 
accomplish, and could not renounce. The 
first of these fragments appeared an at¬ 
tempt to blend the warmth of passion 
with that of devotion. Yet the passion 
was neither sanctified, nor the devotion 
softened by the union. 
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I. 

’Tispast! my anguish’d heart proclaims 
The mortal conflict o’er ; 

This silence speaks what words can’t tell; 
We part to meet no more. 


II. 

Do not, I pray thee, shed one tear, 

Let no sigh reach my cheek, 

Or my o’er-labour’d sense will fail, 

My o’er-fraught heart will brea'k. 

III. 

I’ve wound my fainting courage high, 

And struggled hard for breath; 

Oh, let me bear away this smile, 

To deck the face of death. 

IV. 

Is it not near, the blessed hour, 

When, fleshly suffering o’er, 

We’ll glow with spirits’ sinless loves ; 

We’ll meet to part no more. 

But who can tell the last farewell of 
passion ? It appeared impossible to tear 

her 
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her from this subject. Her mind seem¬ 
ed fixed on a point from which the ob¬ 
ject never lessened to her view. The 
next denoted a state of mind strange and 
rare. It was that in which all the cor¬ 
poreal par$s of love have evaporated, and 
only the spirit lingers behind, to mourn 
over the remains, in which the decay of 
passion is lamented, not as a cessation, 
but a source of woe. In which the to¬ 
tal decline of feelings, which have already 
begun to wax cold and hopeless, is anti¬ 
cipated, in which the loosing of the 
silver cord, and the breaking of the gold¬ 
en bowl/' is expected with an anguish, 
which the loss of acknowledged calamity 
can scarcely be believed to inspire, ex¬ 
cept in the visionary mind of love. 


I, 

Good night, good night, my journey ends. 
The night-shades are dosing fast; 

But one faint ray prolongs the light, 

Nor long shall that faint ray last. 


Still, 
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II. 

Still, still while it gleams, must my steps pursue, 
Still rove by that witching ray ; 

But not long shall I follow the false path it points. 
But not long shall the wanderer stray. 

nr. 

Light the landscape no more, thou fairy beam; 

But fade in the face of the west; 

.And let all be cold as the bed of my home,. 

And dark as the night of my rest.. 

IV. 

For when mine eye view’s thy meteor sheeny 
The way’s long toil seems won, 

And hope’s quick pulse wakes my withered heart,,- 
And my failing steps urge on. 


V. 

Thou unnamed one, on whom while I.gaze, 

Mine eyes swim in dews of delight; 

'Tis thou art my lone way’s setting star, 

In solitude and night. 

VI. 

But thou whose eye lit my early hope, 

Come, witness its last gleam o’er; 

Come, 
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Come, catch the least, weak, struggling sigh 
Of the heart that can love no more. 

VII. 

For I raise my eyes to that madding form, 

That once made their senses fail; 

And I twine my languid arm in thine, 

And unchang’d is my cheek so pale. 

VIII. 

And that soften’d tone, to which rapture danced. 
Its nameless spell is o'er ; 

And that eye, to whose beam the day was pale, 
Darts fire and madness no more. 

IX. 

It is not that thou art less lovely, love. 

Or less bright thy noon-tide high ; 

The sense still might bask in thy sunny cheek, 

The soul still be lit by thine eye. 


X. 

But I am cold, and a deathly chill 
0\r each frozen feeling creeps; 
And, cold, the flow of the fervid fails, 
And, hush’d, the loudest sleeps. 


The 
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XI. 

The master-hand wakes their song no more* 
And their sound of accord is low ; 

And my wearied pulse is dead to pain. 

And my fevered heart beats slow. 

XII. 

Then wonder not that my sighs are still’d, 
And the cold tear congeals in mine eye y 

'Tis nature fails when passion fades; 

And love only with life can die. 

XIII. 

For I have lived till each lost hour 
Has floated down passion’s stream, 

And loved till Heaven’s immortal light- 
Was quenched in thy brighter beam, 

XIV. 

My time, my health, my mind, my peaces 
Were tribute to its sway ; 

And when each humbler offering fail’d, 

I pined my life away. 

XV. 

Then wonder not, my heart’s lost hope. 
At its scanted homage weak; 


But 
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But read the cause in my sunken eye, 

In my wan and woe-stained cheek. 

XVI. 

But shouldst thou approach the solemn bed, 

Where tluttering life is stay’d, 

To pour its last look on thy form. 

Or for thy peace to plead ; 

XVII. 

May I not at that hour, when anger is dumb, 

My heart’s deep wound unfold ; 

Oh, may it not fall from my dying lip, 

That tale of horror untold. 

XVIII. 

Oh no, for ere then will the fine nerve be broke, 

That should raise my closing eye ; 

And all that would prompt my trembling tongue, 
Shall be hushed as its last, low sigh. 

But the tranquillity promised by the 
farewell to passion, was mere temporiz¬ 
ing. She still lingered over the remem- 
brance, and endeavoured to describe the 
desolation of life after its spring and hope 

are 


47 4 


FATAL REVENGE! OR 


are extinguished for ever. Compared 
to her former feelings, those she was 
now possessed with appeared like those 
of a departed spirit, hovering over the de¬ 
serted abode and memory of its human 
agency. Her love darted a spent and 
feeble ray through mist- and vapour. Its 
direction was unaltered, but its lustre 
gone. 


I. 

There was a ray that lit my life. 

It has sunk in the west so pale ; 

And once ere mine eyes that sight might see, 
I hoped their sense might fail. 


II. 

There was a path of pleasantness. 

In which I was spelled to stray; 

I would I had died ere I lost that path, 
Though wild and lorn my way. 

III. 

There was a voice which did discourse 
Sweet music to mine ear; 


And 
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And (oh that I live to hear mine own) 
That voice I no more must hear. 

IV. 

The ray that lit my life is sunk, 

The voice is stopped with sand ; 

And o’er that path forbid, high Heaven 
Doth wave a flaming brand. 


V. 

And I must wend my way alone, 

Despair’s last curse to prove ; 

To pine o’er passion’s vanished dream ; 

To live, yet not to love. 

But these pursuits soon failed to diver¬ 
sify the monotony of confinement. The 
repose of solitude soon degenerated into 
apathy—listless, depressing apathy. He 
began to remit the habits of watching at 
the window fqr objects; of taking the ex¬ 
ercise the limits of his apartment allowed; 
of making those petty provisions against 
utter vacancy, that every one makes on 
the first apprehensions of it; but which 

gradually 
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gradually decline as its influence in¬ 
creases. 

Dreading the total enervation of mind 
and body, which the progress of this ha¬ 
bit menaced, he almost welcomed his se¬ 
cond summons to attend the inquisitor. 
There are few who could imagine such a 
message would communicate joy ; but 
Ippolito longed for the sound of a human 
voice ; for the excitement which human 
conference supplies. He longed to try 
the powers of his mind, and the organs 
of speech, to the exercise of which confine¬ 
ment had made him almost a stranger. The 
shadows, that silently presented him food 
and light at stated hours, had nothing of 
human but the shape. 

He was again conducted in utter silence 
to the same apartment, from which he 
again found the light of day excluded at 
noon, and supplied by torches which shed 
their smouldering and funereal light on 
darker hangings, and sterner visages than 

he 
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he had seen on the former examination. 

The depositions which Angellini had 
collected, had appeared to him so mo¬ 
mentous and extraordinary, that he had 
applied for assistants from the holy Of¬ 
fice at Naples, which were granted to 
enable him to make a more full and de¬ 
liberate report of the charges against his 
prisoner, before he was referred to the su¬ 
preme cognizance of the tribunal in that 
city. There was more of form on this occa¬ 
sion than the preceding; and more of 
that appalling preparation, that dark 
pomp of mystery and fear. Quaint ha¬ 
bits, mute assistants, silent signals, and 
whispered consultations, by which the 
office obtain an influence over the firmest 
minds, utterly distinct from the sense of 
the awe of their authority, or the upright¬ 
ness and ability of their proceedings. 

The examination, which lasted six hours, 
consisted entirely of questions drawn from 
the various depositions made before the 
5 inquisitors. 
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inquisitors, relative to Ippolito's sup¬ 
posed character and movements both be¬ 
fore and after he quitted Naples. Ip- 
polito collecting the utmost energy of 
his mind, and inwardly not displeased at 
the trial of it to which he was summoned* 
at first objected in a moderate, but ear¬ 
nest manner to the process of the exam¬ 
ination. He demanded the names of his 
accusers. He was informed it was totally 
contrary to the practices of the institu¬ 
tion, to declare them. He then demand¬ 
ed a copy of the accusations, and time to 
prepare a refutation of them. He was 
told with this also it was impossible to 
comply ; that if the charges urged against 
him were groundless, no length of deli¬ 
beration was requisite for him to disclaim 
them; and if they were just, the less eva¬ 
sion and delay in admitting them the bet¬ 
ter; so that in either case, a categorical 
affirmative or negative was all that was 
expected from him. This was the sen¬ 
tence 
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tence of the Neapolitan assessors; but 
on the representation of Angellini, they 
consented to let the depositions relative 
to which he was examined, be read to him 
before they proceeded. 

Ippolito listened to them with a solici¬ 
tude, (which even his dangerous and 
disastrous situation could not repress) 
to learn the various opinions and conjec¬ 
tures excited by conduct so extraordi¬ 
nary as his had been. Nor could he even 
resist the visionary vanity that inflated 
him, while he heard himself mentioned as 
a being whose character and purposes 
were only to be known by fearful conjec¬ 
ture ; who moved before the eyes of men 
in a cloud of mystery, through which they 
only caught passing glimpses of a form 
and movements more than human. The 
information laid before the holy Office 
of his conduct while in Naples, appeared 
to be the testimony of men who had 
watched it with wonder and suspicion; 

but* 
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but without sacrificing either their judg¬ 
ment or their senses. They stated gene¬ 
rally, that he had been observed to wan¬ 
der out at night unattended, frequently 
with gestures of gloomy distraction; to 
proceed to a certain spot, where he was 
met by a person of extraordinary appear¬ 
ance; that almost immediately on each 
meeting, they both disappeared; nor 
could the minutest search discover a trace 
of their persons, or their direction from 
that moment. To this extraordinary circling 
stance they added no fantastic comment, 
mo wild exaggeration; but they strongly 
noticed the obvious and consequential 
alteration in the Count's temper, habits, 
and pursuit, which from being gay and 
opeys had become severe, unsocial, and 
gloomy. In addition to these were 
the informations communicated by the 
servant, who had accompanied him from 
Naples, and the peasant he had seen at 
Bellano, These were as monstrous as 

fear 
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/ear, falsehood and superstitious malevo¬ 
lence could make them. 

The wretch, whose folly had betrayed 
him at Celano,and whom he had afterwards 
forgiven, and condescended to vindicate 
himself to, when they met in the deserted 
inn, at Bellano, stated to the Inquisition, 

That his master was a sorcerer; that he 
had endeavoured to seduce him to his 
iniquitous art; that he had fled from him 
to avoid his persecutions ; that they had 
afterwards met in that untenanted house, 
whither the Count had resorted to confer 
with the spirits that were known to pos¬ 
sess it; that supernatural voices had called 
him from room to room, and shapes of 
unimaginable horror had crossed and over¬ 
shadowed him ; that terrified at a situa¬ 
tion which no human courage could sus¬ 
tain, he had swooned, and just Lefore his 
senses forsook him, had seen Montono 
sinking in a fiery cloud through a chasm 
in the floor, from which a host of huge, 

black 
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black hands, armed with claws of griffins, 
were extended to receive him. The pea¬ 
sant whom he had met when wandering 
round the building, deposed that he 
had seen him assume different forms 
while he spoke with him; that at the 
end of their conference, he suddenly 
sprung upon the highest turret of the 
building, where he appeared, mounted 
on a black horse, who breathed fire, whose 
feet were cleft into talons, and whose 
mane scattered lightnings; that goading 
this terrific courser with a large serpent 
he held in his hand, both disappeared, leav¬ 
ing a train of bluish light behind them/’ 
If this information proved any thing, it 
proved that he had not entered the build¬ 
ing at all. The inquisitors crossed them¬ 
selves with devout horror as they listen¬ 
ed to it, and Angellini hardly suppressed 
a smile that struggled with indignation 
,and pity. 

Ippolito observed with astonishment, 

that 
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that not an article of this information 
had been supplied by the stranger; nor 
was there any mention of the terrible 
transactions of the vault at Naples, which 
he believed had been divulged by him 
to the Inquisition, and would have con¬ 
stituted the subject of his examination* 
As it appeared, however, it must be par¬ 
tially known to them, by the process of 
the first examination, of which the sub¬ 
ject had been the recognition of the in¬ 
scription, he concluded that its present 
suppression was only a device of inqui¬ 
sitorial subtlety, which concealed the 
extent of information, in order either to 
lead to it by a chain of evidence, it 
would afterwards be impossible to re¬ 
trace or disentangle, or to anticipate it 
by confessions drawn from the prisoner 
in the course of examination. He re¬ 
solved therefore to admit nothing but 
what they already possessed; of which 
its absurdity was the easiest refutation. 

v 9 At 
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At the conclusion of the depositions, 
he was solemnly exhorted to confess, by 
the principal inquisitor. “ What have I 
to confess?” said Ippolito, “ what mockery 
of equitable investigation is this? You 
urge accusations too monstrous for the 
credulity of an ideot; and you hope by 
affecting to believe them, to impose their 
belief on one whose conscience and me¬ 
mory disavow them ; to make him doubt 
the testimony of his senses, and the 
events of his own existence ; or to lead 
him in the fictitious heat of vindication 
from imaginary charges, to the mention 
of real ones.” (At this ill-timed obser¬ 
vation, he saw the inquisitors exchange 
looks of grim intelligence ; but he was 
exasperated, not checked by it, and hur¬ 
ried on.) “ Confession ! Of what use were 
confession to me now? If I should even 
convince you of my innocence, can you 
restore to me its purity and its praise ? 
Can you restore it to me without suspi¬ 
cion. 
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cion, and without reproach ? Imposs¬ 
ible. He who has once entered your walls, 
never can regain the estimation of soci¬ 
ety—never can regain his own confidence 
and honest pride. Whether acquitted or 
convicted, it matters not; he is held in 
the invisible chains of suspicion for life; 
the damps and dews of his dungeon form 
an atmosphere of repulsion around him 
for ever; the shadow of your walls 
darkens over him like a curse. Of what 
avail would confession be to me ? It 
cannot recal the past, it cannot un¬ 
make me a prisoner of the Inquisition. 
Your dreadful policy can neither reverse 
its proceedings, nor remedy its evils; it 
rushes through society confounding, sub¬ 
verting, and trampling ; but it cannot 
pause to raise or to repair; and if it 
could, it were in vain. The wounds it 
inflicts are mental, and therefore can¬ 
not be healed; the brand impressed by 
irons red from the furnace of superstition. 
Can never be effaced, and ache at every 

breath 
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breath of heaven. No reputation of ha¬ 
bitual innocence, no actual evidence of 
universal integrity, can protect your vic¬ 
tims. A single suspicion, a whisper, a look, 
can dash them from the height of human 
excellence into the dungeons of the In¬ 
quisition ; the most abject villain may 
blast and destroy the most exalted of man¬ 
kind. Though unassailable every where 
to the view T , the most trivial of his mo¬ 
tions, the very heel of his moral frame 
may be reached by the shaft of clandes¬ 
tine malignity, and the wound is mortal. 
Of what service is acquittal to such a 
man; is the world into which he re¬ 
turns, the same as that he quitted ? No ; 
while he slept in the lethargy of confine¬ 
ment ,* the vestal fire of his honour, which 
it was the business of his life to guard, 
has gone out; and he sees its ashes scat¬ 
tered and trampled on. How are these 
evils to be anticipated by confession ? 
Confession itself is an engine of mental 
torture, which none but an inquisitor 

would 
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would use ; ii is possessing yourselves, 
under the name of religious authority', of 
the means of gratifying carnal and selfish 
curiosity. It is, where your natural forces 
have failed,, to lurk in the horse of super¬ 
stition, and enter in dishonourable tri¬ 
umph. The thoughts and actions of the 
purest lives cannot bear this universal 
scrutiny. There is no human being fully 
known to another; it is only by partial 
ignorance, that mutual esteem is pre¬ 
served. To the wife of his bosom, to 
the friend of his soul, to his own consci¬ 
ousness and recollection, a man will not 
dare to reveal every thought that visits 
his mind ; there are some which he almost 
hopes are concealed from the Deity. 
When a man exhibits his mind, he shows 
you a city, whose public walks and palaces 
are ostentatiously displayed, while its pri¬ 
sons, its cages of unclean birds, its hold 
of foul and hidden evil are conceal¬ 
ed ; or’ he exhibits it as he would the 

sovereign 
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sovereign of that city, when he stands on 
the pinnacle of his pride, and looks round 
on the ample prospect of his own magni¬ 
ficence, not as when he flies from the re¬ 
sort of men, and herds with the beasts; 
when his power is lost in degradation, and 
his form buried in brutality. 

And why confess to you ? What claim have 
you from nature, or from confidence for 
the demand, or do you ground it upon the 
absence of all ? Are we to repose in you 
a trust, withheld from all mankind beside, 
because you have less motive of solicitude, 
less claim on confidence, less power or wish 
of sympathy than all mankind ? Are you 
like the ocean, to engulph in silence and 
darkness, the treasures intended to be 
shared with affection and sympathy ? is 
confidence like the ebony, the growth 
of subterrene darkness, the nursling of a 
dungeon ? No, it is your greedy, furtive, 
serpent curiosity, that longs to wind itself 
about the tree of knowledge; "tis the 

ambition 
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ambition of a fiend, counterfeiting the 
aspirations of an angel, like the impure 
priests of a pagan idol, ye love to prey- 
on violated purity, that as yet has never 
sacrificed to nature or to passion, and to 
call it a rite of religion,” 

He would have proceeded, for the in¬ 
quisitors listened with the most unrelax- 
ed composure; but Angellini, shocked 
at his impetuosity, that offended without 
advantage, interrupted him by observing 
with severity, “ That a vague and rhapso¬ 
dical declamation was no defence ; that a 
definite charge had been read in his ears, 
and that they were prepared to listen to* 
his vindication ; that on the wild expres¬ 
sions he had used, no construction could 
be put that could tend either to the in¬ 
formation of his examiners, or his own 
exculpation.” This was said with the 
benevolent intention of dissipating the 
injurious inferences that might be drawn 
from the careless vehemence with which 
he poured out his thoughts. 

. r 5 “ Vindication/’ 
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“Vindication,” repeated Montorio,“ from 
what? From charges you do not, you can¬ 
not believe—from charges of which my 
present situation is the fullest refutation. 
Who can believe such powers as they as- 
cribe to me, to belong to a being whom 
they themselves hold in durance and 
dungeons? If I possess these powers, 
why do I not exercise them for my own 
preservation ? If I can remove the barriers 
of nature, and sport with the opposition 
of the elements, why am I here ? Have l 
more pleasure in terrifying a solitary 
peasant, than in extricating myself from 
persecution and danger ? Why do I not 
mount in flames ? Why do I not cleave 
your walls at this moment ? Do these 
powers desert their possessor at his hour 
of need alone ? No, it is impossible you 
can be thus deceived; no habits of sus¬ 
picion and bigotry could reduce minds 
to such a level in judgment; it is imposs¬ 
ible such weak instruments could impel you 
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to distrust the experience of your senses, 
the course of nature, and what should be 
more unquestioned than either—the ho¬ 
nour of a noble house ! No, your infor¬ 
mers and your information are of a higher- 
class ; "tis no dream of a lying menial 
that has brought me here.” " You are 
conscious then of some more important 
causes which the holy Office have had for 
their proceedings relative to you/’ said 
one of the inquisitors c I did not say 
so,” said the prisoner. “ You implied it/’ 
said the inquisitor. 

At this observation a new object 
rushed cn Montorio’s mind; that of 
turning his defence into an accusation, 
He found that it was impossible to con¬ 
tend against the evidence of his dark 
pursuits they were possessed of; all that 
could be done, was to make their confes¬ 
sion fatal if possible, to the minister of 
evil who had betrayed and destroyed him. 
The terrors and dangers of the fate that 

probably 
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probably awaited his confession, disap¬ 
peared, when he thought of his enemy 
trembling before the same tribunal with 
himself; his visionary person and claims, 
either reduced to a definite and vulner¬ 
able substance, or analysed and dispersed 
to their original element. His natural 
vehemence, his curiosity, his despair of 
exclusive vindication, urged him toge¬ 
ther to this bold movement. The toils that 
invested him he could neither rend nor 
unravel; but with a lion-bound, he 
broke away and bore them with him. 
“ I am conscious,” said he, in a firm tone, 
“ that other and more momentous in¬ 
formation has thrown me into the prisons 
of the Inquisition ; but I am also con¬ 
scious, that he who supplied that inform¬ 
ation, is dyed a thousand fold more black 
and deep in its implications than I am. If 
there be guilt, he has been the framer, 
the prompter, the minister of it. Sum¬ 
mon him here, if you can. Confront me 

with 
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with him. Let his business be unfolded 
with a solemn and deliberate hand. When 
we stand as criminals together; then 
will I speak, and tell a tale that shall 
amaze your souls. Till then, I shall only 
speak to/ arraign the justice of the pro¬ 
cedure that treats a supposed offender 
as a criminal, and an actual one as in¬ 
nocent. He could not accuse me without 
condemning himself. Why is he not 
then here along with me ? Can he alone, 
like the Messinean assassin, stab invisible 
and unpunished P Can he only shake off the 
viper of sorcery from his hand, and feel 
no hurt? Can he like the fabulous ferry¬ 
man, convey souls to the infernal regions, 
yet never enter them himself 

Angellini again interrupted him to as¬ 
sure him the conceptions he had formed 
of this character, were totally erroneous; 
that he was an innocent individual, who 
had not even a personal knowledge of 
Montorio, and whose only motive in giv- 

ing 
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ing information to the holy Office was a 
disinterested zeal for the Catholic faith: 
Montorio persisted on the other hand in 
the most emphatic assertions of his posi^ 
tive guilt. “ He is a sorcerer/' said he: 
“ He is an ecclesiastic/ 5 replied Angellini: 
“He is a murderer/' pursued Montorim 
“ He escaped with difficulty from the 
fangs of murder/’ said Angellini. “ He 
is a fiend/" repeated Montorio, gnashing 
his teeth, “ and his office is to betray the 
souls of men.” “ His office/’ said Angellini 
seriously incensed, “ has been to rescue 
a human soul from its betrayers.” “ Prove 
your charges,"said the inquisitors, “prove 
that the person who informed against 
von, is obnoxious to the power of the 
holy , Office, and here we pledge our 
faith, that he shall be cited to our tribu-? 
nab" “ Reverend fathers, he knows not 
what he says," said Angellini. “ I know 
what I say. Signor," said Montorio, “and 
I also remember what I have said ; I rer 

member 
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member that I pledged myself to prove 
the guilt of your informer, in the event 
of your summoning him to your tribunal,, 
and confronting him with me.” “ And on 
what information shall we cite him?” 
said the inquisitor. 

Again Montorio was silent from con¬ 
fusion and fear. He found it necessary 
to criminate himself in order to the 
bare citation of the stranger. In the mo¬ 
ment of his hesitation, Angellini again 
interposed. <f Reverend fathers/’ said he, 
“ here is some profound mistake. The 
prisoner is evidently ignorant of his real 
accuser. Permit me to relate the circum¬ 
stances under which I received the in¬ 
formation on which he was confined; 
they will perhaps remove his errors with 
regard to the person of the informer, and 
assist us to examine this intricate and 
mysterious affair” The inquisitors he¬ 
sitated, till one of them reminded the 
rest, that by doing so they might discover 
the person against whom Montorio’s invec¬ 
tives 
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tives had been directed, and that the dis¬ 
covery might furnish further matter of 
cognizance to the holy Office. They 
therefore permitted Angellini to proceed 
in his narrative, to which Montorio listen¬ 
ed with the breathless, fixed attention of 
one whose existence and vital determina¬ 
tions were suspended on the words of 
the speaker. 

" It is now near a month,” said Angel¬ 
lini, “ since I was informed, one evening,, 
that a stranger desired to speak with me on 
affairs relative to the holy Office. I desired 
him to be admitted. He was in the ha¬ 
bit of an ecclesiastic. His figure and face 
were remarkable; but of his voice, I ne¬ 
ver shall lose the memory of the sound as 
long as I retain my senses. The singular 
degree of awe, almostamounting to repug¬ 
nance, which his appearance inspired, was 
removed by his entering on the subject of 
his business, with unusual promptness and 
intelligence. 


His 
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IIis narrative was extraordinary, but 
perfectly probable. He mentioned that 
he had been travelling from Padua to 
Naples; that his direction was to a con¬ 
vent in the western suburbs of that city, 
where he had not arrived till the approach 
of night. That his ignorance of the ave¬ 
nues of the deserted part of the city, 
combined with the lateness of the hour, 
at length suggested some apprehensions 
of his personal danger, which were con¬ 
firmed when he saw from the projections 
of a ruinous building which he was to 
pass, two figures occasionally leaning and 
retreating when they perceived them¬ 
selves observed. He could distinguish 
indeed that their habit and appearance 
was utterly unlike that of assassins, or 
indeed any class of men he had before 
seen in any part of Italy ; but he knew 
not what disguises assassins might assume 
in Naples, and he felt it was probable 
there could be no common motive for 

their 
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their partial and hurried concealments. 
In the first impulse of his fear, he dis¬ 
mounted from his mule, and ran to shel¬ 
ter himself under a dismantled arch, which 
he did not conceive to be connected with 
the building from whence they had ap¬ 
peared to start. He had hardly done so, 
when he heard their steps approaching 
his retreat, and saw their tall sha¬ 
dows projecting from the entrance of 
the arch. He rushed desperately for¬ 
ward. In the tumult of fear and flight. 
Little accuracy was to be expected from 
him with regard to the passages he tra¬ 
versed, or the objects he witnessed ; other¬ 
wise perhaps deserving the minutest at¬ 
tention. 

His perceptions, he confessed, were 
only exercised to discover whether the 
steps of his pursuers were advancing on 
him. He perceived they were, and sprung 
headlong forward with the rapidity of one 
who fears no danger, but the obstruction 

of 
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of his flight. The steps of his pursuers 
gained on him. He perceived he had 
reached a flight of steps, and he rushed 
down them without any other object than 
of escape. Occupied only by his fears, 
he did not perceive the vast depth he had 
descended to, till he was in utter darkness. 
Terrors of equal magnitude now beset 
him, and he endeavoured to retrace his 
former steps, or discover some means of 
relief and assistance. While he was thus 
employed, he perceived a faint light in 
the vast distance of the darkness that sur¬ 
rounded him. He approached it through 
many obstructions he described with the 
strength of personal suffering, but which 
I need not repeat, and at length discover¬ 
ed that it twinkled through an iron grating 
in the wall of the passage he was travers¬ 
ing ; he applied his eye to it, and beheld 
within, figures employed in actions which 
suspended every faculty of mind and sense, 
as he gazed on them. In the first im-? 

pulse 
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pulse of horror he would have fled ; but 
after a moment's delay, found himself ri- 
vetted to the spot by the very feelings 
that at first would have hurried him away. 
He remained long enough to observe the 
agents and their strange deeds, with that 
tenacious and indelible feeling which the 
very reluctance of horror impresses on the 
mind. He reported them to me with 
strong, but evidently real emotion, such 
as none but the recollection of actual 
objects could inspire. In consequence 
of this information, I proceeded with re¬ 
gard to the holy Office, and to its prison¬ 
er, as you have seen ; I also communi¬ 
cated the mode of his escape from the 
vault, and his extraordinary reasons for 
laying his information before me, instead 
of the tribunal at Naples/' “ They were 
extraordinary/' said the inquisitor, “ but 
fully justified by the event." 

Montorio had listened with the pro- 
foundest attention; but remained un¬ 
convinced. 
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convinced. A secret mistrust of the 
stranger’s agency, bound up his mind as 
if by a spell of incredulity. He addressed 
himself to Angellini. “ I have little/’ 
. said he with solemnity, “to offer in sup¬ 
port of what I say, but my own convic- 
lions. I cannot be supposed armed with 
a regular refutation of positions I now 
hear for the first time ; yet there are no 
words of sufficient power to express the 
firmness of my belief, that the circum¬ 
stances you have just now mentioned, 
are only a new device of subtlety and 
malevolence, which I have found exhaust¬ 
less; they are incongruous, fictitious, 
impossible.” He paused to search his me¬ 
mory for some circumstance to substantiate 
his assertions. After a long silence, he said, 
with a severe smile, “ You will form a judg¬ 
ment of the strength of my convictions, 
and my earnestness to impress them on 
you, from my being led to confess circum¬ 
stances no other power could have ex- 
5 tortecl 
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torted from me. The vault of which your 
informer pretended he commanded a 
view, had neither grating nor aperture ; 
it was on every side inaccessible but to 
those who visibly entered it. In this point 
I feel I cannot be mistaken. No lapse 
of time, no intervention of other circum¬ 
stances, however numerous or important, 
can efface from my memory, the few and 
minute notices it retains of that place. I 
have counted every stone in its walls, the 
curve of the arches, the depth of the sha¬ 
dow, the peculiar hue of its blackness, 
are written on my soul for ever. You see 
I do not deceive you, when I venture on 
defences so distinct. Reverend fathers, 
it is impossible that any being could have 
approached from without the place, your 
informer specified. He must have been 
the instrument of another’s ministry—the 
channel of higher intelligence. I again 
repeat my adjuration, that you will com¬ 
pel him, from whom you received your 

information 
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information, to attend the tribunal of the 
holy Office, and confront him with me 
personally.” 

This incredulity is affected,” said 
an inquisitor, we have more than 
the bare assertion of the witness for 
his extraordinary information ; we have 
proof, such as none but the most intimate 
knowledge could supply, and such as ar¬ 
tificial obduracy will resist in vain. Must 
we remind you of the mysterious inscrip¬ 
tion over the portals of the vault ? Could 
that have been recognized and reported 
to the Inquisition by one who had never 
read it?” Montorio trembled ; he thought 
he felt the toils of evidence tightening 
around him. “ Must we remind yon/; 
said the inquisitor, in a thrilling voice, “ of 
the bloody dagger that is for ever shaken 
before your eyes, and of the deed its sight 
recals and punishes—that deed unseen, 
unspeakable, wrought in central darkness, 
lapped in the very skirts of the nether 
world. I see you tremble—1 tremble my¬ 
self/* 
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self.” He sunk back in the seat from 
which he had risen in the force of.speak¬ 
ing; the attendants hid their faces with 
visible shudderings of fear. Mon tori o, in 
broken and inaudible tones, said, with fre¬ 
quent intervals, “ I cease to feel for my¬ 
self—to speak for myself; I have no lon¬ 
ger any power of defence or of resistance. 
I speak without hope of belief or convic¬ 
tion ; but I speak it with the solemn firm¬ 
ness of despair. I am a prisoner without 
a crime; I am a visionary without inter¬ 
course with forbidden things ; I am a 
murderer without the stain of human 
blood.” 

He stopped suddenly. A hollow, 
broken sound succeeded. The inquisitor 
motioned to the attendants to lower the 
lamp that was suspended from the ceil¬ 
ing, that they might observe the changes 
in his countenance. It was then per¬ 
ceived that he had fainted. lie was con¬ 
veyed to his apartment; but the inqui¬ 
sitors 
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sitors entered into a consultation that 
continued till midnight. When Monto- 
rio recovered, the operatiors of his mind 
were decisive and rapid. Danger was no 
longer indefinite or avoidable; but in 
proportion as it became certain, his ter¬ 
rors were diminished, or exchanged for 
other feelings. The temper of his soul 
became at once rigid and vindictive. His 
sensibility of suffering was appeased by 
the hope of teaching another to suffer; 
and the horrors of the Inquisition only 
served to exalt his prospect of revenge. 

On the next appearance of his guard, 
he signified his wish to be supplied with 
pen and ink, and to be undisturbed for 
some time, in order to prepare some docu¬ 
ments for the inspection of the holy Office, 
His request was complied with, and he de¬ 
voted himself for somedays to writing; but 
as he proceeded in his task, he was often 
vol. ii. z checked 
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checked by suggestions of repentance. 
The goaded and unnatural vehemence of 
mind that prompts to extraordinary 
movements, soon fails us, if their execu¬ 
tion be not instant. This occupied some 
time; and during that time he often de¬ 
bated the possibility of some interme¬ 
diate measure, often lamented the ne¬ 
cessary violence of motion the emer¬ 
gency compelled him to ; and was only 
urged to the completion of his task, by 
the recollection that he was pledged to 
its performance, and that the danger of 
confession in his case, admitted neither 
degree nor diminution. 

On the third day it was completed ; 
and he then put it into the hands of 
Angellini, who received it with a look 
of mournful solicitude, which his judi¬ 
cial gravity vainly resisted. Montorio 
gave it to him in silence, a silence which 
the other’s deep feeling did not permit 

him 
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him to break. He was quitting the room, 
when Montorio waved his hand. An- 
gellini heard the sound this slight motion 
occasioned; and turning eagerly round 
said, “ You wish then to speak with me ?" 
“ No, Signor/' said his prisoner, “ no ; 
I have now neither wishes nor fears. 
Let the holy Office be acquainted as soon 
as possible with the contents of these 
manuscripts.'’ “ And for me," said An- 
gellini, with emotion, “ you have no 
charge for me Yes/' said Monto¬ 

rio, after a pause, “ to reflect on the 
horrors of that fate, to fly from which 
I have plunged into the dungeons of 
the Inquisition.' 5 

Angellini quitted the room. For an 
hour after he left it, the prisoner re¬ 
mained fixed in his seat, his clasped 
hands resting on his knees, his head de¬ 
clined, his eyes fixed on the ground, 
which he did not see. The sun set, 
z 2 and 
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and it grew dark ; but he perceived no 
change of light or object. 

At length, he felt a step in the rocm/ 
and dimly descried a figure which stood 
opposite him. He saw not whether it 
was human or not; nor did he raise his 
eyes till he heard, addressing him, the 
voice* of the Stranger . “ You now/’ said 
he, repeating the words he had uttered 
atBellano, “ behold me in another form, 
not as a forteller, but as a witness of 
your fate.** Montorio beheld him stead¬ 
fastly. He was now in the dress of a 
monk, which he wore with the ease and 
freedom of an habitual dress. “ It is he,” 
said the unhappy young man, speak¬ 
ing to himself; “it is he, but I will not 
see him.” “ You can no longer avoid 
it,” said the stranger; “ here are no re¬ 
sources to palliate the deceptions of 
sense. We are alone; nor is there any 
human cause or object to hide from either 

of 
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of us the real character and purposes 
of the other.” I will not look up till 
he is past,” said Montorio, still speaking 
inwardly ; “ this terrible shadow will soon 
disperse, and I shall be a whole man 
again.” “ Look up, look up,” said the 
stranger; “ it is no shadow that stands 
before you; it is the form of him who 
has followed you so long, who must fol¬ 
low you for a term still; of him, from 
whom it is folly to fly; for your flight 
has only been into the clutches of the In¬ 
quisition-” “ Better a thousand-fold than 
into yours; better into the hands of man 
than of you, whom I will not call a de¬ 
mon, lest I should wrong superior de¬ 
pravity. Yes, I have fled hither; and 
therefore it is, that I can bear to behold 
and confer with you. Look round, and 
tell me what has an inmate of this man¬ 
sion further to fear. I stand upon the 
utmost verge of nature. I shall see or 
hear my own species no more. I,am a 
z 3 prisoner 
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prisoner of the Inquisition for life. I 
have reached the bare and desolate crag, 
and the wave of vengeance bursts at my 
feet. Here I am safe in despair. You 
did not calculate this last giant-spring. 
You did not know that life is easily 
thrown away by him to whom it has lost 
its worth. You did not know that a 
soul can wrestle with its chains of dark¬ 
ness ; aye, and do deeds with them be¬ 
yond the pitch of mortal implements. 
Fool! how I have mocked and baffled 
you! how I triumph over you this 
moment! How did you enter this pri¬ 
son ? By all that is good I am re¬ 
joiced to see you. Hark ! I have intel¬ 
ligence for you. I have told every thing 
to the Inquisition—every thing, by my 
immortal soul ! I am a prisoner for life; 
I know it; I triumph in it. Better their 
chains for ever, than yours, in thought, for 
a moment.” “ What do you call my 
chains ? I never forged or bound them 


on 
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on you. I unfolded their connexion as 
far as was visible to humanity. Mine 
is a hopeless task—to reconcile nature 
to suffering, and pride to shame. But 
weariness will not excuse it. I, whom 
you think the sole and voluntary mover 
in this business, I am myself impelled 
by a hand whose urgings never remit or 
rest. The central seat of our mysteries 
at Naples; the solitary heights of the 
mountain; the vault at Bellano ; this 
chamber in the prison of the Inquisi¬ 
tion—are all but parts of a progress that 
is incessant and interminable; though it 
mostly holds a direction invisible to the 
human eye. I know your folly in dis¬ 
closing your secret to the Inquisition. I 
knew it before I entered these walls. 
What have you gained by it ? The pub¬ 
lication of your guilt, the certainty of 
your condemnation. Were all the armies 
of the earth summoned together to hold 
you from the commission of that deed. 
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it were in vain. They would only wit¬ 
ness what they could not prevent. To 
resist the agency of the invisible world, 
you might as well employ a broken reed, 
a gossamer, a mote, as the whole pith and 
puissance of the earth. To conduct your 
steps in silence and without interruption, 
I threw over them a veil of mystery. You 
have rent it open; and what have you gain¬ 
ed by it?—Exposure without commisera¬ 
tion, and confidence without assistance/' 
* c I will not,” said Montorio, “ be 
pushed from the proof by words. The 
trial-hour is arrived; the power with 
which we are to contend is extrinsic and 
impartial. I have strove darkling with 
you; but the light approaches at last. 
These walls are indeed the last retreat 
man would fly to; but they will pro¬ 
tect me. I feel here a gloomy strength, 
a defiance of those devices by which you 
have deluded my senses. You cannot 
crumble these towers into dust; you 

cannot 
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cannot fight with an institution whose 
source n in the power and vitals of th3 
church/' f ‘ It wore better for you tint I 
should ; but your ingratitude and ob¬ 
duracy deserve that I should resign you 
to your fate/’ “ What is it you mean ?° 
said Montorio. “ Do you then Know so 
little of the Inquisition? Do you ima¬ 
gine that they can believe the tale you 
have told—that they will not consider it 
as an attempt to delude and mock them, 
and you as an audacious and obdurate 
enemy of the faith. No; should you 
disclose to them all you saw and all you 
imagined, they would never believe your 
confession, full or sincere; they will 
look on you as a hoard of dark secrets, 
which can never be exhausted ; and they 
will for ever continue urging you to con¬ 
fessions when you have no longer any 
thing to disclose. Shelter in the Inqui¬ 
sition ! Yes, they will give you shelter 
safe and deep ; your bed will be burn¬ 


ing 
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ing coals, and you will be pillowed on 
pincers and searing irons. No declara¬ 
tions of ignorance will avail you ; and no 
resources of fiction will shield you from 
their endless persecution.” There is 
yet a resource,” said Montorio; “ I can 
die.” “ Die ! you know little of the In¬ 
quisition. Oh, they have horrid aits of 
protracting life ; of quickening the pulse 
that vibrates with pain ; of making life 
and sufferance flow on together like two 
artificial streams of which they hold the 
sources. They inquire to what precise 
limit nature can support their inflictions, 
and precisely to that limit they pursue 
them; and then remand their prisoner 
to his cell, to renew his strength for the 
next conflict. You will waste away in 
their dungeons, like the lamp that glares 
on your agonies. You will never, ne¬ 
ver escape their hands, till you are un¬ 
consciously enlarged* to do the deed you 
fled into them to avoid in vain. ” “ This 

is 
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impossible/* said Montorio; “ the grave 
will sooner yield up its dead than the In¬ 
quisition her victims. Here, I am safe. 
It is a dreadful immunity ; but I welcome 
it. I will stretch myself on my burn 
ing bed. I will gripe the irons of tor¬ 
ture, for they will protect me from you. 
To preserve my life and innocence is 
perhaps impossible; but it is at least 
possible to purchase innocence with 
loss of life.” “ You are deceived. It 
is indeed in your power to aggravate 
your sufferings by fruitless resistance; 
but not to remove their cause. The 
deed you are fated to do, you may de¬ 
lay, but cannot decline. Respiration is 
not more necessary to existence, or con¬ 
sciousness to thought. You might as 
well contend to reverse the past, as to 
resist the future. Your struggles may 
work the torrent into foam, but cannot 
repel its course. The dungeons of the 
Inquisition, and the sumftiit of a moun¬ 
tain* 
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tain afford you equal shelter. For proofs 
of the power with which I, the weakest 
minister of your fate, am armed, I can; 
at this moment, bid those bars of iron 
dissolve. I can lead you forth through 
every passage of your prison, under the 
eyes of your guard, in the very pre¬ 
sence of the Inquisitors. Will you be 
wise ? Is yoilr arm strong ? Is your 
heart set and bound up ? Will you do 
the deed to-night ? Within an hour you 
shall be on the spot; your path so se¬ 
cret, a leaf shall not rustle beneath 
your feet; your blow so certain, no 
groan shall follow it. Shall this be the 
hour—the hour of enlargement—aye, 
and the hour of fame. A pestilence, 
an earthquake, a volcano live in the his¬ 
tories of men, when sunny days, and 
drowsy prosperity are forgotten.” 

His manner, as he spoke, changed be¬ 
yond all power of description. It was 
bold, animating, daring; but mixed with 

a wild- 
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a wildness that appalled, with a demon¬ 
greatness of wickedness and strength that 
exalted and terrified. He placed his 
hearer on the extreme point of a pre¬ 
cipice, shook him over the abyss, and 
laughed at his shudderings. Montorio 
looked at him for a moment with a fix¬ 
ed but speechless eye, and then said in¬ 
wardly, “ If my passage be only thither, 
there is a shorter way.” 

As he spoke, he sprung up with a 
violence neither to be foreseen nor re¬ 
sisted ; and, rushing past the stranger, 
dashed himself against the massive and 


studded barrings of his iron door. He 
fell to the ground. The stranger raised 
him, and perceived he breathed no 
longer. He bent over him. He receiv¬ 
ed in his hands the blood that gushed 
from Montorio’s forehead and mouth; 
and, holding it out, murmured, “Drink, 
drink, if thou hast any mouth; but do 
not haunt me with those famished eyes. 
vol, ii. a a Yes, 
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Yes, yes, anon I shall sup with thee, and 
we will feast it well.”' 

As he spoke, his eye fixed on a re-> 
mote spot in the darkness; and he 
shrieked in agony, “ Oh, hide, hide the 
scourge—thou seest I am about it.” 


END OF VOL. IX, 


C. Stower, Printer, Paternoster Row* 
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The evening was dark and gloomy, An* 
gellini and the principal inquisitor were 
seated over a dim fire of wood embers, 
in a remote part of that vast structure, 
it was a lone detached turret, against 
which the dark waves of the autumnal 
sea were tossing. They talked of dis¬ 
astrous tales, of events known only to 
the agents of the Inquisition, such as 
made their prisons seem the abode of 
more crimes and miseries than the day 
ever looked on, when the inquisitor 
vox,, hi. b re« 
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requested Angellini again to repeat to 
him the extraordinary circumstances of 
the confession of Montorio. “ I have 
not,” said Angellini “ all the papers in 
this closet, but one single, perusal of 
them has made so deep an impression 
on me, that I can easily Continue the 
narrative, where the manuscript is defi¬ 
cient.” They examined and secured the 
doors, and Angellini depressing his voice, 

proceeded thus :— 

*##### 

It was about the middle of last summer, 
that Count Ippolito was returning from an 
evening excursion on the shore of Naples. 
He arrived at his palace, and was about to 
enter the portico, when a stranger, whose 
figure and aspect were concealed by the 
swiftness of his motion, said to him in a 
low voice, “ Signor, has your nativity 
ever been calculated?’' Ippolito started, 
—the inquisitor was out of sight. The 
servants declared they had seen no fprm, 

6 and 


THE FAMILY OF MONTOltlO. 3 

and heard no voice. Most would have 
regarded or remembered this circum¬ 
stance, as merely exciting- temporary 
surprise or curiosity; but the words of 
the figure contained an appeal to Ippo- 
lito’s favourite science, and that appeal 
was irresistible. That evening he was 
engaged to an assembly at the Alberotti 
palace; the images of expected gaiety, 
had almost banished other musings, and 
he was ascending the steps of the palace,- 
when he was entangled in a dispute be¬ 
tween two cavaliers. In the crowd, he 
observed a person who stood without 
any motion or share in the disturbance. 
Ippolito’s eye Avas fixed on him by this 
circumstance, and a moment’s glance of 
his quick eye discovered the person who 
had that night addressed him. He turned 
eagerly on him; but the stranger, an¬ 
ticipating the movement, turned on him> 
whispered, “Signor, remember my ques¬ 
tion,” and Avas lost in the croAvd. At 
b 2 the 
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the assembly, Montorio was absent and 
dejected—he quitted it early, and re¬ 
turned home. The door of the carriage, 
in which Montorio was leaning back 
musingly, was thrown open by the ser¬ 
vants, who were bowing with Italian 
obsequiousness as they waited for him 
to alight, when a face was suddenly 
thrust in at the opposite side, and that 
voice, of which the first sound could 
never be forgotten, repeated, “ Signor, 
answer my question.” Then Ippolito, 
alarmed and incensed, sprung from his 
carriage, and calling to his domestics, 
endeavoured to pursue his tormentor. 
Every direction was explored in vain. 
The unknown appeared to have commu¬ 
nion with the powers of earth or air, and 
to be aided by them in his movements. 
Montorio, on his return to the palace, 
gave signs of that perturbation and alarm 
which had so terrified his page, who had 
not accompanied him.—(Of this young 

person, 
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person, Montorio speaks with strong af¬ 
fection ; what may be his endowments 
and virtues, I know not; but their 
friendship is as tender as that of brothers, 
and among his own calamities, Montorio 
enumerates the distress of his page for 
his disastrous fate.) 

His perturbation, however, proceeded 
not from fear, but from disappointment 
and curiosity; disappointment, which 
had even mortified his pride; and curio¬ 
sity, whose pampered appetite had met 
its first repulse. That day was spent in 
vain search, at night he found the fol¬ 
lowing billet on his table :—“ Montorio, 
do you remember the person who ques¬ 
tioned you last night? are you interest¬ 
ed in the inquiry he made? would you 
venture to know and to explore it ? Then 
meet him, but meet him without mis¬ 
trust or futile preparations, in the church 
of San Piero, in the north aisle, behind 
the fourth pillar from the confessional, 

when 
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when vespers are over, and the congre¬ 
gation dispersing - . You may see him 
if you will; you may confer with him 
if you dare.” The letter was anonymous, 
and the hand unknown. Whether Mon- 
torio would have neglected the appeal it 
contained to his curiosity, that, in the 
last line, to his courage, was peremptory; 
and he repaired to vespers with the min¬ 
gled satisfaction of feeding his curiosity, 
and exerting his fortitude. The church 
was lonely and remote—he dismissed his 
attendants, and paced the aisle almost in 
solitude,—the service was nearly over;— 
through a narrow door he caught a view 
of the service, and of the priests as they 
bowed round the high altar with the im¬ 
posing solemnity of public worship:—a 
pause followed—and the organ burst forth, 
accompanied with the loud and deep 
chauntings of the monks, and mingled 
with them came the toll of a bell that 
called them to service in another part of 

the 
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the convent. Ippolito listened, touched 
and subdued ; but endeavouring to shake 
off an impression which he felt to be 
merely local, he examined the congre¬ 
gation as they dispersed, and from time 
to time turned to the pillar, toward 
which he momently expected some one 
of them to glide. No one approached 
it, all had departed, and to the noise 
and stir of their departure had succeeded 
the solitary passing steps of the monks 
and attendants of the church. Vexed 
and impatient, Ippolito again turned to 
the pillar, and thought he could observe 
a deeper shade than it had before pro¬ 
jected round its base. lie advanced—a 
figure stood in the shade erect, motion¬ 
less, and almost appearing a part of the 
column. Amid the joy of this discovery, 
Montorio could not avoid recollecting, 
that no person, since his entering the 
aisle, had visibly approached that spot, 
lie advanced, purposing to address the 

figure, 
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figure, but its unmoved and utter still¬ 
ness repelled him. lie passed close to it, 
and fixed his eyes intently on itthe 
habit was that of a man, but dark and 
contused, the stature tall, the face con¬ 
cealed. Montorio passed and repassed 
him, pausing each time, but without 
obtaining the smallest notice, or indica¬ 
tion that the figure he beheld had sense 
or life. Convinced, at length, that his 
silence was stubborn and affected, Mon¬ 
torio making a full stop, addressed him 
in a low, but resolute tone—“ You have 
summoned me here; what would you 
have with me?”—“ Nothing,” replied 
the figure, in those tones with which, 
though heard so lately, he was well ac¬ 
quainted. “Why, then, was I brought 
here? Do you know aught concerning 
me ?”—“ Everything,” replied the stran¬ 
ger. “ Speak, then,” said Montorio, 
“ I am here,” and he rested on his 
sword. “ I have not power—I am now 

as 
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as other men,—I am weak as a broken 
wave; but the hour cometh that has in 
it the force of unutterable things, and I 
await it awed and still.’’—“ Why was I 
then brought here?”—“Like me you 
must await that hour, like me you must 
be borne on by it in dreadful submis¬ 
sion ,—when it arrives you shall hear 
from me.”—“ I will not leave this church 
unsatisfied,” said Montorio impetuously; 
“ whatever you are, or wizard, or im¬ 
postor, I will know before 1 quit you; 
remember the mockery of last night ” 
The figure glided away—Ippolito eagerly 
followed. It entered the confessional, 
where the prior sat engaged in the holy ser¬ 
vice of the place, and he determined even 
to wait its termination, in order to seethe 
stranger again. This resolution his im¬ 
patience rendered intolerably tedious; 
he remained in the aisle, counting the 
moments, and expecting at the lapse of 
each to see the unkuown issue from the 
confessional, when with astonishment he 
b 3 beheld 
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beheld departing from it only the prior, 
who quitted it with the air of a man 
engaged in solitary prayer. Montorio, 
in astonishment, now addressed one of 
the monks who was passing: “Is it 
usual,” said he, “ for penitents to re¬ 
main in the confessional of S. Piero, after 
the confessor has quitted it?” The monk 
beheld him with surprise. “ I have but 
now,” he eagerly explained, “beheld a 
person enter the confessional; I waited 
the end of his confession, and now I see 
the prior quit his seat alone.”—“ You 
are deceived, Cavalier,” said }\e monk; 
“ I myself saw the last penitent this 
evening quit the confessional, and after¬ 
wards the church : it is the devout cus¬ 
tom of our superior to continue some 
time in solitary prayer, after his penitents 
depart, and this necessarily implies he 
must have been alone.” Montorio, hope¬ 
less of giving conviction to the mind of 
another, while his own was oppressed by 

perplexity, 
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perplexity, yet endeavoured to explain 
what he was assured he had beheld, when 
the prior, whose attention, as he passed 
though the aisle, was arrested by his 
gestures and exclamations, paused, and 
said, “ There is no penitent in the cori- 
fessional, Cavalier, nor has been since 
the conclusion of mass.”—“ Reverend 
Father, pardon my impatience,” replied 
Montorio, “ I have reasons for examin¬ 
ing this affair—reasons peculiar and im¬ 
portant. Immersed as you were in the 
consideration of divine things, you might 
not have heard the entrance of him who 
is now lurking in the confessional; per¬ 
mit it but to be examined, and I shall 
depart happy, if even convinced and 
pardoned for my misconceptions.”—“ 1 
should not hesitate to reject your peti¬ 
tion,” said the prior, “ if I thought any 
person was concealed there, for penitence 
should be as sacred as devotion; but I 
comply, because I know there is not.” 

The 
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The door of the inclosure, where the pe¬ 
nitent kneels, was then thrown open, 
and it was empty. Montorio, after some 
apologies, which his confusion rendered 
inarticulate, retired, and passed the rest 
of the evening in fruitless attempts to 
hide his solicitude from himself by dis¬ 
sipation ; he returned home, perplexed 
and disappointed: but his visitor had 
anticipated him. The following letter 
was on his table: 

“ Thou wast not prepared, nor was I, 
for this night’s meeting. But why seek 
to pierce my retreat ? When I would be, 
I am invisible, and where I would be, I 
am present. I mock at the means and 
power of man ; I am alone in the world, 
yet I move in its paths, and mix in its 
agency. Again, I walk with man side 
by side, day after day ; yet I am in utter 
solitude, for no man knows me; my 
presence is not seen, but felt; my mo¬ 
tion casts no shadow, but the substance 


is 
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is there. From detection and pursuit, I 
stand aloof in dreadful immunity ; pur¬ 
sue me not, therefore, but meet me, 
when summoned, and when we meet, 
ask not, but listen. To-morrow, at mid¬ 
night, there will be a funeral in the 
church of the convent S. Antonio; be 
there, and I will appear to thee. Dost 
thou tremble at the taper and the bell, 
the corpse and the shroud ? If thou 
canst meet me, fear not to meet the 
dead.” 

Ippolito, by this letter, was fully con¬ 
firmed in his pursuit of this strange be¬ 
ing; all the irregular desires which had 
fed his fancy with temporary food, were 
now exchanged for a distinct and defi¬ 
nite object, whose pursuit interested 
more feelings than those of curiosity, 
and whose attainment promised more 
than their gratification. At midnignt 
he went to the church of S. Antonio; 
it was the funeral of a person of rank, 

many 
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many of the laity attended with eccle¬ 
siastics. The melancholy pomp of mid¬ 
night worship was deepened by every 
circumstance which the genius of our 
churchy and the policy of her ministry, 
apply so successfully to the enthralment 
of weak, and the local captivation of 
even strong minds. The bells tolled at 
measured intervals; the masses perform¬ 
ed at the different altars, mixed their 
deeper tones with the audible and fervent 
aspirations of the devotees; the tapers 
poured a pale and steady light on the 
tonsured heads, the dark drapery, and 
the sepulchral faces of the monks ; and 
here and there disclosed a ghostly figure, 
that knelt and wept before their patron’s 
shrine, while the torches poured a blaze, 
yellow, and broad, and bickering, on the 
stronger features of the structure ; the 
dark recesses of the cloisters, the dim 
imagery of the roof, windows, whose 
burnished picturings blazed and disap¬ 
peared 
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peared in tlie waving light, and walls 
obscurely traced with flourishes and in¬ 
scriptions, the achievements of forgotten 
worth, and the memorials of departed 
superstition. Though there was a crowd, 
no one felt the cheering effect of human 
presence, each was to himself, solitary 
and subdued ; all communication was in 
whispers, and even that was involunta¬ 
rily suspended at the low, tremulous tones 
of the organ, and the first, faint, distant 
chaunt of the monks, that rose with it, 
a flow of solemn and undistinguished 
sound. 

Ippolito, in a remote part of the church, 
stood with recollected feeling, which the 
general awe deepened, but did not divide. 
It was his fate at these meetings to be 
suddenly encountered by him he was 
watching to see; for, as he looked around 
him, he felt his cloak touched by a per¬ 
son, who passed on without speaking. 
Montorio, with momentary conviction 

of 
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of the identity of the person, followed 
him. They quitted the church, and 
traversed many aisles and passages of the 
convent, with which his silent conductor 
seemed perfectly acquainted; they seem¬ 
ed to have at length got beyond the 
reach and sound of the human inmates 
of those walls ; their single and measured 
steps had succeeded to the deep murmur 
of the church, and to its illuminated 
walls the pale and solitary lamp that 
partly lit the passage, which to Ippolito 
seemed endless. They now descended 
several steps, and reached a door, low, 
and apparently leading to some subter¬ 
raneous apartment. It opened at the 
stranger’s touch ; but Ippolito half re¬ 
ceded when he saw the dark stairs be¬ 
neath, that dimly lit, and, winding 
beyond his sight, seemed to hold com¬ 
munication with the receptacles of the 
dead. The stranger beckoned—Ippolito 
paused ;—the stranger beckoned again— 

then 
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then Ippolito spoke with firmness : — 
“ Whoever you are, wherever you are 
leading, do not tempt inevitable danger: 
fraud I will detect, and force I can re¬ 
sist ; my arm is as strong as yours, avid 
my sword is by my side.” The stranger 
turned, and, for the first time, partially 
uncovering his face, fixed on Montorio 
a look of melancholy conviction, of 
which, as of all his looks and movements, 
the effect was resistless; it seemed to 
convey a depth of knowledge, and com¬ 
passion for some foreseen and inevitable 
evil, such as could be attained or com¬ 
municated by no creature of limited and 
earthly powers. Montorio, silently sub¬ 
dued by that look, followed him down 
the descent, with an obscure but intimate 
sense of influence that could not be re¬ 
pelled, and of evil that could not be 
averted : it led to the vaults of the con¬ 
vent. They wandered for some time among 
those dreary passages in silence, till they 

saw 


IS 
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saw a stionger light in the vault than 
what issued from the damp and misty 
lamps which twinkled through shade 
and vapour; it proceeded from torches, 
which burned in a new opened vault, 
opened for him whose funeral was cele¬ 
brated that night; around it stood some 
assistants, who were waiting for the 
corpse, and on whose dark habits and. 
rugged visages the torches threw a yel¬ 
low and smoky glare, that terrified ima¬ 
gination to find a resemblance for. The 
stranger started from their view, and 
lighting some concealed preparation at a 
lamp which hung from the low arch, en¬ 
tered another passage, which, but for 
that faint light, was utterly dark. Mon- 
torio, who had no longer the power of 
retreating, followed,—the stranger turn¬ 
ed ;—his aspect was melancholy, but not 
ghastly; his voice hollow, but not ter¬ 
rible:—he paused;—the echoes of a 
clock, that struck one, were heard dis¬ 
tinctly 
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tinctlvfrom the cloisters above. “ It is 
%/ 

the hour,” said the stranger, “ and dost 
thou dread to meet it ?” Montorio, whose 
courage was inflamed by impatience, 
motioned onward;—they proceeded; — 
the stranger turned again, anclsomething 
like human feeling was in his melancholy 
eye. “ Yonder is thy fate, and dost 
thou shrink to behold it?” The noble 
disdain that flushed from Ippolito's eyes 
was his'only answer. They turned a dark 
angle in the vault, and his conductor, 
in muffling the lamp he carried, let its 
light fall on a bier, where lay the body 
of a man, suspected of murder, but who 
had died in prison under the terrors of 
his expected fate. Montorio approached; 
the event and the person had been 
known to him ; he looked up—he read 
a dreadful interpretation in the gesture 
and expression of his companion, who 
stood over the bier, embodying in his look 
all we conceive of those instruments, who 
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are said to prompt the crimes they pre¬ 
dict; to realize uncertain evil by the 
suggestions of supposed necessity ; to 
breathe the first thought of blood into 
the predestined murderer, and lead the 
devoted mind, through the horrors of 
anticipated guilt, to the daring abandon¬ 
ment, the convulsive energy, the high 
wound and horrid pitch of determined 
distraction. Montorio shivered; the in¬ 
fluence of his habitual pursuit became in 
one moment serious and painful, he en¬ 
deavoured to wrest his mind from its 
hold; he could not; and while he, yet 
struggled to reason himself out of invo¬ 
luntary oppression, the light disappeared, 
and its mysterious bearer was seen no 
more. Left in darkness and atnonst the 
dead, a new object of fear succeeded ; 
lie called to his companion, he stretched 
out his arms in the direction where he 
had stood, and recollecting the dimen¬ 
sions of that part of the vault, he felt 

with 
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with the most accurate search every 
quarter that his hands or his sword 
could reach,—in vain; he encountered 
no object, he heard no sound, and was 
only recalled from his dream of pursuit 
by the entrance of the attendants with 
the corpse, into another part of the 
vault; the light directed him to them, 
and he eagerly inquired if his companion 
had been seen by any of them, addipg 
the closest description that fear and haste 
permitted him to give. The men stared 
with astonishment; and on his urging 
the inquiry, averred with one voice that 
no human being had that night visibly 
entered the vault but themselves. “ Did 
he render me, as well as himself, invi¬ 
sible ?” thought Montorio, as he returned 
amazed and unsatisfied. 

A letter, in the hand writing he now 
well knew, was again left in his apart¬ 
ment. “Your probation is over; you 
are without fear and without weakness; 

* you 
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may command my power and knowledge 
to their extent, beyond the reach of na¬ 
ture and thought, beyond the dream of 
enthusiasm, even in the wild and wish¬ 
ing hour you may command them. May, 
have I said P alas! you must command 
them. Mine is no voluntary service. 
Oh, that worlds might purchase my ex¬ 
emption ! But they cannot; and when 
worlds shall end, my task will have but 
begun. As little voluntary is the spirit 
of inquiry that now impels you, and 
whose impulses you believe to be casual 
and free. Would you know more? I 
have no longer a right to conceal aught 
from you ; then be in the west colonnade 
of the church of S. Piero, with no arms 
but fortitude, no companion but mid¬ 
night; and when the bell shall toll, I 
will stand beside thee.” In the intervals 
of these summonses, Montorio had often 
inquired into the means by which they 
were conveyed into his room ; the do¬ 
mestics, 
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mestics, on examining them, declared 
no such had been left at the palace, or 
given to them for their master; but when 
dismissed, after a fruitless inquiry, they 
talked much among themselves of a per¬ 
son that was frequently seen in their mas¬ 
ter’s apartment, and who, it was said, 
disappeared when any one entered it. By 
this account, if he was more perplexed, 
he was yet more excited, and he awaited 
with impatience the appointed hour; it 
arrived—he hastened to the church of 
S. Piero ; it was a clear and lovely night, 
the moon fleckered the columns with 
streaks of silver, and gave a more thin 
and pointed brightness to the wrought 
edges and tracery of the pediments and 
friezes. Montorio at every turn exa¬ 
mined his watch, and with a beating 
heart and suppressed breath, perceived 

it wanted but a moment of twelve.- 

Now it struck, and the stranger stood 
beside him. “ Are you prepared ?” said 

he, 
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he, in a low but firm tone. <f It is 
Ippolito di Montorio to whom you speak, 
there needs no other answer,” said Mon¬ 
torio proudly. “ Youth,” said the stran¬ 
ger, lay aside these weapons of fleshly 
warfare; where you are called to contend, 
pride of soul and force of arm avail not; 
lay them aside, with the sword and the 
dagger, the strength of flesh, and the arms 
of mortality; take with you only fortitude, 
that will shut out light without a sigh, 
and firmness that will bear to behold 
what it must bear to undergo.” A voice 
issuing from the grave could not have 
delivered this monition in more chilling 
tones; Montorio felt their influence in 
every nerve, and followed his conductor 
with an awe which preserved his curiosity 
from levity, and divested his expectation 
of impatience. 

They went on with silent speed, but 
the stranger sometimes paused, and look¬ 
ed upward, and Montorio once thought 
i he 
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he beheld a tear in bis eye as he raised it. 
They reached a remote and unfrequented 
part of the city; they stopped; the 
stranger seemed shaken with many emo¬ 
tions, there was no local cause for them; 
the quiet loneliness of the place; the 
moon, that seemed stationary for very 
brightness; the sea, whose checkered 
and sparkling waters just rose to the eye, 
and whose murmurs rose and fell with 
lulling measure, all seemed to speak peace 
to the spirit that had one peaceful ele¬ 
ment. “Oh, youth!” said the stranger, 
“the hour is come; thou, or I, may 
shun it no longer; and these struggles, 
these cold drops of inward agony, are 
for thee. The hour is come ; and amidst 
a power that rules or reverses nature, I 
am as a worm of the dust, a thing of 
nought, confounded and dismayed. Oh, 
youth ! it is for thee I have prayed that 
this task might not be mine; but he, 
whose hand hath made the thunder, will 
vol. nr. c consign 
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consign it to whom he will, and he must 
wield it, though its fires blast him.”— 
“ By whatever power you act,” said Ip- 
polito, “} 7 ou have excited in me wonder 
and amazement; hasten, therefore, that 
I may know whether I am not, as often, 
the dupe of a vicious sensibility of the 
marvellous, or whether these impressions 
are, indeed, the movements and intima¬ 
tions of my fate.” The stranger produced 
abandage—“ With this,” said he, “your 
eyes must be bound; and take with it a 
caution, whatever you may see or hear, 
be silent, be motionless, and be fearless.” 
Montorio suffered him to fasten the ban¬ 
dage, and tvas then conducted by him 
through many ways, of which he in vain 
tasked himself to remember the direction. 
They now ceased to tread on the pave¬ 
ment, and Montorio felt, from the change 
of air, that they were in some building ; 
in a short time they began to descend 
steps; as they descended, the air changed 
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ao-ain, but it was the chillness of subter- 
rauean damps; the echoes were dull and 
protracted, and no longer mixed with 
those sounds of life which they had heard 
in the open air. The descent seemed to 
be endless. Ippolito in vain tried to 
appease the irksomeness of involuntary 
blindness, and perhaps other unwelcome 
feelings, by reckoning the steps. The 
echoes became more hollow, the damps 
more dewy, and Montorio felt that even 
the misty and impalpable light that the 
bandage had not utterly denied him, 
was now obscured by intense darkness. 
He had often spoke, but received no 
answer, and now grew weary of the 
echoes of his own voice, unmixed as they 
were with any other sound, and giving 
an idea of utter solitude, which he was 
almost glad to recur to the pressure of 
his arm, and the sound of his conductor's 
steps, to repel. An hour had now elapsed 
since they left the haunts of men, and 
e 2 Montorio 
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Montorio almost imagined this passage 
was intended to penetrate below the bot¬ 
tom of ocean, when he felt himself 
Checked by the hand which led him. A 
sound then succeeded, which was so mul¬ 
tiplied by the echoes of the place, that 
its distinctness was lost, and he found 
himself in a moment descending, with 
a swiftness so rapid, so breathless, so 
astounding, that he sickened with very 
giddiness, and gasped for the recovery 
of sense;—the motion ceased—he knew 
not how he had descended : he was again 
led forward; many sounds met him in his 
passage; some descended from above, 
and some brushed near him ; blasts of 
different airs crossed him, some so hot, 
they felt like floods of flame, some so 
cold, he shivered in their parching blight. 
A sound, as of the ocean in its strength, 
was then heard ; it came nearer and 
louder, and Ippolito almost expected to 
feel its waters beaiing up his feet. All 

sound 
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sound and motion then ceased, and he 
Felt himself slowly invested-in a garb, of 
which the form seemed to be unlike any 
usually worn ; his hands were unrestrain¬ 
ed ; he examined the garb with them— 
it was the garb of the dead. But this 
was no time for resistance, and he be¬ 
lieved his only means of safety M r as the 
observance of the stranger’s caution*: 
prudence was for once combined with his 
courage, and he remained silent. A voice 
then, deep and distant, repeated the ser¬ 
vice of the dead; the responses were 
echoed by multiplied myriads of voices; 
Montorio heard the solemn words pro¬ 
nounced over him, which no living man 
hears; he felt the shroud and the cru¬ 
cifix, he heard the bell and the requiem ; 
he remembered his conductor’s words, 
and expected to see the light no more, 
when his bandage was dissolved, and lie 
was hurried forward. 

What objects or circumstances he 
witnessed there, he has not told; 

what- 
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whatever intimations are given of them, 
are casual and obscure, extorted by 
a sudden exclamation of pain, or in¬ 
volved in the train of other confes¬ 
sions, but from such intimations I be¬ 
lieve them to be of a nature too hor¬ 
rible to be told ; what I have learned has 
been principally collected from letters 
which passed between him and the 
stranger, and of which I have copies ; 
at these meetings, it should appear no 
word was uttered, and whatever required 
explanation or discussion produced a 
letter, which was, as usual, left in his 
apartments, by means none could dis¬ 
cover. Of the first of these the contents 
are as follows: 

Letter from the Stranger. 

“ What can dispel your suspicions ? 
What can obviate your doubts? You 
have already had every assurance I am 
no pretender, that I seek neither ag- 


gcan- 
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grandizement nor influence, that I am 
unanxious the impressions you receive 
should convey any thing to you but a 
conviction of the genuineness of their 
cause and object; for myself this is su¬ 
perfluous, I need neither consciousness 
nor proof of my commission. Ages have 
I strove in vain to lose the dreadful 
sense of it; it is on you I seek to make 
a single impression—that I am the cer¬ 
tain and commissioned organ of your 
fate, that I bear a power and office, 
which I must neither decline nor qualify, 
which you may neither resist nor change. 
Recollect how you have complained of 
the rapacity of former pretenders, 
wretches, whose mercenary ignorance 
blasphemes the awful name and objects 
of the other world, (whose visitation 
often and judicially punishes their pre¬ 
sumption, by the infliction of madness 
and idiotcy, the natural extremes of a 
braki overwrought with gloomy and 

cumbrous 
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cumbrous contemplations,) and whose 
quaint fooleries are as easily detected as 
their needy avidity. What has been my 
pursuit of you ? What have been my 
claims on you ? The very dreadful in¬ 
struments of our preparation, the form 
and circumstance of our meeting, are 
such as human hands could not collect 
without toil and pain, if you can indeed 
believe them to have been the collection 
of human hands ; and what demands 
have been made, but on your acquies¬ 
cence and conviction. Here is a proof, a 
native and intrinsic proof of the reality 
of my office and power, which no sober 
mind can well gainsay, that a number of 
beings should conspire to condemn them¬ 
selves to toil, and pain, and horror, un¬ 
excited, unsolicited, unrewarded, merely 
to persecute and perplex another being, 
over whom they seek no other influence-, 
and who can neither punish nor please 
them, is an outrage to the credulity of 

even 
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even a Montorio. Again, an impostor 
might perhaps stimulate your feelings 
by artificial and well-measured delay, but 
he would beware of protracting this be¬ 
yond its due term of operation, of suf¬ 
fering solicitude to fret itself into im-. 
patience ; but he whose power is beyond 
and unswayed by himself, must await its * 
ebbs and its flows, the rush of its ap¬ 
proach, and the fingerings of its sus¬ 
pension, in passive expectancy, hushed 
and still. Do you remember last night? 
Many times have you trodden that place, 
which only your own human feet have 
ever entered ; before you had been even ~ 
summoned there, I told you I could 
foreshew every event of vour life, yet— 
even yet—I have not the power to de¬ 
clare'it. How many , nights have now- 
witnessed those unuttered and terrible'' 
things, which once obtained a..know* 
ledge and potency for me, now inscru¬ 
tably withheld. . Last night, moved by 
c 3 the.:.- 
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the'danger to which your impetuosity 
opposed you from my ministers, (whose 
services I command, though I cannot 
repress their power or malignity,) I had 
recourse to those deep and dreadful 
extremes, which I once believed no hu¬ 
man cause could demand the use of, or 
no mortal witness; but in vain, the 
master-agent of our movements would 
not be tasked: the earthquake, the 
whirlwind, and the fire were there, but 
he was not there. I wrestled with these 
terrible engines of his coming, I writhed 
in convulsed and fervent agony, and 
were mine the life of nature, the strug¬ 
gles of last night had ended it. It was 
in vain you departed with rage and im¬ 
precations that you would return no 
more. Was this then voluntary and 
artificial ? An agent, whose power and 
movements are his own, exerts them 
without producing auy effect, but fruit¬ 
less toil and angry disappointment!!! 

Is 
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Is this credible? I collect these cir¬ 
cumstances that they may certify to 
you, what the levity- of your mind, 
and your experience of repeated im¬ 
position, tend to conceal, or render in¬ 
different to you ; that my power and 
commission are extrinsic, are involun¬ 
tary, and are real.” 

To this, only part of Ippolito’s answer 
appears: “Whatever was the complexion 
of my mind, when I formerly pursued 
similar objects, it is now totally^ changed ; 
though ever grasping at the secrets of 
another state, and pursuing their at¬ 
tainment under every form and colour 
of probability, I recollect rather feeling 
towards them expectation than belief, 
rather seeking to discover, if they were 
really within mortal reach and capacity, 
than seeking them, because they were. 

“ I think I recollect seeking to these 
professors, and awaiting their fantastic 
exhibitions, in a mixed and not nn- 

„ pleasing 
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pleasing state of suspension, where the 
awful solicitude, from which no mortal 
is exempt, was tempered by the natural 
jealousy of deception, by the experience 
of disappointment and imposition, and 
above all, by the native and inherent 
scepticism of negative experience, which 
is perhaps the only balance that renders 
the terrors of such expectation support¬ 
able, and even grateful. I was, there¬ 
fore unconsciously prepared for every 
event of such meetings, and I at¬ 
tended them with a fortitude, in the 
cause of which many deceive them¬ 
selves. I had curiosity to excite me 
in the pursuit, and possibly to support 
me, had it been successful; I had vigi¬ 
lance, taught by experience, to scruti¬ 
nize into imposition, and I had a shade 
of levity over my mind, the offspring of 
natural and involuntary incredulity, 
which disposed me to laugh at detected 
folly and fraud, with the same facility 

with. 
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with which I would have shuddered at 
the terrible discoveries the other event 
of the meeting would have prepared for 
me: above all, when 1 had-received any 
impression from the strange objects 
which some of them were able to sunir 
mon or to create, I examined and sifted 
it with a tenacity, of which probably 
the motive was curiosity, but of which 
the end was uniformly the discovery of 
deception, of the force of local emotion, 
or of the assemblage of fearful or un¬ 
wonted imagery. Thus, therefore, I con¬ 
tinued to pursue it, hopeless of attaining 
success or certainty in the original ob¬ 
ject of my search, yet gratifying an 
appetite for the marvellous, which re¬ 
peated indulgence had rendered restless, 
and fastidious, and insatiable, and of 
which the sensation resembled that 
which urges us to the theatre, where 
we gaze, delighted by vision and sound, 
but not deceived into reality* 


From 
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From my first conference with you, the 
frame of my mind was totally altered ; 
the severity, the simplicity, the high 
and remote modes of language and ac¬ 
tion I witnessed, struck me with a com¬ 
plicated feeling of fear and confidence, 
of wild joy and supernatural dread I can¬ 
not describe : all I saw was unlike all I 
had before seen. Instead of being mocked * 
by fantastic jargon, I was restrained by 
solemn silence ; instead of being plun¬ 
dered with vulgar rapacity, I was taught 
that all human influence, whether of force 
or of insinuation, was nugatory there; 
instead of commanding, I was com¬ 
manded, and that by an influence view¬ 
less, and impassive, and unsearchable. 
Of all this, the effect has been the irri¬ 
tation of my feelings, almost to madness, 
the inflammation of my curiosity to a 
pitch and point, which 1 believe nothing 
but its very strength and vivid force 
enables me to endure. By ail this ter¬ 
rible 
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rible preparation, a weak mind might 
have been depressed and subjected, and 
have relinquished its object rather than 
encounter the horrors that invested it; 
but mine is an elastic one, and it rises 
with a force and spring proportioned to 
the pressure it lias been urged by. I feel 
all subordinate desires and objects ab¬ 
sorbed by one—the desire to obtain that 
long-withheld and mysteiious something, 
which I seize with such a comprehensive 
grasp of expectancy, that it has no dis¬ 
tinctness of form or name in my thoughts 
—the desire to know all you can dis¬ 
close, or cause me to know. It utterly 
absorbs me; I cease to inquire into the 
truth or evidences of your commission or 
pretensions ; you are anxious to press 
their examination on me—I am indif¬ 
ferent to them. Were it proved to me 
this moment that you were an impostor, 
that all I had witnessed was the very 
fooling of my fear, I would still pursue 

you 
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you with unabated anxiousness, to sup¬ 
ply my feelings with that food for which 
their appetence is famishingand delirious.- 
Talk no more of. delays and proofs, and 
the colei exercise of my faculties ; I tell 
you I am mad—mad, till I am gratified ! 
By what means you have attained this 
influence, I know, not; perhaps it is a. 
part of that strange, power.you say is 
forced on you ; but exert it no longer to 
torture—I am miserable—my day and 
night are one delirious dream; my burn-, 
ing eyes have not tasted sleep for many 
days; the images of the night are ever 
around me: often I smite my arms and 
breast, and rend out handfuls of my 
hair to deaden or distract that pain, 
whose gnawing and fiery keenness seems 
to survive all change of time, and place, 
and motion, to sting me in my broken 
sleep, and live through every hour of 
life. Have mercy on me ! If you can 
do any thing, do it, and let me have 
ease. Montorio.” 

6 


Many 
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Many such letters appear to have 
passed between them, most of which 
contain repetitious of what I have 
now read : on the one side claims 
to some undescribed and mysterious 
power, of which all direct proof was, 
however, withheld, and on the other a. 
continuance of complaint, and entreaty, 
and remonstrance. Whether relief was 
delayed, because it was out of the power 
of the stranger to bestow it, or suspended, 
because he judged suspension would an¬ 
swer his purpose better, it is certain that 
purpose was fully attained. Montorio’s 
mind was wrought to an intense and 
desperate state of feeling; all thoughts, 
and passions, and objects were swallowed 
up by one ; his whole day was passed in 
obscure expectation of the events of the 
night, the night in disappointment of 
that expectation, and the following day 
in the renewal of that dark and feverish 
-hope, which, while it tormented his ex¬ 
istence^ 
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istence, seemed to constitute the very 
principle and spring of it. I have very 
imperfect documents of these melancholy 
times; but it should seem that one night 
Montorio contrived to signify to his con¬ 
ductor, that his mind was burdened with 
many things, which haste and confusion 
would prevent him from committing to 
paper; that he was anxious to discuss 
them in a personal conference ; and that 
if the stranger owned the power he pro¬ 
fessed, he could indulge him with that 
conference under hours and circum¬ 
stances that would prevent the possibility 
of intrusion or discovery. “ I will go,” 
answered the stranger, “ because your 
importunity proceeds from a suspicion 
that I cannot comply with it. I will go, 
therefore, to convince you that no time 
or place have a power in them to repel 
me.” Ippolito wondered mentally, for 
he felt this had been the real motive of 
his request. 


On 
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On the following- night, Ippolito had 
been detained unusually late by an en¬ 
gagement; he returned with the child¬ 
ish joy of a truant; his valet lit him 
to his apartment, but both started back 
on observing a stranger in the room, in 
an uncommon garb, who sat with his 
back to the entrance, and who did not 
rise on their approach. Montorio, im¬ 
mediately discovering his visitor, dis¬ 
missed the terrified servant, and advan¬ 
ced, with some expressions, I suppose r 
of complacency, which his surprise ren¬ 
dered incoherent. “You have forgotten 
your appointment, Signor, but I have 
not neglected mine,” sftid the stranger, 
with a smile somewhat grim. “ I am 
glad you have not,” said Montorio, “ I 
have long wished to see you here.”—•“ I 
am,” answered the stranger, “ a con¬ 
stant though unobserved visitor; nor 
would you, perhaps, be pleased to kuow 
how often I have trod this room, and 
drawn vour curtains, and beheld vou 

sleeping 

L O 
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sleeping in that bed ; nay, how often t 
have passed in the broad light of day* 
and almost touched you as I passed, 
and you beheld me not.”—“ Oh !” said 
Montorio, tossing with impatience, “ is 
it ever to be thus ? am J to be ever abused 
and mocked by a power that is extensive 
and resistless only to torment me ? can. 
you thus control nature, and yet not 
give an individual that intelligence which 
the meanest pretenders to your art will 
endeavour to give at the first conference?” 
“ Because they are pretenders,” said 
the stranger sternly ; “ their very facility 
proves it; your mind, its habits and fa-, 
culties, have been so vitiated b}^ marvel¬ 
lous indulgence, so outraged by lying 
inconsistency, that you cannot easily 
admit the bare forms of reality, the cold 
solemnity of truth ; you have been ac¬ 
customed to the jargon of astrology, the 
fooleries of the wizard, the phosphoric 
blaze, and the spectre of gauze ; you can 

digest 
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digest the idea of beings who can mount 
in cloud and fire, who can yoke the 
spirits of the blast, who can be served by 
the forms of the elements, and discover 
treasures that nature never owned : that 
such should lurk in the hovel of indi¬ 
gence, should depend on plundered cre¬ 
dulity for their subsistence, should shrink 
from the cognizance of earthly power, 
and when detected, want a single friendly 
familiar to save them from ignominy and 
punishment; you can digest this; and 
therefore, to you, he that speaks with 
the simplicity of truth, must appear as 
one that mocketh/’ “ I am, indeed, 
mocked,” said Montorio impetuously, 
“ mocked by my own timidity, by my 
own folly; but, by the living God, I 
will be mocked no more!” He started 
up, he grasped the stranger wildly—- 
“Either satisfy me this moment; tell 
me who and what you are, for what pur¬ 
pose you have fastened on me to haunt 

and 
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and to madden* me, or you never shall 
quit this apartment. By that tremendous 
name I invoked, I will never relax my 
hold till you have told me whom it is I 
speak to.” “ Who I am,” said the 
stranger rising to the question, “ who 
knows, and who can tell? Sometimes I 
do not know myself; yet often I am as 
other men, and do with them the deeds 
of common life. But when that hour 
cometh, when the power is on me—then” 
said he (and his visage lightened, and 
his frame dilated) “ the torrent and the 
tempest shrink from me, the ocean in 
his force retires from me, the founda¬ 
tions fail from under me; then I ride on 
the horses of the night, I pass from re¬ 
gion to region like the shadow, I tread 
the verge of being alone ;—that is my 
term of punishment, and its control is 
terrible; then am I left motionless, wast¬ 
ed, annihilated, on the mountain top, 
in the desert, on the ocean; I feel the 

earthly 
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earthly air breathe on me again, I feel 
the beams that give light to man falling 
soft on me; then I begin to live again. 
—But I hear the feet of mv taskers, 
and I spring onward before the moon 
has set.’’—“ Unimaginable being,” said 
Ippolito with strong emotion, “ shall I 
worship thee as a deity, or shun thee 
as a fiend ? What are those goblin shapes 
that are with you every night? and what 
is it ye do in the bowels of the earth ?”•— 
“ Some of them are my agents, and 
some my punishers; we are a race, of 
beings, of whose existing many have talk¬ 
ed, many have read, and none believed ; 
we can be only known by our properties, 
for our nature who shall tell? the meanest 
of us are employed in the mischiefs of 
creation, the meanest of us toil in the 
mountain and the mine, yell in the tem¬ 
pest, and lash and furrow the flood, edge 
the lightning points, and mix and watch 
the seeds of the pestilence ; but we who 
are of a higher class, Oh ! who shall tell 

the 
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the height of our punishment? It is 
ours to watch over a frame a million times 
more corrupt and distempered—the heart 
of man, and his life, and his actions. 
There is not a deed of blood, there is not 
a deed of horror, there is not a murderer, 
there is not a being whose fate and cir¬ 
cumstances make his species shudder to 
hear or read, but it is ours to lead and 
to prompt, to harden and to inflame, to 
sear the conscience and to steel the arm.” 
—“ And is it for such a purpose I am 
thus haunted ?” interrupted Montorio 
wildly, “ and am I to be—what must 1 
be ? a murderer! a being whose fate shall 
makemankind shudder! Tell me,” he 
exclaimed, seizing the stranger again, 
and almost shouting with vehemence, 
“only tell me, and I forgive you.”— 
“ What your fate will be,” said the 
stranger, “ I can only intimate from 
the eagerness and tumult of the prepara¬ 
tion that accompanied its disclosure to 
me. .1 was,” said he, fixing his eyes 

and 
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and planting his feet, “ in the very cen¬ 
tral core of the earth when I received it, 
and I stood beside you at night.”—“ And 
yet you cannot disclose it, even now—” 
he paused a moment; “ Does this delay 
intimate any thing beside your power of 
suspending your victims ?”—“ I dare 
not flatter you, I have ever found this 
supernatural delay precede the disclosure 
of something of uncommon horror—at 
least I recollect it to have been so in the 
case of your ancestor, Muzio di Mon- 
torio, who lived in the troubles of Mas- 
saniello.”—“ In the troubles of Massa- 
niello, why they were 200 years ago !”— 
“ They were.”—“ And you knew Muzio 
di Montorio, who lived at that time i”— 
“ I did; my knowledge of circumstances, 
which could be known only to a contem¬ 
porary, will prove it He was a man 
proud and irritable ; one of the Girola 
family had obstructed his success both in 
love and fortune; a deadly hate to this 
vol, hi. d man 
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man fixed on Montorio's mind: from 
that moment it became my office to tend 
and observe him. I bore another form 
then ; my prognostics of his fate, which 
were tempting and partial, rouzed his 
curiosity ; I was with him day and night, 
as I am with you, but his fate it was not 
permitted me to tell expressly. Weary 
at length of suspended expectation, and 
disgusted with Naples, where the con¬ 
stant presence of his enemy occurred, he 
prepared to fly from Italy; but he could 
not fly from me: he thought he had, 
however, and proceeded with satisfaction. 
On the dreary hills between Pisa and 
Lucca, he was benighted at a small inn 
on the borders of a forest; he inquired if 
he could pass the night there, and was 
told all the rooms were occupied by the 
Count Girola and his train. Muttering 
curses on the name, he was preparing to 
pass the night in the forest, and brave 
the violence of an approaching storm, 

sooner 
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sooner than enter the roof of his foe, 
when the host recollecting himself, in¬ 
formed him he might have an apartment, 
for he had heard the Count say he would 
pass the night at a kinsman’s of his, 
whose castle was about a mile distant, 
and where his train, after passing the 
night at the inn, not to incommode his 
kinsman, might join him in the morning. 
The image of his enemy, in a lonely 
forest, unattended, unprepared, flashed 
like lightning on the mind of Montorio. 
I was beside him at that moment. He 
bid his attendants halt at the inn, and 
plunged into the forest with blind fury. 
The storm came on ; he saw not who rode 
behind him in it; he saw not what shape 
was in the ghastly light that shone round 
his horse, as the heavy sulphur clouds 
rolled over the forest. But I and others 
were near him—near !—we were above, 
around, within him. He lurked in a 
thicket, a dark, matted, briery thicket, 

n 2 where 
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where by the glancing of the lightning 
he saw a cross erected, in memory of 
murder recently done there. As he be¬ 
held it, I heard him groan, and I be¬ 
lieved my office was rendered void (for a 
moment); but in the next he heard a 
voice which made his teeth grind and 
his flesh shiver; it was the voice of 
Girola, desiring his page, who was on 
foot, and his only attendant, to hold his 
torch lower, as the forest track was dark 
and tangled. Montorio rushed forward; 
the page fled shrieking, and dropt the 
torch. Girola was afterwards found near 
the thicket, horribly butchered ; his skull 
alone had seven deep wounds in it, as if 
the hand that struck him was resolved 
to hunt and extinguish life wherever it 
might linger. Muzio was also found by 
some messengers from the kinsman’s cas¬ 
tle, and by Girola’s train, bareheaded, 
leaping, and raving, for the rage of his 
revenge had deprived him of reason; he 

was 
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was brought back to Naples, tried for 
the murder, and condemned. In prison 
I was again with him, for human hin¬ 
drances are nought to me; he knew me, 
for his reason returned, and acknow¬ 
ledged the truth of my intimation?. I 
was with him in the last terrible hour, 
and wished my being frail and finite like 
his. But it must not be; with me time 
is ever beginning, suffering is ever to be, 
But I talk of myself, and no wonder, 
for every mode of human misery revives 
my own, which mixes with all, partakes 
of all, and yet is distinct from all, by a 
dreadful exemption front solace, or miti¬ 
gation, or end.”—“ This is passing all 
belief.” said Ippolito, who was musing 
and speaking inwardly. “ If we yield to 
these things, if we do not rouze up our 
minds, and put them to the issue, we 
may at once resign ail power and exer¬ 
cise of reason.” He paused, and fixed 
his eyes earnestly on thostranger. “ The 

circum- 
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circumstances you have related are such, 
indeed, as none but a contemporary (or 
one versed in secrets I thought hidden 
from all strangers) could know; yet still 
I listen to you, mazed and reluctant; 
but,” rising and eagerly advancing, “if 
you can give me one proof, one solid, 
masculine proof, that you witnessed 
the transactions of times so distant, I 
will yield, I will believe every thing, I 
will submit to every thing, I will crush 
every thing in my mind that rises against 
or resists you.”—“ I can,” said the stran¬ 
ger, rising also, “ the portrait of Muzio 
is in the next room, take that taper and 
follow me ; survey that picture, the left 
hand rests on a marble scroll; do you 
see the ring on that thumb ?”—“ I do.” 
— “ Nay, but remark it, ’tis most re¬ 
markable, so much so, that it was always 
worn by the owner, and faithfully copied 
in the portrait; it was an antique, found 
in a vault in the demesne of his friend. 

Cardinal 
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Cardinal Lanucci, a man well known in 
the consistory those days, and presented 
by him to Muzio ; you have observed it, 
now look here.” He showed the ring on 
the forefinger of his right hand ; “ you 
must often have heard of this ring, you 
must have heard it disappeared with 
Muzio, and that your family deplored 
the loss of it; he gave it to me almost 
in his last moments,, for I was with him 
then; and now,” said he with an unut¬ 
terable look, “ now he is with me.” 
Ippolito was so absorbed in wonder at 
the circumstance, of which it was not 
easy to dispute the evidence, that he 
even forgot the constant subject of his 
solicitude and inquiry, and suffered him 
to depart without question or delay. As 
he was quitting the apartment, which 
looked into the street; a t number of 
monks passed along, who were going to 
visit a dying man, and who elevated the 
host for adoration as they went; Ippo¬ 
lito, 


56 
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lito, scarcely waking from his trance, 
paid the short form of habitual worship, 
but the stranger turned away discon¬ 
certed and perturbed. 

Ippolito felt delight at his departure; 
this last circumstance impressed him with 
the terror that attends^he doubtful pre¬ 
sence of something'not good; and he 
leant from the window, half expecting 
to see him dissolve in air or flame as he 
quitted the palace. But it was now broad 
day, and he saw his strange visitor pass 
with slow and visible motion down the 
Strada di Toledo. 

But the impression which the confer¬ 
ence was intended to convey soon revived, 
and Ippolito describes it as most strange 
and peculiar. He writes, that when he 
awoke from his noon-day sleep (now the 
only one he took), the first sensation he 
experienced was a consciousness of new 
agency, a new view of existence, a clear 
and thorough perspective, in which the 

modes 
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inodes of life lay before him, not as they 
appear to the human mind, mixed, un¬ 
certain, and obscure, possessing an eter¬ 
nal power of exciting expectation by no¬ 
velty, and tempting solicitude by doubt, 
but all equally near and familiar, and, as 
it were, in the same plane to his mental 
eye, as if by some optical deception alt 
the distant objects of a long journey were 
at once rendered equally large, and strik¬ 
ing, and palpable, to one who had but 
just set out on it. 

But the effect of this extraordinary , 
approximation was not to make him sati¬ 
ated by the nearness, or weary of the 
familiarity of these objects; no, he felt 
bis mind as it were hedged up and pressed 
on by them, with a force which no other 
could interpose between or remit; his 
powers seemed not to be occupied, but 
compressed, not ambitious of enlarge¬ 
ment, but incapable of dilation ; to him 
there was but one course to be followed, 

D 3 but 


58 RATAL REVENGE ; OR, 

but one act to be done. He felt like one 
whose fate is already told, and to whom 
no future cHscovery can reveal any object 
of toil or of solicitude ; there was there¬ 
fore within him a strange passiveness, 
that yet did not exclude the highest de¬ 
gree of busy excitement. He felt some 
great event was not to be wrought, but 
to be waited for ; all the dullness of lin¬ 
gering expectation was superseded by 
this great event being as it were placed 
in contact with his mind, in place of 
tumultuous preparation; there was there¬ 
fore an earnest awaitment, and amid the 
most vigorous mental emotions he pos¬ 
sessed an entire animal calm. When he 
arose and went abroad, and looked around 
him, those whom he met, and their pur¬ 
suits, appeared to him indescribably 
vague, and trivial, and hollow. He men¬ 
tally wondered how men could be en¬ 
gaged in pursuits whose attainment was 
not certain, or in views whose objects 

were 
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were distant and indefinite. A million 
of times in that day he said to himself, 
“ How can these beings exercise such 
alacrity and zeal for they know not what? 
they cannot see the events of another 
hour, yet they push on with eagerness 
in their eye, and activity in their motion. 
How dreadfully flat and vacant would 
such pursuit be to me! in me the clear 
and certain view of supernatural disclo¬ 
sure justifies the utmost energy of mo¬ 
tion, as well as the utmost patience of 
expectation.” But when his mind had 
partly recovered from the glare which 
this new light had poured on it, and the 
artificial nearness in which it had placed 
the objects it disclosed, he began to in¬ 
quire what new light had indeed been 
poured on his mind , or what new object 
had been discovered by its help ? None ! 
The intimation of his fate had been con¬ 
veyed in the most general terms of doubt¬ 
ful prediction ; something had been re¬ 
vealed. 
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vealed, but without circumstance or con¬ 
nection ; all that can prompt inquiry, or 
distinguish between our own conjecture 
and tbe information of others, was con¬ 
cealed. But enough had been told to 
fill the high-minded and romantic Ippo- 
lito with delight while he thought of it; 
his fate was to be no vulgar one (by the 
agent employed to announce it) ; he was 
not to fall with the unknown, nor lie 
with those that are not remembered: 
something great, terrible, or tragical was 
to mark the close of his course. 

Before the day ended he had mentally 
rehearsed, and compared, and applied all 
the circumstances of high and distin¬ 
guished endings of life he could remem¬ 
ber; calculated what relation the most pro¬ 
bable of them could bear to the period of 
his own ; and, clothed in the array of vi¬ 
sionary heroism, beheld life and death 
pass before him with indifference. Such 
was his propensity to the romantic and 

the 
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the marvellous, and such his thirst for 
distinction, that the gratification of these 
primitive feelings of his nature was not 
only a balance for the view of near and 
expected dissolution, but even for those 
more dark and disastrous intimations 
which the stranger suggested relative to 
the usual complexion of the fate of those 
to whom he was appointed to predict it. 
The triumph of these high-wrought and 
vivid feelings was short; he was about 
to exchange the pride of gratified solici¬ 
tude, the stirrings of noble expectation, 
the dream of high-fated and heroic vi- 
sionry, for doubt, which he believed to 
be gone, and for remorse, which he 
thought never would arrive. 

I do not know whether for some days 
after this visit he saw the stranger ; I ra¬ 
ther imagine not, for he had again leisure 
and relaxation of mind sufficient to min¬ 
gle in society : such is the power of habit 
over minds even in the highest state of 

excitement. 
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excitement. This I collect from his next 
page, which, though sufficiently inco¬ 
herent, informs me he was engaged to a 
fete at the villa of the Countess Verano, 
near the foot of the mountain. The villa 
was not sufficiently large to contain the 
numerous company, who intended to 
stay for some days, and most of the ca¬ 
valiers passed the night in temporary 
buildings which were scattered through 
the demesne, furnished with refreshments 
in the day, and illuminated in the even¬ 
ing. To one of these Ippolito retired ; 
but the balmy moonlight and air that 
came mingled like one element through 
the bowery lattice of his hut, refreshed 
him more than sleep, and he arose and 
feasted silently. He had not been long 
at the window when he thought he saw 
the figure of a man, whose habit and 
gesture were strange, advancing from 
the trees, and moving with caution and 
fear. Whether his mind was fatigued by 

dissipation, 
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dissipation, or whether he saw no resem¬ 
blance in this object to any that might 
excite an apprehension, he observed it 
and saw it disappear without an inquiry. 
Soon after he retired to his rustic bed; the 
lamps had been long extinguished ; but 
the moon shone full through the foliage 
of the casement, and once accidentally 
raising his eyes, on thinking that light 
obstructed, he fancied he saw the face 
of a man at the casement, looking in 
earnestly: even this made only a mo¬ 
mentary impression on him, and he was 
soon asleep. We are utterly the creatures 
of time and place; had the day been 
passed in solitude, had his dormitory 
been at a distance from the habitations 
of others, had there been an impression 
on his mind, like the expectation of 
some fearful thing, much slighter appear¬ 
ances would have rouzed him. He slept 
not long, however, he was awakened by 
a glare of light and a pressure on his 

breast; 
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breast; lie attempted to rise, but could 
not, and when he was able to distinguish 
objects, he saw the stranger bending 
over him : there was a wild force in his 
expression and gestures, aud a combina¬ 
tion of the fantastic and horrible in his 
appearance that made Ippolito shrink as 
from a spectre. A long, dark robe was 
his only covering, on which the charac¬ 
ters and emblems were, some of them too 
obscure, and some too wild for exami¬ 
nation. It was fastened by a cincture, 
on which the word “ mystery” was in¬ 
scribed ; his long arms were bare, his 
long black hair streamed around him, 
but the temples were bound by a circle 
of fire, whose points blazed in the eyes 
of Ippolitoas he looked upward. “Awake, 
arise, Ippolito di Montorio, arise and 
come with me!”—-“Who are you? and 
wherefore are you come? and whither 
must I go?”—“ The hour is come, stay 
not to question; the power, which no¬ 
thing 
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tiling can resist, is come; stay not to 
question.” As he spoke, he disappeared. 
On what a subtle hinge do our motions 
turn ? Had the stranger but waited to 
repeat his injunction, or allow time for 
expostulation, Montorio would probably 
have been checked by the delay, and for* 
borne to accompany him; but his de¬ 
parture had an air of independence in it 
that impelled Montorio to follow him 
involuntarily. He had lain down in his 
vest, and now wrapping his mantle round 
him, soon overtook his conductor; the 
latter proceeded with a speed that did 
not move but glide. Ippolito with all the 
vigour of youth and expectation scarcely 
could keep pace with him; wherever 
they went, all seemed buried in sleep, 
and without exchanging a word, or re¬ 
mitting their speed, they reached the 
suburbs of Naples. The bandage was 
again put on, and Ippolito conducted to 
the subterranean passage. What his feel¬ 


ings 
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ings were at this moment, he probably 
had not leisure to remember or describe. 
A man who, inflamed by dissipation, is 
roused from sleep, and plunged among 
objects of terror, can only tell of a mixt 
and tumultuous state, in which, though 
all was unpleasant, nothing was distinct. 
The first clear impression that such a 
person would experience, would probably 
be from an object affecting not his mind 
but his senses: and consistently with 
this, he says, that when the bandage 
excluded from him the distraction of ex¬ 
ternal things, when the echoes of that 
passage smote his ear, and his breath 
was driven back by the dark and heavy 
air, the mist that had obscured his mind 
and senses seemed to disperse, and he 
became suddenly and keenly capable of 
reflexion. His first sensation was delight, 
a proud and eager delight, that welcomed 
an object so remote and long desired, 
not without an awe, such as his present 

circum* 
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circumstances suggested, and such as the 
romantic mind loves. But while he was yet 
in the confusion of sudden joy, a strange 
feeling came to his heart, a doubtful terror, 
such as he had never before known, was 
on him ; to bodily fear he was a stranger. 
He spoke of this sensation as the inward 
and sensible motion of a power above 
him, a power that impressed the evidence 
of its own agency by a resistless con¬ 
sciousness, an intimate peculiarity, which 
cannot be communicated but cannot be 
mistaken. The stranger felt his steps 
faulter—he paused—“ I am out of 
breath,” said he, “ and this air suffo¬ 
cates and repels me .”—“ That is not 
your motive for pausing,” said his con¬ 
ductor ; “ I acknowledge it is not,” said 
Ippolito, “ there is a feeling within me, 
such as no time, or place, not even this, 
with all its circumstances, ever suggested 
to me before; it tells me to return, it 
tells me to visit these haunts, to proceed 
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in this business, no further. I wonder at 
the sudden change of my mind and 
views, I wonder at the gulf that seems 
to have opened between me and my most 
vital pursuit, at this utter dampness and 
despondency that has struck to my heart’s 
core; it makes me an astonishment to 
myself: but I believe it to be the intima¬ 
tion of a power either within me or above 
me, and this hesitation is, not to obey 
but to ascertain it.” The stranger paused 
for some time. “ The sensation you de¬ 
scribe, you do not know the cause of; 
nor would any hour or place, but those 
in which we now are, justify me in its 
disclosure; it is part of the influence of 
this most signal night, part of the in¬ 
fluence felt by all, by the traveller in his 
lonely journey, who hurries on at this 
moment, he knows not why ; by the re¬ 
tired man, who trims his lamp to repel 
the solitary feeling that comes to his 
heart; nay, by the very child, who 
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waking now shudders a prayer, and tries 
to hide itself under sleep. The influence 
of this hour is felt by all, and misunder¬ 
stood by all; they judge of it by their 
various superstitions of time and place: 
it is the presence of our master that hangs 
in the elements, darkening the night, 
and sending fear into the souls of men. 
This influence is now felt by you, but 
mixing it up with your habitual feelings,, 
you mistake it for a monition from a 
power that reaches not here.” 

This new appeal to his curiosity made 
Ippolito at once forget his doubt and hesi¬ 
tation. “ Who is your master, let me look 
on him ?”—“ He has neither name, nor 
form, nor symbol of existence.”—“ How 
then can you know that he is present 
with you?”—“ By signs, which cannot 
be told to man.”—“ And is it his pre¬ 
sence you have required so long, and 
will it now enable you to reveal my fate 
to me clearly and faithfully? is this the 

great 
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great opportunity so long withheld? shall 
I know all to-night?”—“ Whatever is to 
be known, must be known to-night; 
though uninvoked and invisible, he is 
present with us, and all things are pos¬ 
sible. I have neglected nothing to pre¬ 
pare me for the business; you saw me 
surrounded by fires, the relics of the 
grave, and the blood of dead men ; but 
what hands arrayed me in them,” said 
he in a deeper tone, “ you could not 
see.”—“ Proceed,” said Ippolito eagerly, 
“ if indeed you have such power, and 
this be its hour of exercise; if I shall 
learn to-night what no mortal power can 
unfold, it is the very pitch of my enthu¬ 
siasm, the very point and sum of my vi¬ 
sionary ambition, and I will follow you, 
though my steps faulter, and my mind 
sicken with some unutterable presage; 
but if this be a night of disappointment, 
by him whose name I dare not name in 
this den of sorcery I will enter it no more. ” 
5 , His 
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His conductor enjoined silence, and 
led him onward; they descended. Ip- 
polito endeavoured to collect all the 
strength of his mind for what he believed 
to be a signal, even if a fictitious strug¬ 
gle ; but such were the terrors of the 
place, and such the impression, utterly 
distinct from deception or professional 
imposture that attended the words and 
movements of his companion, that he 
sought in vain for that relief which the 
belief of having only to do with beings 
like ourselves always affords to the terrors 
of such an encounter. He endeavoured 
intently to recall to his memory impres¬ 
sions of former awe, expunged by disco¬ 
veries of former deception; but there 
was no resemblance either in the modes 
or agents to qualify his present emotions 
with the suspicion that they were excited 
in vain, and he continued his silent pro¬ 
gress in that unpleasant state of mind in 
which receding expectation is pursued 
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by advancing fear, and the apprehension, 
having gone too far, is aggravated by 
the doubt that it is possible to return. 
They went on, however, without inter¬ 
ruption until they arrived at that place of 
which I could get no description except 
from sudden starts and exclamations of 
horror. The bandage was removed. Ippo- 
11 to observed, that every object bore a 
different aspect on this night from any 
he had seen on his preceding visits; 
whatever strange appearances used to 
meet or greet him on his entrance, were 
now removed or silent. As he passed 
through the vault, the former ministers 
of fear were stretched around him in deep 
sleep, and as he walked among them (the 
blazing and up-pointed hairs of his con¬ 
ductor his only light), some of them 
shuddered and some moaned, some of 
them laughed and some gibbered inar¬ 
ticulately, and pointed towards him. “ Of 
those forms,” said the stranger, “ the 

living 


THE FAMILY OF MONTORIO. 73 

living spirits are now absent; for, ever 
before they meet their master, they have 
a short space of rest and remission; it 
would weary the imagination to follow 
their flight now, where they are con¬ 
tending with contending elements, or 
shooting on the track of the meteor when 
he careers beyond this bourne of earth, 
and suspends them over the unknown 
vast, ‘ without form and void.’ Of those 
that haunt the habitation of man, it is 
easier to guess the pastime; some are 
weaving the dim and ghastly visions of 
the sick, some are searing the sleep of 
the guilty with sounds of remembered 
voices, and forms that they thought sleep 
would shut out; some hide in ruins, 
from which they send wailing voices, 
that seem like bodings of fearful things 
to the belated passenger, or lights that 
lure him to the den of the robber, or the 
brow of the precipice; and some in the 
dwellings of the dead, where they do 
vol. hi. e things, 
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things, such as crazy superstition, or 
the howling maniac never dreamed of.” 
On Ippolito's mind, this assemblage of 
terrible imagery produced no additional 
effect; he had wound it to a fearful 
■pitch, even to that of all others to our 
nature the most repugnant, which, lay¬ 
ing aside all the softnesses and levities 
of life, prepares to look upon the un¬ 
clothed and unqualified, and near-brought 
nakedness of death. He said, he felt 
within him a* dark strength, a stubborn 
and horrid force of mind, as if he were 
determined! to be revenged on any ter¬ 
rors the discoveries of the night might 
prepare for him, by contemning and 
defying them, for so strong was the 
impression of the reality and certainty of 
what was about to be disclosed to him, 
that he had no more idea of resisting 
or evading it, than if a voice from hea¬ 
ven had declared it to him. In this 
ferocious sullenness, therefore, his mind 

took 
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took shelter, and though he endea¬ 
voured to exchange it for that resig¬ 
nation of which he had heard moralists 
talk, and- which he felt to he the more 
appropriate feeling of that crisis, yet 
still the natural resentment of an op¬ 
pressing force, the native abhorrence 
of having our liberty abridged, and our 
path hedged up and carved out for us, 
(even by a superior power, and of the 
knowledge of whose precise operations 
our pursuit has been eager and inces¬ 
sant,) filled him with emotions gloomy, 
perturbed, and rebellious. What were 
the peculiar rites of this signal, night 
I know not, nor whether the. presence of 
the evil one superseded the. attendance 
of his ministers, who w r ere absent on 
their goblin devices, but after describing 
his feelings in lines of which the tremor 
is yet visible, Ippolito went on to tell 
me he was left alone and in utter dark¬ 
ness, in some remote part of this im- 
F. 2 mense 
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xnense space, (which he described as 
a territory under ground,) with injunc¬ 
tions neither to speak nor move, but to 
see, and to mark what he beheld. By 
what means he was to see in utter dark¬ 
ness, he could not conjecture, till at a 
distance he beheld a small blue flame 
rise before him, it spread and enlarged 
gradually, and ascending to a vast 
height, stood, without any of the flicker¬ 
ing or volatile appearance of fire, a fixed 
and voluminous curtain of vapour. Its 
light, though strong and distinct, but 
partially discovered the extent of the 
vault, its dusky and ill-defined roof, and 
those parts of it whose limits pressed 
on the edge of the flame, were faintly 
visible ; into the recesses of deeper 
darkness that spread around him, Ip- 
polito felt not inclined to look. Mean¬ 
while, the body of the flame, slowly 
diminishing and dividing, was sus¬ 
pended in a luminous arch, within 

which 
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which appeared a black reflecting sur¬ 
face, which filled the whole interval, and 
which Ippolito compared to a mirror of 
black marble. He gazed intently ; se¬ 
veral undefined forms chased each other 
over the surface, and were lost in the 
columns that formed its frame. At 
length, a full distinct form appeared di¬ 
rectly opposite to him; it was, in a modern 
garb, the face was concealed, the ges¬ 
tures indicated distraction and dismay; 
Ippolito, as yet unconscious of the in¬ 
telligence they were to convey, watch¬ 
ed its motions fixedly. Had the figure 
availed itself of every mode of speech 
and expression, it could not have con¬ 
veyed more, powerfully the idea of a 
being impelled by a power resistless and 
invisible, to some deed or object, from 
which it shrunk, sometimes with humili¬ 
ty of deprecation, sometimes with devices 
of evasion, and sometimes with convul¬ 
sions 
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sions of resistance, still the power that 
acted on it appeared to increase in 
strength and effect, and its progress 
towards this>event appeared more rapid ; 
its motions were now most strongly indi¬ 
cative of fear, irresolution, and reluct¬ 
ance; like the animals who are said to be 
within the sphere of fascination, it shi¬ 
vered, and parleyed,'and retreated, every 
motion a start, and every limb in a 
struggle of aversion that protracted the 
misery it endeavoured to shun in vain. 
At length with a vehement impulse he 
snatched the dagger, to which its hand 
had been often involuntarily directed, 
and threw it from him with the force of 
one who wishes to remove from him an 
object of temptation, and appeared to 
regard it for some time as a respite from 
internal persecution, but in a short time 
the influence appeared to operate again, 
again he appeared to make the faint yet 
desperate struggles of one who knows 

that 
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that all struggles are-bootless. With a 
quivering and yet a straining-motion-he 
approached the place where the dagger 
lay-; often receding, his feet bore him 
to the spot; often wincing at the touch, 
his hand at length grasped it strenu¬ 
ously; but then all further power or 
means of delay seemed to cease. The 
figure rose severely erect, as if every 
nerve were forcibly dilated, and the 
whole man wretched and wound to a. 
pitch of unnatural energy, and then 
moved away with a motion, which an 
effort at swiftness,, struggling with the 
warped and contracted state of the mus¬ 
cles, rendered frightful. The figure and 
his motions c.onveyed~one idea so power¬ 
fully to Ippolito that, on his disappearing, 
he exclaimed aloud, he, is going to mur¬ 
der someone!” Almost as he spake, a 
cry came to his ear, not like the.cry 
of individual agony, but as if all the 
terrors of a last dying groan were mixed 

with 
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with the shriek of those who look upon 
some direful thing. Ippolito's hair 
stood erect at that sound. The figure 
reappeared, his actions now were the 
ravings of despair, his garments were 
splashed with blood, and he held the 
dagger with the gesture of one whose 
horror has rendered him insensible that 
he holds the witness of his condem¬ 
nation. A confused sound was then 
heard, and several dim figures appeared 
on the tablet, Ippolito heard the rattling 
of chains, mixed with the toll of a bell, 
and that hum of preparation which ac¬ 
companies some event of moment, the 
agonies of the phantom seemed to re¬ 
double, and Ippolito instantly compre¬ 
hended that the punishment of his crime 
was approaching. In a short time, 
figures in the habits of executioners sur¬ 
rounded him, in the struggles of despair 
he broke from their gripe, and falling on 
his knees and stretching out his arms 

with 


THE FAMILY OF MONTORIO. 81 

with the gesture of one who addresses 
heaven, not to appeal, but to accuse, 
the covering fell from his face, and 
Mon'torio darting towards him beheld his 
own. The figures disappeared, the sheet 
of blue fire closed over the tablet, and 
sinking into the floor with a faint hiss, 
expired. Ippolito was silent for some 
moments, from the struggle of feelings 
that almost suffocated him ; at length 
rage, and amazement, and horror, found 
vent in a storm of execration and fury. 
It is impossible to conceive with what 
abhorrence his mind, so high-toned, so 
ambitious, even romantic in virtue, and 
impracticably rigid in its system of ho¬ 
nour, with what abhorrence it must 
have struggled with the idea of un- 
dergoing the vilest of punishments for 
the vilest of crimes. There is a deli¬ 
cacy too, taught by early luxury, and 
the indulgences and exemptions of rank, 
that shrinks from the debasing circum- 
e 3 


stances 
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stances which attend the commission 
and the punishment of a crime, with 
as much'native antipathy as virtue feels 
at the crime itself, and which is often 
a security for the forbearance of evil 
in minds where the purer principle is 
absent. Ippolito' was all outraged, and 
inflamed, and revolted, and the appear¬ 
ance of the stranger, on whose entrance 
the'vault was lit again, only gave his 
rage an object. “ Monster,” he roared, 
“ was it for this I was drawn hither, 

1 to be abused by a wizard lie, a damned 
.prediction, which no heavenly power 
could doom ! nor you, nor all your host 
• of fiends, nor Satan himself, could'tempfe 
me - to realize? Was it for this l watched 
and-waited,' was it ! for this - I resigned 
' the’peace'of my existence, and the wel¬ 
fare of my soul," that I sought the hauiits 
I believe of demons, and yielded myself 
up to you, their leader, thou drehimage, 
tthou Beelzebub, . prince of the devils, 

-to 
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■t$> he told that I am—that I must be—* 
Oh ! it choaks my utterance, it blasts my 
lungs to speak it—what?—a-murderer; 
a skulking murderer ; dragged from his 
hiding-hole by the hands of the common 
executioner, that does his vile office .on 
the beasts of the people—monster !’’ 

The :burning tears of rage burst 
out in spite of him, the stranger 
stood unmoved. Whom do you ac¬ 
cuse? You would behold your.fate, and 
you hate beheld : it.”—“ Impossible! 
wretch ! liar ! r impossible"!—Do I not 
know myself? Would .1 ; not.searchtp.ut 
and stab with my sword, my.very.heart’s 
core, if it could ' harbour a . thought t.of 
depravity ? Had I been represented 
struggling with.au open, armed foe frhad 
I been, represented acting in,the.fever.of 
passion, (though , even- so I could.-not 
vwound it he unprepared,) had.it bee.n 
aught but this, I would have borne -it, 
though the perspective was filled with 
J racks 
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racks and fire. But this—what pretext 
—what device—what excuse?—I have 
not an enemy on earth ; no, by heaven ! 
I am as void of hatred as I am of fear. 
But why do I linger? Let me from this 
cursed den : the very air breathes lies 
and witchery ; I am infected while I 
stay here; the very consciousness of 
a crime is stealing on me; I am 
tempted to do something vile and guilty; 
and may all the horrors, the indig¬ 
nities, the low-sunk depravity I am me¬ 
naced with, fall on me, if I ever from 
this right enter your haunts, or have 
int'uonrse of any shape or circum¬ 
stance, or any pretext or temptation 
with you 01 your associates, be they 
fiends, or impostors, or what they may; 
nay, if I do not from this night re¬ 
nounce all pursuit or search of this 
damned art, that curses alike with sus¬ 
pense or certain ty.”—“ Go,” said the 
stranger, still sternly calm, “go, and 
6 the 
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the fulfilment of your curse go with 
you, for from henceforth it shall ever 
seem as if this vault indeed engulphed 
you, as if your view was bounded by 
its darkness, and your thoughts filled 
with its terrors ; what you have seen 
or heard this night shall never leave 
your mind's eye ; wherever you are you 
shall remember me.”—“ I will lose 
my memory first, in drunkenness or 
madness ; I will drink mandragora and 
opium, I will have a drum beat on my 
head when the thought of you is there.” 
—“ That is but temporary, you will 
remember me in the hour of your guilt.” 
— “Liar!”—You will remember me 
in the dungeon.”—Ippolito stopt his 
ears.—“ You will remember me on the 
scaffold, and the image of him you have 
murdered will be scarce more terrible than 
the image of him you have belied and 
spurned.” 

“ The image of him I am to murder !” 

said 
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said Ippolito, who had in vain endea¬ 
voured to shut out the deep voice of 
the stranger, “Where is it? Is it near 
roe?”—“ It is,” replied the unknown, 
“ with myriads of other unclothed 
embryos of future horror; here the 
shapes of things untold are assembled ; 
spirits that tempt, and spirits that pu¬ 
nish, are here awaiting their task, and 
.howling for their prey in these un¬ 
travelled spaces. You cannot see their 
form, nor hear their sound as they sweep 
past you; yet how many are gathered 
around you now ! For, on this signal 
night, myriads are assembled to attend 
their master and mine.” Ippolito, who 
was quitting: the. vault, though he-knew 
neither passage nor direction,, hesitated ,*• 
•his mind was in that state when the 
violence of its agitation is favourable 
.to the.most improbable and contradic¬ 
tory impressions, but in which it always 
seeks a relief to its distrained and over¬ 
wrought 
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wrought frame in an extreme, and there¬ 
fore if it deviate from one, certainly 
declines to another. At such a moment, 
the temptation of his habitual curiosity 
so critically suggested, and the near 
prospect of its gratification, combined 
with the impression of sincerity, which 
the stranger’s unyielding calmness in¬ 
voluntarily conveyed to him, wrought 
a strange and sudden change in the 
whole frame of his feelings. He re¬ 
turned slowly, and faultered out, “ Can 
you-indeed shew me the form*'of him 
whom I am doomed—”.he could not say 
to murder. That I know not,” said 
tlie stranger, who during ’their con¬ 
ference had never changed his posture 
or expression. “ Unfeeling ■ and un¬ 
yielding that you are,” said Ippolito, re¬ 
lapsing into passion,'“is this ;tny • an¬ 
swer ? Is this the way you relieve : the 
wretch whom you-upbraid for leaving 
_you? Why should I stay? You have 

_ poured 
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poured fire into my brain, and poison in 
my heart, and now when I turn to the 
only resource you have left me, you 
mock me with a cold, lingering, doubt¬ 
ful answer By whatever power you 
serve and fear, I adjure you, adjure you 
earnestly, terribly, by the convulsions 
of a broken spirit, by the ruins of a 
mind which none but you could bow 
down to weakness, I adjure you, grant 
me this last, wretched boon; let me 
grow familiar with the wickedness of 
my own heart, nor feel these revolt- 
ings, as if the motions within me were 
caused by the possession of a demon.” 

The stranger spoke not, moved not, 
saw not, his arms were uplifted, his head 
thrown back, the . whites only of his 
eyes were visible, and though not a lijnb 
moved, the folds of his garment rose and 
spread as if they partook of some inward 
motion. Ippolito, almost insensible of 
what he saw, and possessed but by one 

object, 
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object, repeated his importunities with 
aggravated vehemence; again and again 
he grasped the unknown by the arm, 
and shook his garments, and shrieked 
his petition in the agonies of delirious 
impatience. “ Away !” groaned a voice, 
that seemed to come an immeasurable 
distance; “ away ! I am with my mas¬ 
ter now; he comes, he comes, where 
mace neither measures nor reaches, 
thresh the viewless and the void.” 
Ippolito, inflamed not deterred, only 
raised his voice, and redoubled his ea¬ 
gerness ; his feelings became frenzy, his 
voice a roar, he supplicated, he menaced, 
he cursed, he defied with daring pro¬ 
vocation, the presence of the master¬ 
spirit, and threatened with extermina¬ 
tion the stranger, his ministers, the 
haunts of their resort, and every agent 
and instrument of their accursed doings. 
At this outrage the stranger shivered, 
and half starting from his trance, looked 

around 


00 FATAL REVENGE; *0«, 

around with a glazed, unawakened eye : 
“ Who hath brought him here?” he 
murmured; “The .terror of his pre¬ 
sence-be upon him —“ Let them be 
upon me,” raved Ippolito, “ let nie 
have something to confront and to con¬ 
tend with ; I dare him*; he shrinks from 
me ; let him come ; if he be more ter¬ 
rible than these dens of horror have yet 
•shewn me, if he be what I can but be¬ 
hold and die, if he blast my eyes J ,a 0 
the livid lightning of hell, let him come; 
I dare him; does he hear me ? yes, I 
dare him ; let the echoes of his temple 
bear to him my shout, my laugh of de¬ 
fiance.” He burst iuto a horrid laugh. 

At these last sounds the stranger shriek¬ 
ed ; his shriek, so wild and unearthlike, 
was echoed from a hundred parts of 
the vault, and all the crowd of strange 
shapes, and many he had never before 
beheld, surrounded him in a moment; 
the cavern rung with their cries, a com¬ 
motion 
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• motion like an earthquake shook every 
place and object, self-moved lights 
darted through the darkness; a sound 
like the moans of the dying, borne on 
the wind of midnight, rose, and increas¬ 
ing as it spread, filled the vault, till the 
maddened ear sought in vain the cause 
of its torture in the dizzy roar that op¬ 
pressed it: Oh, there is no telling the 
terrors of that hour; if a being could he 
supposed to be plunged for a moment 
into Tophet, and retain his vital powers 
and reason, such I believe, would .lie 
describe it on his return, if the power 
of description remained to him. I re¬ 
collect some expressions of Ippolito's 
which described it with the energy of 
personal suffering. “ The very dead 
forms and characters that were on the 
walls, at this moment came to a horrid 
state of partial existence, they crawled and 
shuddered with a motion like life ; the 
•very reptiles, of size and form such as is 
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never seen in tlie upper world, seemed 
endued with a strange consciousness, 
and rose erect some, and some uttered 
sound, and some looked and stared with 
ghastly intelligence.” 

Amid this scene what an object mustlp- 
polito have presented, the bold and beau¬ 
tiful outline of his figure appearing amid 
the fires and darkness, and witched shapes 
of that meeting, his sword .drawn, his ha¬ 
bit thrown back, his eye and cheek kind- 
lingintofrenzy, heightened with the pecu¬ 
liar wildness of supernatural terror. The 
stranger awoke from his trance; he 
arose ; he grasped his arm, and looking 
on him with an eye that seemed to see 
other forms : “Come,” said he, “you 
who compel the powers of the night, and 
of the nether world, come with me.”— 
“ Swear then, that you will shew me 
that form, the form of him who is to 
make me a villain ; if I can but behold 
him, I will sit down in passive wretch¬ 
edness, 
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edness, and resist no more ; shew me but 
that form—” “ You shall behold him.” 

—“ Lead me then where you will-” 
Again he was led to a space so re¬ 
mote that it seemed as if the immense 
extent of this place was suddenly be¬ 
come doubly immense, yet -their mo¬ 
tion was so quick that the rage and 
uproar seemed to have ceased at once. 
No sound was near them, their steps did 
not seem to emit any, the damp and 
foggy dullness of the coarse medium which 
could scarce be called air, seemed to ab¬ 
sorb every impression ; the single light 
the stranger bore, did not permit them to 
penetrate into the thick darkness, more 
than the arm could extend. They pro¬ 
ceeded in utter silence ; there was a chil¬ 
ling remoteness from life, within and 
around them. Ippolito had no consci¬ 
ousness of any thing, till he found they 
had stopped and entered a dark chamber, 
or rather another rude recess in these 

endless 
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endless passages. Some object, dark, 
and muffled, lay in a corner; but Ippo- 
lito’s sight bad been too long stimulated 
by glaring and unnatural impressions to 
regard it. “In a few moments,” said 
the unknown, “ you will be cursed, like 
the rest of your species, with the fulfil¬ 
ment of your own wishes; what, in com¬ 
passion to you, I would have withheld, 
I can now withhold no longer. The 
lord of the night, compelled by outrage 
and defiance, has come, in the fullness 
of his terrible potency he has come, and 
I am forced by that presence to deal 
with you without the mercy of reserve or 
delay.”—“Therefore,” said Ippolito with 
eager weariness, “ I pray, you be speedy; 
soon let me know what is yet to be done 
or suffered. I tell you I am in the very 
weakness of desperation ! Do not there¬ 
fore speak, for I can no longer hear ; my 
head is hot, and my mind wondrous 
heavy. Let something be done, and 

quickly, 
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quickly, while I am yet equal to it. I 
could, methinks, grasp at fire, or drink 
fresh blood, as if I were-in the common 
wavs and habits of nature. How Ions: 
this searing of the mind will last, I know 
not; make your tool of me now, lam 
in your power.”—“ There- is something 
yet to be done,” said the stranger draw¬ 
ing very near him, “ to recognize and 
to propitiate the presence of our master, 
a deed must be done, a deed without a 
name, which sounds foully in the ears; 
of nature. Have you not sometime heard, 
that the power with whom we deal re¬ 
quires the spilling of blood as the test ?” 
—“ I have heard of these things be¬ 
fore,” said Ippolito speaking quick and 
low, and fixing his eyes on a- point; 
“ and the dreams that used to terrify 
childhood, are they become the acts of 
the man ? those things so dark, so dis¬ 
tant, are they indeed brought so near to 
me ? Be it so: here is my sword, from 
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what part are the drops to be drawn 
that seal this mystery of iniquity?” He 
bared and held out his arm. “ Not 
tliac,” said the stranger, “ it is not that; 
the sacrifice is already prepared, and you 
are not to be the victim, but the one 
who must offer it. Such victims with 
us are common ; credulity or fear sup¬ 
plies them every day.” 

As he spoke, he approached that ob¬ 
scure object, and drew off part of the co¬ 
vering that concealed it. Ippolito beheld 
a naked human breast, the rest of the bo¬ 
dy, head, and limbs were concealed in a 
dark drapery, that fell also over the rude 
block, on which it appeared extended and 
fastened as on an altar. “ Here is the 
victim prepared,” said the stranger, “ he 
cannot fly or resist, he cannot discover 
or upbraid; the movements of the dead 
are not further from the light or know¬ 
ledge of life than what is done in this 
vault; here is the weapon,” giving him 
* a small 
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a small dagger, “ strike firm and sure, 
the presence of our master requires this 
attesting act, and all shall then be 
known.”—“ Never,” replied Ippolito, 
awaking at once to the keenest and most 
exalted sense of feeling and reflexion, 
“never; what future horrors my fate 
may prepare for me I know not, nor what 
dreadful preparation a goaded mind and 
a devoted consciousness may steel me 
with ; but while I have sense, and can 
hold a weapon with the steady hand of 
one who can aim, or who can forbear, 
never shall such an accursed deed be 
done by me.”—“ Rash boy !” said the 
unknown, “ you know not what depends 
on this moment; you know not whose 
presence makes these insensible walls 
burst out in an ominous dew, and this 
prepared taper burn tremulous and blue; 
you know not who beholds you now, 
summoned hither by the outrage, and 
now dismissed with the capricious infir- 
vol. hi. f mity 
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mity of a mortal, his wrath will be ter¬ 
rible, my power will fail before him, bis 
fangs will scatter your flesh like chaff, 
his breath will blast and shrivel your sub¬ 
stance to an atom, you will be borne 
alive to his horrible haunt, the mock of 
his taloned imps, the torn, shrieking, 
and yet living feast of fiends.”—“ I hear 
your words,” said Ippolito, “ but my 
ears are stopped with horrid things, and I 
cannot distinguish them, nor am I longer 
able to speak or to reason. I will not do 
that accursed thing; I will not harm that 
miserable object, though he can neither 
resist nor upbraid; for myself, I am in 
his hands, whose hands can reach even 
here.”—“Think, oh, yet think,” conti¬ 
nued the unknown, “ of the alternative 
that awaits your obstinacy, if the more 
direful and violent extremity should not 
overtake you ; you must never quit this 
vault again—never. No human force or 
art can ever, find or free you ;• here you 

must 
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must linger on the confines of the outer 
darkness, feeding' despair with fearful 
shapes and sounds, so very near the ne¬ 
ther world, that the horrid familiarity 
will make you forget your nature; anti 
even while yet alive, and in the flesh, 
feel yourself becoming a demon, till on 
such a night as this you shall be nailed 
to a block like him, whom similar infir¬ 
mity has brought here, to be put to a 
death you can neither see nor struggle 
against; and then to lie here, your rot¬ 
ting bones made instruments of such 
unhallowed doings, that their dead juices 
shall creep and curdle to be so abused, 
while no friend weeps or knows your end, 
and your miserable soul unabsolved, 
unblessed, unappeased. Oh, think of 
this!”— “ I have thought—it is in vain ; 
if one of your goblin ministers were 
howling temptation in my ears, while 
these horrors leave me a glimpse of will 
or reason, while I can draw a dagger, or 
* 2 not 
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not draw it, I will not be a tame, resign¬ 
ed, voluntary villain.” 

“ ’Tis possible,” said the tempter, “the 
malice of mercy may spare you to a worse 
fate ; "tis possible you may be dismissed 
from this chamber to linger out a long life 
of horrible expectation, for such it must 
be, with the consciousness of future guilt. 
You will neither have the preparation of 
definite knowledge to enable you to dare 
it with firmness, and to suffer with dig¬ 
nity, nor that partial reconcilement which 
long familiarity must produce with the 
most revolting objects, and which, if it 
do not leave the mind satisfied, at least 
renders it calm. No—instead of this, 
conscious that you must be guilty, you 
will try many, modes of guilt, partly from 
curiosity, and partly from a vain hope to 
evade your allotted one; thus will you 
become hardened in evil, familiar with 
varieties of vic*\ Your mind, from its 
habitual contemplations, will be degraded 

below 
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ed below that of an assassin or a robber. 
The contagion will extend to your man¬ 
ners and habits ; your whole character 
Avill sink into a squalid misery, a depraved 
dejection, a desponding meanness, a ruf¬ 
fian abandonment. Never knowing when 
you arise that the sun will not light you 
to a shameful death, you will bear for 
ever about you the curse and blast of 
existence, the self-watching torture of 
fear, that dreads to wake and dreads to 
sleep. In the morning you shall wish for 
evening, and in the evening you shall 
wish for morning, anxious for the day 
to pass that you may see it over without 
a crime, yet cursing it when it is past, 
that it has brought you nearer to inevi¬ 
table misery. In every wind you will 
hear cries of pursuit, in every eye you 
will see a spy or an accuser, every straw 
that crosses your path shall seem like a 
weapon offered to you, the infant and 
the sleeper shall suggest to you a whis¬ 
per 
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per of temptation ; your character, your 
feelings, your nature changed, low in 
vice and in wretched ness, you will crawl 
with conscious revoltings to the end of a 
long, long life, you will rush, shrieking 
with precipitate reluctance, on its guilty 
close, and you will perish in the sin for 
which the horrors of uncertain anticipa¬ 
tion allowed you no time for repentance, 
and the degradation of your heart forbid 
the praise of fortitude or the solace of 
compassion. Such must be your life if 
you quit this chamber without seeing the 
face of your victim. But it is now in 
your power to command that sight, and 
if you do, its appearance will suggest to 
you so many circumstances of time, and 
place, and action, that you will have 
means to collect your powers ; your arm 
will be strong, your mind bold and 
awake, your energies collected, keen, 
intense; you will be undisturbed by the 
ragfe of ignorance, the stupid curses of the 

vulgar •, 
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vulgar; you will walk with a steady step 
to the end of life, and quit it with the 
mysterious dignity of one who, possess¬ 
ing a knowledge above nature, was en¬ 
abled to act a part above it; who, know¬ 
ing more than mere man could know, act¬ 
ed as mere man could never have acted. 
And is not this worth the struggle of a 
moment ?” 

While he spoke, he had insinuated the 
dagger into Ippolito's hand, who, in the un¬ 
conscious workings of his mind and body, 
grasped it intensely. The strong picture 
of wretched life was before his eyes, his 
heart was hot, and desperate, and wreck¬ 
less. Before he knew the direction his 
hand had taken, he felt the blood gush¬ 
ing about the hilt of the dagger; he heard 
the stifled, and broken, and peculiar 
moan of death; he staggered, and shut 
his eyes; he felt as if they were forced 
open again ; he looked, but could see 
nothing—there was a dead silence. At 

. length 
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length Ippolito stammered out, “ I have 
done it! now fulfd what you promised, 
now let me see that figure.”—“ You 
shall,” said the stranger in a voice whose 
tone made itself felt, even in that most 
horrible moment, “ withdraw that cover¬ 
ing and you shall behold it.”—“Where! 
what! I am mazed ! my head is throb¬ 
bing—speak—quickly.”—“ Withdraw 
that covering, and you shall behold the 
face of your victim.”—“ Are you mad, 
or am I? Wdiat connection can there 
he between this miserable object and him 
whose form I was to see?”—“ Look, 
and you shall see the very object, self, 
and form; not express, but actual.” 
With hands that did not feel their own 
motion, he withdrew the covering from 
the face; it was dimmed and altered by 
the struggles of death—but he saw it; in 
that pale light, and rvith eyes that were 
seared and flashing, he knew it.” 

“ What did he seer” demanded the 

inquisitor. 
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inquisitor. “ I know not; whenever he 
hut approaches the mention of it, his 
hand becomes illegible, his expressions 
grow wiki. It is in vain to importune 
him for that name, he could as soon 
bring himself wittingly to do the deed 
itself, as disclose the object or circum¬ 
stance of it, even to a brother.”—“ What 
change of sorcery,” said the inquisitor,. 
“ what dark dealing is this? How could 
the sufferer in the wizard’s vault, and 
the being he was doomed to destroy 
at some future time, he the same? or 
how — ” “And still more strange,” 
said Angellini, “ from allusions in sub¬ 
sequent passages I can collect, that the 
dying face he saw in the vault wa3. the 
face of a living man, a man yet living 
in this world, in no expectation or chance 
of death ; nay, one who could by no 
means be supposed to be in or near that 
place, one who. is yet alive and well 
known to him. Though he had felt his. 

f 3 hands. 
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hands stiff with his blood, though he 
had seen the drawn features, the close 
set teeth, the broken and reverted eye, 
with all the terrible charactery of actual 
death upon him.” 

“It is all a riddle, dark and fearful. But 
still, was not his mind lightened by the 
thought, that what had passed that night 
could be but in vision ? that if his victim 
was yet alive, he could not have perished 
in that dark chamber? Did no hope of 
deception, of imposture, of the infirmity 
of his senses spring up within him ?”—- 
“ Oh, no; it was only misery heightened 
by anticipation, and confirmed by cer¬ 
tainty ! He had read, and so have I, 
when perhaps our motive to such studies 
was curiosity, of some potent workings 
of that art, by which the spirits of the 
living are, with unheard of anguish to 
the sufferer, brought to the place and 
the power that requires them, and there 
are made, or seem to undergo in vision 

and 


THE FAMILY - OF MONTORIO. 107 

and mist, whatever can be inflicted on 
the real corporal agent; and during 
this fearful divorce of soul and body, 
that the latter remains as in a deep sleep, 
which nothing can disturb or interrupt 
till its suffering tenant is restored by the 
power that divided them. Such things 
have we heard, and what would make 
the hair stand upright, if told, of the 
tortures of the more subtle part, whose 
powers of sensation are rendered incon¬ 
ceivably acute by this unnatural dissolu¬ 
tion, to whom the state itself is a state 
of dark, dream-like suffering, through 
which they labour with a feeling of op¬ 
pression feverous, and dim, and dense, 
such as accompanies the presence of the 
night-mare To such a cause he persists 
to ascribe the appearances in the vault; 
for he firmly believes that terrible stran¬ 
ger a being not of this earth. Nor have 
I any means of contending with his be¬ 
lief ; his actions and character, so far as 

I have 
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I have been told them, have lapped me 
in wonder.”— “ Oh, Blessed Mother! 
Blessed Mother, have mercy on him! 
heal his mind and forgive his sins ! Holy 
St. Agatha, have mercy! Holy St. Ro- 
solia, have mercy on him !” He beat his 
breast and crossed himself, and Angellini 
joined in his aspirations. “These pa¬ 
pers,” said he, after a pause, “ I have 
since received, are all sudden starts of 
pain and terror; without connection, 
without subject. See how they are writ¬ 
ten ; how the hand must have trembled 
that wrote these! . ■ 

> " » . ' f i 

Fragments of Letters from Ippollto to 
Angellini . 

*> I < 

“ My mind is become utterly waste 
and desolate; existence lies before me 
without form or colour. I am the man 
whose fate has been made known to him, 
who has no part in life but its close; 

whose 
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whose thoughts bear him over the whole 
earth, without a passing glance, and set 
him down before the grave. And mine, 
where shall it be dug ? Aye, there is the 
sting of death ! I must lie in the dust, 
in the shadow of the gibbet and the 
wheel! Dying villains shall pray that 
their bones may not be thrown near 
mine ! Oh, if this must be, that I could 
wrap my head in darkness, in deep death¬ 
like sleep, and pass away the term with¬ 
out a thought till my hour came on ! 
and then to rush with blind arm, with- 
headlong blow, that is struck before it 
is felt, and at the same .moment to feel 
it returned home to my heart, sure and 
firm, before recollection, return, while I 
am yet in the doubt of a horrid dream ! 
before I hear the wonder, and the cry, 
and the tale; before I feel the cursed 
gaze of mankind on me, straining to see 
the murderer. And then to lie down, 
forgotten, for ever, clean passed away 

from 
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from note or memory of man ; my name 
unknown, my grave in the sands of a 
desert. Oh, that it might be thus ! for 
though I must perish by a ruffian’s fate, 
I have not a ruffian’s heart. No, it is 
the very omnipotence of fate to thwart, 
to humble, to crush, to mix opposites 
that loath each other; to bid the proud 
heart become acquainted with pollution 
and abject wretchedness. Never was a 
heart that kindled as mine did with the 
love of all that is dear to the young, the 
ardent, the high principled mind. My 
race of plfeasure and glory seemed to be 
endless ; it was but next spring to quit 
the levities of Naples, to enter as a cadet 
with an assumed name into the Spanish 
service, and never to avow that of Mon- 
torio till the commandant should ask the 
name of the youth who had done some 
distinguished service: this was my pur¬ 
pose. And I must perish on a scaffold, 
or in a dungeon, where lives are crushed 

out 
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out in silence and darkness! No, here 
there is no hope; no dignity can be 
given to an end like this ; no decent 
pride of death. To die for some act that 
was the burst of passion, the excess of 
erring principle; to see among the mul¬ 
titude a thousand whose hearts are with 
you, who weep, and pray for, and bless 
you as your firm step ascends the scaf¬ 
fold ; nay, to struggle madly for the 
chance of life, to grapple with the exe¬ 
cutioner, to spring Over the edge of the 
platform, to dash with chains through 
the guard, to trust to the sympathy of 
the sheltering crowd for your escape; to 
do this, while only conscious of erring 
as many have erred, would be to me more 
delightful than life. But; pitiless hea¬ 
ven ! must I be dragged with the mean¬ 
ness of guilt, the villain-visage, in whose 
lines I shall hear them, as I crawl along*, 
tracing the characters of vifce ; my felon 
hands tied behind, while the confessor, 
1 shuddering 
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shuddering at the monster, can hardly 
bid ,him not despair. This—this—Oh r 
blessed heaven ! let me run mad ! Will 
he not take these burning tears, this scat¬ 
tered hair, this broken heart, and spare 
me but the foul deed, spare me but the 
shame, the public curse, the public gaze,, 
and I will bear the pain, silently, deeply, 

while nature will bear it!- 

###*#*#* 

“ I am much in solitude; when I am 
forced to go amongst men, I often feel 
myself examining their faces with a sus¬ 
picion that makes them shrink—and me, 
too, when I am conscious of it. I am, 
therefore, much in solitude; for who can 
bear the sight of the human face when 
once it has become offensive ? Horrid 
thought is my only companion! the 
worst of that came to me last night. 
Was it only a passing thought of' fear, 
or was it one of those dark intimations 
that latterly, I think, often visit me? 

A mind 
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A mind in my state may well be con¬ 
ceived a fit medium for the agency of 
unearthly natures. I thought, for a 
moment, I was possessed ; I did, for a 
moment, think it! In truth, there are 
such fightings within me, I feel I am 
yet so unlike what I am told I must be, 
my head has so many thoughts so like 
my former self, my heart has still so many 
pulses that are yet alive to the love of 
grace, that I almost doubt if ever I can 
wittingly do the unnatural deed—if ever 
I can have the heart to be a wretch. 
When these thoughts rise in me, I try 
to crush them; I shriek, I stamp, I 
beat my head; I say with a horrid laugh 
—these are no thoughts for the murderer! 
I must be wild, wreckless; hard as the 
rock, rough as the storm. I try to 
chase these cruel fingerings of my former 
nature, and be thoroughly, inveterately, 
the wretch 1 ought to be. It was in such 
a struggle last night (that almost drove 
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me to pray for the consummation of my 
wretchedness) ; for a moment I thought 
I was possessed; that the evil one had 
not utterly prevailed ; that I would feel 
him hourly growing stronger within me, 
drying up the springs of nature, searing 
my conscience, and shutting up my soul, 
till—Oh, language cannot follow that 
thought! I w'as standing when it came 
to me, and I feared to look into the glass 
opposite me, least I should see my breath 
iuflamed, or my eyes glisten with strange 
intelligence, or my hairs pointed and 
tipt with fire, or my foot—Oh, this can¬ 
not, cannot surely last much longer !- 

“ 1 thought that I felt the worst; that 
long anticipation had made me fami¬ 
liar with all horrors; that in thought I 
had drank the dregs, and wrung them 
out. I was deceived ; for our capacity 
of bearing pain is always deceiving us. 
Whom could I have believed who would 

have 
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have told me what I could support a short 
space back? Last night I had thought 
long on it; I went to bed; I slept. I 
dreamt that I had done it, that I had in 
very deed done it. Every hair on my 
head I felt distinctly upright; every 
nerve aiid muscle was strained and stif¬ 
fened out; my eyes were coals of fire; 
my fingers were distended into talons; 
I was drenched with the sweat of deadly 
agony. Even in my sleep I felt I said, 
“ Oh, reverse time, but for one moment! 
let this be but to come; let me be the 
thrall of horrible expectation for ever!” 
Sleep could not long continue. I awoke, 
awoke in transport, awoke exclaiming, 
“ I am not a murderer!” It was long 
before my senses returned perfectly; but 
when they did, I remembered ere long I 
must feel this, and seek to waken from 
it in vain. Oh, then, I wished to pass 
life in such a dream, so I might never 
waken to such a conviction ! My reason 
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is much obscured ; mine eyes are strained 
and burning; mine ears have a roar in 
them, like that of ocean, that is never 
diminished. Nature is dark to me, and 
mankind a spectre. Yet, yet, my suf¬ 
ferings are but begun !- 

*#**###* 

For some time past I had a wretched 
resource, such as wretches have. Even 
that has failed me utterly. The events 
that have befallen me, the objects that 
surround me nightly, bear so little re¬ 
semblance to reality, that often they ap¬ 
peared to me the images of a dream, a 
dark, haunted dream. For a moment I 
dared to think I was not doomed to be a 
murderer! In the morning, those ob¬ 
jects were as clear and palpable as any 
action I had ever witnessed or performed; 
at evening, with the help of wine and 
high play, to which I forced myself, they 
became doubtful, and sometimes disap¬ 
peared. What must that be to which 

the 
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the ra«;e of drunkenness and of gaining: 
is a relief? But last night and the night 
before, he appeared to amici crowds 
to whom I had run for shelter in vain ; 
he reminded me of the hour, he shewed 
the dagger, he scared all around, he bore 
me away. Oh, when I saw him break 
the last fence I had against him, I felt 
like the wrecked wretch, who at night¬ 
fall lights his few faggots to deter the 

O O'a 

wild beasts from approaching him, and 
sees by their blaze the tiger couching to 
spring over them and seize him. I have 
no power of resistance, no hope of escape; 
I am the prey of the powers of darkness! 
Ob, how terrible is this sinking of the 
soul, this closing round of the utter 
darkness!” ******** 
Angellini was proceeding to examine 
more of these extraordinary papers, when 
he and his companion were startled by 
an unusual sound that murmured near 
them. The} listened not in apprehension, 

for 
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for within the walls of the Inquisition 
there are no listeners but in curiosity. 
At that moment Angellini observed a re¬ 
markable change in the appearance of 
the sea, which was flowing beneath their 
windows; it suddenly retreated to a vast 
distance, leaving its bed bare and heav¬ 
ing, and stranding in a moment the num¬ 
berless small vessels which were sailing 
or anchored in it in total security, and 
whose bulged and scattered fragments 
were spread over the surface as far as it 
was yet visible. Angellini and his com¬ 
panion were too well acquainted with the 
climate to be ignorant of the purport of 
these dreadful phenomena, and if they 
had, the loud and terrible cry that rose 
from the city and the shore would not 
have allowed them to be long so.. They 
now could see distinctly crowds of peo¬ 
ple rushing to the shore from every quar¬ 
ter, they ran for refuge and safety, for 
in their houses it appeared impossible to 

continue 


THE FAMILY OF M0NT0RI0. 110 

continue longer; but when they found 
the beach naked, the vessels destroyed, 
and the sea receding almost from their 
view, they stood aghast, and eyed each 
other in speechless despair. 

Angellini, endeavouring to subdue the 
terrors of nature by the discharge of his 
official duties, recollected that unless the 
shocks were unusually violent, it was pro¬ 
bable the fabric would resist them, and that 
at least while any work of man remained, 
a pile which had stood for centuries would 
be safe. While he was yet debating the 
probable direction of the next shock, he 
was stunned by a sound, which he in 
vain endeavoured to believe proceeded 
from the multitude on the shore; it was 
the ocean returning in its strength, in a 
strength that seemed to threaten the 
bounds of nature. In the next moment 
they beheld it approaching as a moun¬ 
tain, the black concave of its waters dark¬ 
ening on the view like a cavern. Angel¬ 
lini) 
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lini, who was hastening from the room, 
stood riveted to the spot for an instant 
of horrible expectation. It burst, and 
he felt the building shake to its base. 
It yet stood, however, and he rushed 
out to order the guard to remove the 
prisoners, who were lodged in chambers 
hollowed out of the rock beneath the 
foundations of the fabric, where he feared 
the sea, in these convulsive workings, 
might penetrate, and the inhabitants of 
them perish miserably. He gave his 
orders eagerly to the p oper officer, who 
bowing profoundly, assured him “ the 
prisoners were perfectly safe.”—“ Safe 1” 
repeated Angellini, “ they are safe, in¬ 
deed, from the power of man ; but I wish 
to put them in a capacity of avoiding 
the most deplorable of all modes of de¬ 
struction.”—“ With submission, Signor, 
I apprehend it would be better policy to 
leave them where they are,” said the of¬ 
ficer. “ Policy 1” said Angellini with 


some 


THE FAMILY OF MONTORIO. 121 

some indignation, “ this is rather a mo¬ 
ment for humanity.”—“ Of that I do 
not pretend to be a judge,” said the 
officer; “but were the prisoners of my 
mind, they would rather die where they 
are, than live to perish at the stake.” 

Angellini had but just time to repeat his 
orders, when a second and a third shock 
made the walls around him vibrate visi¬ 
bly, while a large aperture yawning in 
that opposite him, he beheld through it 
the towers of the fabric tottering, and 
the inner court strewn with fragments of 
battlements and columns. All was now 
confusion and horror; the cries of the 
sufferers from the town were audible amid 
the tumult of destruction; but on the 
ministers of the Inquisition, callous from 
habitual misery, and frozen by a life of 
monotony, the effect was much dimi¬ 
nished in point of terror and- consterna¬ 
tion : they moved with that stalking si¬ 
lence with which they traversed the pas- 
vol. in. g sages 
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sages on ordinary occasions. The pri¬ 
soners whose situation exposed them to 
danger were by -Angellini’s direction 
placed in a court, where, though guard¬ 
ed, their motions were at liberty, should 
they be necessary to their own safety. 
Angellini, when half an hour had elapsed 
without a renewal of danger, began to 
examine the structure, whose gigantic 
strength had resisted a shock that had 
almost laid a city in ruins. The tower 
alone seemed shattered by the concus¬ 
sion ; its inner front, which faced the 
court, was marked with some traces of 
injury, but the outer wall seemed shaken 
into ruins, for Angellini saw the bare 
and pointed ridges of the roof, and caught 
the gleams of the outer sky through the 
gratings which light had never penetrated 
before. He hastily demanded, had any 
one been confined in that tower? and 
was told it had been the prison of the 
young nobleman from Naples. He in¬ 
stantly 
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stantly ordered some of the officers to 
ascend the remains of the staircase, that 
hung fearfully pendulous, and visible on 
the outside of the fractured wall. They 
obeyed him, but after some delay returned 
with horror in their faces, affirming that 
-of the prisoner there was not a vestige 
in any part of the building; they averred 
also, that it was impossible for him to 
have escaped by human means, for their 
own approach to his apartment had been 
only rendered practicable by the falling in 
of partof thebuildingas they were ascend¬ 
ing the stairs, which had enabled them 
with some difficulty and danger to reach 
and find his chamber empty. 

From the looks and gestures which ac¬ 
companied this information, and thewhis- 
pers with which it was continued, the pri¬ 
soners conjectured that it contained other 
circumstances still more extraordinary. 
Angellini, when it was concluded, raising 
his eyes to the ruin, so fearful and iin- 
g 2 passable, 


124 x-atal revenge ; or , 

passable, thought with a mixture of hor¬ 
ror and compassion, on the mysterious 
fate of this unfortunate young man, and 
for a moment submitted his strong mind 
to the belief of the marvellous things 
superstition had told of him. 


CHAP. 
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CHAP. XIX. 


I am now come from gazing on the sight: 
From bank to bank the red-swoln river roars. 
Crowds now are standing upon either shore 
In awful silence, not a sound is heard 
But the flood’s awful voice, and from the city 
A dismal bell heard through the air by starts. 


When Annibal, still attended by Filip¬ 
po, arrived at Capua, he learned that 
his relative resided at Puzzoli, where he 
had been removed for the enjoyment of a 
distinguished benefice. Disappointed by 
the delay, and alarmed by the danger of 

exposure, 
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exposure, he nevertheless was compelled, 
bj the exigency of his finances, to pur¬ 
sue him to Puzzoli with this relative, 
who was his mother’s uncle. Annibal 
had from his youth been a favourite, and 
what was of greater consequence, his 
father had long been the reverse, in con¬ 
sequence of some family disagreements : 
both from his fondness and resentment, 
therefore, he hoped for assistance, and, 
at least, believed himself secure of con¬ 
fidence and protection. 

He therefore hastened to Puzzoli, and 
rested on his way at a stqall town in its 
neighbourhood, purporting to reach it 
the following day. Slight shocks of the 
preceding earthquake had been felt in the 
country, and a considerable degree of 
alarm prevailed among the inhabitants, 
which, as usual, they endeavoured to 
appease by ceremonies and processions. 
A river, that flowed near the town, had 
lately undergone such extraordinary 

changes, 
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changes, had' swoln with such sudden: 
violence, and then subsided without any 
apparent cause, that the people were not 
only terrified with the expectation of 
what these changes indicated, but with 
the more obvious danger it threatened to 
their lives and habitations. Annibal,- who 
was shewn into a room of the inn which 
commanded a view of the river, saw not 
without solicitude and fear the rush of 
its dark, turbid waters, sometimes 
wrought into eddies, and sometimes 
checked by invisible obstructions, its roar 
often mingled with other sounds, of 
which the causes were unknown, and its 
waters flushed with the sullen sanguine 
hues of a sun, setting amid the clouds 
of a gathering storm. “ Illustrious Sig¬ 
nor, ” said the host, entering with pre¬ 
parations for supper, “ you have arrived 
at the most fortunate time imaginable; 
we have had threatenings of an earth¬ 
quake and inundation these four days. ”— 

‘ Y _ 


J2S . FATAL REVEXGK J OB, 

“ You flatter me highly,” said Annibal 
jocularly. “ May I perish if I do, Sig¬ 
nor,” said the man earnestly ; “ I think 
it by no means improbable that this roof 
may be in ruins over your head to-night.” 
—“You must explain the mystery of 
this good fortune to me,” said Annibal 
smiling, “ I confess I am unable to com¬ 
prehend how being buried in the ruins 
of your house is a subject on which I can 
congratulate myself.”—“ Why, Signor, 
is it possible you can live in Italy, and 
not know that whenever we are threat¬ 
ened with danger the abbess of theUrsu* 
line convent and the prior of our mo¬ 
nastery unite in a solemn procession to 
the river, and produce all their relics to 
prevent an inundation; and that cere¬ 
monies are performed, and crowds col¬ 
lected, and such a multitude of strangers 
and spectators pours into the town to 
witness it, that if the inundation swept 
away half the town, the remainder are 

happier 
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happier for it all their life. It is quite a 
jubilee, I assure you, Signor, only that 
it occurs somewhat oftener; if Provi¬ 
dence continues to favour us, as it has 
done of late, I expect to see scarce a 
house standing.”—“ You will allow me, 
however,” said Annibal, “ to quit yours 
before so desirable an event occurs, as I 
should be equally unwilling to prevent 
or to partake its good fortune.” 

Shocked at the man’s insensibility, 
and determined not to augment profits 
thus iniquitously desired, he quitted the 
house and wandered towards the river. 
It was now night, deepened by the dark¬ 
ness of a cloudy sky, and Aunibal’s mind, 
under the influence of time and place, 
involuntarily adopted a subject of con¬ 
genial meditation. He thought of his 
strange fate, of events no conjecture 
could solve, and no contemplation could 
divest of terror; the precise frame of his 
mind was critical and dangerous, per- 
o 3 haps 
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haps -even more so than his brother’s. 
Ippolito was always accustomed to act 
from impulse, Annibal from conviction. 
But impulse is more variable than' con¬ 
viction ; and therefore, though Ippolito’s 
emotions were more vehement, his mind 
was much more disengaged than his bro¬ 
ther’s. He had no distinct belief of the 
character of his persecutor, nor any clear 
impressions of the influence exercised on 
himself; he had never seriously debated 
whether it was the production of human 
or superhuman powers; he resisted it 
merely because it was painful and atro¬ 
cious ; instead of bending his mind to 
discover whether he was the victim of 
imposture or the agent of destiny; he 
expended his energies in sallies of rage 
and convulsions of resistance. Into the 
deeper mind of Annibal, one conviction 
had radically wrought itself, that of his 
being visited by the inmate of another 
world. What relief he had enjoyed un¬ 
der 




THE FAMILY OF MONTORIO. 131 

der this terrible impression was merely 
local and furtive, produced by change 
of place and vicissitudes of action, vio¬ 
lent and sudden : but the impression re¬ 
mained slumbering, but not extinct, 
ready to resume its force and character 
whenever the cause that had produced ifc 
should recur. Hence, while Ippolito was 
almost in despair, his very violence of 
nature formed a security against the ob¬ 
ject he dreaded, as poison is often ex¬ 
pelled by the convulsions it produces 
while Annibal, whose tranquillity seemed, 
almost unimpaired, nourished an unsusr- 
pected tendency to the very deed, from 
whose remote apprehension the frame of 
his mind flattered him with a treacherous 
immunity. He walked alone. His mental! 
debate, which occupied some hours, might; 
be reduced to the following propositions:: 
“ I have seen a departed spirit, an inha¬ 
bitant of those regions which are invi¬ 
sible to man y I cannot , resist the evi¬ 
dences 
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dences of his appearance and ministry; 
I draw them as much from the circum¬ 
stances that preceded and followed, as 
from those that accompanied it. There 
was a regularity of disposition, a subor¬ 
dination of parts, a progress of develope- 
ment, which indicate the agency of an 
intelligent being ; and if intelligent, cer¬ 
tainly not human. - He prompts me to a 
crime, revolting to nature and fatal to 
my own life, reputation, and perhaps 
immortal interests. I have resisted him, 
for it requires no debate to reject evil so 
positive and heinous; I have resisted 
him hitherto; but who can tell how long 
he may resist a being whose powers are 
the powers of another world ? nay, who 
can tell how far he is right in resisting 
him? Distance of place has in a mea¬ 
sure relieved me from this persecution ; 
but should he pursue me where I am fly¬ 
ing, I feel I have no further resource, 
no remaining powers of defence; the evi¬ 
dence 
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dence of his character, the truth of his 
commission, it will then be no longer 
possible to resist. Far be that day from 
me, Oh, heaven ! In my present state 
my misery is solitary and incommunica¬ 
ble ; I have no associate, I can have 
none; for unimaginable distress there is 
no sympathy; he who has felt as I do 
might pity me; but. where shall I find 
him ? What being is there who holds 
communication authentic and avowed 
with the world of spirits ? None ! The 
tenderest friend or relative must regard 
me as a visionary, a madman, or an im¬ 
postor, and to my other sufferings I need 
not voluntarily add contempt. To im¬ 
plore the aids of the church is equally 
hopeless ; the consequence of confession 
would probably be immurement in the 
Inquisition ! they would listen to me, 
not as one for whom something was to 
be done, but from whom something was 
to be learned; they would listen to the 

tale 
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tale of suffeiing or of guilt, only for the 
sake of consuiei’mcr how far the interest 
of the church might be promoted by the 
issue of the affair. I should be ever after¬ 
wards to them an object of vigilance and 
suspicion, they would presume on my 
distress to predominate over my freedom 
and my intellects ; they would macerate 
my body and enfeeble my mind ; and, 
after all, if my persecution be not a vi¬ 
sionary one, they would fail to protect: 
me from it, and if it be I am able to> 
protect myself.” 

He was pleased with the result of 
his meditation; for though he had 
not adopted any resolution, he had ap¬ 
peared to think with the vigour of re¬ 
solution he had, in fact, anchored 
without a bottom, but the increasing, 
crowds and noise would have prevented, 
any further exercise of mind, had he 
been disposed to it. He found, accord¬ 
ing to his host’s account, multitudes 
assembled, and multitudes more assem- 


THE FAMILY OF MONTORIO. 135 

bling, though it was now near midnight, 
and the appearance both of the sky 
and the waters was menacing. They 
heeded it not, the triumph of seeing their 
saints acquainting the river in the rage 
of inundation, “ that thus far should he 
go and no further,” was heightened by 
the increased wealth and consequence 
which this confluence of strangers gave 
their town, and both were exalted by 
that love of pleasure, and sensibility of 
external objects, for which the Italians 
are distinguished, and which the desire 
to gratify must be incalculaby powerful 
in a people, who enjoy but few spec¬ 
tacles of splendour, or opportunities of 
festivity, but what religion affords them. 
Annibal was drawn along by the crowd, 
and learned among them that the Abbess 
and her train were to come from a neigh¬ 
bouring convent, with relics of peculiar 
virtue ; that they were to be met at the 
entrance of the town by the religious 

orders 
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orders who inhabited it, and that both 
were to march with united forces to the 
very brink of the river, and pronounce 
a solemn interdiction of its further 
outrages. Annibal, who was a good 
Catholic, believed his mind would be 
refreshed, as well as his senses delighted, 
by this act of religion, and therefore wil¬ 
lingly mingled in the crowd, amused 
even by the preparations for the ceremo¬ 
ny, by' the murmur and concourse of 
so vast a multitude, over whose visages, 
tinged with various shawdowings of con¬ 
fidence and fear, the torches by which they 
were seen, flung an expression wildly 
animated and picturesque. 

Through the darkness of the night he 
could see distinctly the lights that twinkled 
from the convent, and often he listened to 
catch the chaunt of their solemn service, 
as the low, intermitted gale breathed past 
him, but could only hear the roarings of 
the river, which filled up the hushed 

murmurs 
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murmurs of the crowd, with a sound 
strange and deep; at length a bell from 
the convent, which was caught and 
answered by those in the town, gave 
signal that the procession had set out. 
The crowd pressed forward to meet and 
join it, and Annibal was borne on by the 
rest. It was marked by every circum¬ 
stance of fantastic splendour, by 'vhich 
the unhappy inmates of a convent try to 
diversify hopeless monotony, and employ 
the talents which are denied their pro¬ 
per 'and social exercise. All the wealth 
of the convent was displayed, several 
nuns were arrayed in the habits and 
characters of those whose relics they 
bore. The Abbess herself, assisted by 
four lay-sisters, supported an enormous 
piece of tapestry, embroidered with the 
life of their patroness, St. Ursula, whose 
figure in wax, larger than the life, and 
blazing with jewels, followed in the rear 
of her own atchievements. But the 

multitude 
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multitude forgot every other object 
when the procession closed with a figure, 
such as their eyes never before had 
beheld: it was a kty-sister, habited as 
the genius of martyrdom, and bearing 
a relic of more value than the whole 
wealth of the convent, it was the head 
of St. Catharine, which by particular 
providence had found its way from Alex¬ 
andria, where it had been severed from 
her body, in the reign of the tyrant 
Maximal, to Italy. This saint had a 
special antipathy to inundations and 
earthquakes, which she took care to 
manifest in so spirited a manner, that 
the river had upon all former occasions 
paid the highest deference to her hy¬ 
drophobia, by instantly retreating to its 
natural current. This inestimable relic, 
set in gold, and placed in a crystal 
case, never had attracted the attention 
of the faithful so little. They hung 
upon, they blessed, they almost wor¬ 
shipped 
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shipped the beautiful representative of 
martyrdom. She was placed aloft, on 
a car of curious construction; it was 
entirely composed of racks, crosses,- and 
instruments of death and torture, woven 
with such skilful intricacy as to preserve 
their distinct forms, and yet form a spa¬ 
cious vehicle; at due intervals imps of 
temptation and punishment were peeping 
at the genius with faces of ugly malig¬ 
nity, and derisive grimace. She stood 
in the centre of the machine, in the 
attitude of trampling on the terrible 
apparatus, on which she cast from time 
to time looks of contempt, such as the 
serenity of angelic beauty may spare. 
A robe of white floated round her like 
a cloud, one hand held the head of St. 
Catharine, the other waved a branch of 
amaranth, her locks were wreathed with 
a coronal of palms, and her eyes were 
upturned to a resplendent figure, which, 
bending from the canopy of purple, ex¬ 
tended 
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tended to her a crown of gems, and 
pointed her view to heaven. Her form 
breathed immortality, her vestments 
seemed to emit light as they moved 
on a face pale with early confinement 
and habitual sorrow, the murmurs of 
adoration, the awakened consciousness 
of beauty, and the enthusiasm of re¬ 
ligious drama, had kindled a radiance 
that seemed borrowed from the regions 
her view was directed to. The faithful felt 
their devotion exalted, and the libertine 
was converted, as they beheld her. By a 
singular chance her face was concealed 
from Annibal as her car passed the spot 
w r here he stood. He was again borne on 
by the multitude, who hastened to the 
river, on the bank of which the religious 
orders were already assembled; the so¬ 
lemn sound of their chaunting mixing 
with its roar, and their line of dark 
forms, so diversified by the shadowy 
picturings of torch-light, here heaped 
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iii tumultuous darkness, and there flash¬ 
ing out in abrupt and fantastic light, that 
the eye sought in vain for a resemblance 
to known or common objects, and 
struggled to believe itself in the regions 
of fife. After prayer and hymn, the 
various relics were exposed, that of St. 
Catharine was reserved for the last. 
At length the genius descended, and 
through crowds that prostrated them¬ 
selves before her in doubtful devotion, 
advanced to the brink of the river. 
After a short prayer she exposed the 
sacred head to the waters, and waved 
it with a gesture of inspiring command. 
At that moment, the night and the 
dark surface of the waters were swept 
by a glare of sudden light, a meteor 
low-hung and lurid passed over the up¬ 
turned visages of the multitude, and 
disappearing in the darkness, left a train 
of bluish sparkles behind. The crowd, 
in the joy of confidence, believing it to 
7 be 
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be a signal of divine acceptance, burst 
into a shout of triumph, and the genius, 
flushed with the radiance of inspiration, 
turned to ascend her car, with a step 
that seemed to discard the earth. Her 
veil floated back with the elevation of 
her motion; Annibal beheld her face, 
without a shade or interruption, it was 
the face of Erminia, the original of the 
picture cherished by fantastic passion, 
and preserved without a hope of dis¬ 
covery. Carried beyond himself, he 
rushed through the crowd, he called on 
her in a voice the murmur of thousands 
could not suppress, he addressed her 
in alternate rapture and awe, he invoked 
her as an angel of light, and supplicated 
her as the beloved of his heart. The 
crowd, incensed and astonished, col¬ 
lected round him in numbers, which 
he strove to break through in vain, 
but still he contended, expostulated, 
and intreated, and holding out the pic- 
6 ture j 
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tare, bid them behold a resistless witness of 
the truth of his passion, and the identity 
of its object. The crowd still surround¬ 
ed and repelled, but he still spoke with 
more vivid eloquence, more animated 
passion, for he could perceive, at this 
moment, that the object he addressed, 
amid the pomp of piocession, and the 
triumph almost of deification, had paus¬ 
ed, and beheld him with a look in which 
surprize was quite unmixed with anger. 
Emboldened, he burst from the crowd 
with sudden strength, and implored her 
but to pause, but to listen His story 
was wild, but true; he had seen her 
picture where she had perhaps never 
been. He had devoted his heart to the 
resemblance, and his life to the pursuit 
of her; he had unexpectedly, miracu¬ 
lously found her, and again he poured 
out before her, in tones no woman could 
hear unmoved, his passion, heightened 
by visionary feeling, and romantic dis¬ 
covery. 


But 
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But at this moment the murmurs 
of the crowd, and the angry inter¬ 
ference of the ecclesiastics, were lost 
in an universal roar of horror, and a 
rush of sudden flight, that, like the 
torrent it shunned, bore every thing be¬ 
fore it. The river, with no physical 
cause, but subterraneous and invisible 
convulsions, suddenly rose with the rage 
of a tempest, and bearing down bank 
and mound, poured a waste of watery 
ruin on every side. There is a darkness 
of distress, a helplessness'of resistance, 
an obscurity of fear, in the dread of 
perishing by water, such as are not found 
in even more terrible modes of destruc¬ 
tion ; but here, where safety was ob¬ 
structed by multitudes, and the horrors 
of desolation were aggravated by recent 
triumph, where the eye dreaded even 
darkness as danger, and the foot knew 
not in what element its next step would 
be plunged; the confusion and terror 

were 
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were beyond all power of description, and 
Annibal felt himself hurried into in- 
voluntary safety, while his eyes were yet 
strained to discover the situation of her, 
to perish with whom was the only thought 
of the moment. The torrent of flight, 
however, which he resisted in vain, 
never ceased, till he was almost in the 
centre of the town, where the bed-rid 
and diseased were at that moment la¬ 
menting their absence from a ceremony 

from which thev never could have 

# •/ 

escaned with life. Here the crowd 

A. 

paused to be assured of their safety, and 
Annibal, taking* advantage of the first 
power of voluntary motion, hastened 
back to the spot which he feared he 
would now visit in vain. He was often 
obstructed by groups of fugitives, who 
^till ran, though they were far from dan¬ 
ger, but when he came near the brink 
of the water, which was now extended 
to the suburbs of the town, all tvas 
vol. irr. h deso- 
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desolation, still and dark, save for the 
hoarse dashing of the waters, contend¬ 
ing with obstructions it had not yet 
removed, and the solitary, intermitted 
shriek of some wanderer, whom even 
the terrors of the scene could not drive 
away from calling on the names of those 
they could hope to see no more, and 
pausing to distinguish was it the cry 
of death, or only the sullen rush of the 
water that answered them. He had 
wandered along the margin of the 
waters, sometimes climbing over the re¬ 
mains of half-demolished buildings, and 
sometimes wading through shallows, en¬ 
cumbered by corses. He had no name to 
call on ; and over the dark and tossing 
waste before him, no power of sight 
could discover any thing but occasional 
streaks of light, where the yet unex¬ 
tinguished torches blazed on casual 
eminences, or were suspended from case¬ 
ments to assist the sufferers. At length, 


on 
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on a bank he descried a number of peo¬ 
ple who appeared to have forgotten their 
personal sufferings in some object of 
distinguished distress ; when he reached 
the spot he discovered it. 

The ruins of a bridge, which had once 
joined the shore, were now scarce seen in 
the midtide of the stream; arch after arch 
had yielded to the force of the torrent, and 
hut a segment of the last yet remained, 
over whose rent and tottering fragments, 
every successive hurst of the flood left 
a trace of foam higher than, the last, 
a form was visible on the extreme,ridge. 
Sometimes it. was seen with a despairing 
hand, to wave a part of its garment to¬ 
wards the shore, from which it was only 
answered with outspread arms and fruit¬ 
less cries. Annibal, bending from the 
bank, gazed on it; his sight, quickened 
by fear, could not fail: with a cry, in 
which anguish was wildly mixed with 
joy, he tore off his mantle, and plunged 
h 2 into 
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into the stream. He was a dexterous 
and bold swimmer, but had never before 
encountered such difficulties. The cur¬ 
rents were adverse and irregular, the 
depths uncertain, and the obstacles 
(arising from fragments of trees, build¬ 
ings, and human corses, which floated 
on the tide, or rose in eddying masses,) 
were such as neither skill nor strength 
could easily contend with; but as he 
struggled onward, every moment, sti¬ 
mulated his efforts, for every moment 
the form became more distinct, and the 
distress more acute. With incredible ex¬ 
ertions, he had reached the single and 
tottering arch; he grasped its projecting 
fragments, which he felt loose in his 
grasp, and in accents scarce audible, 
besought her to throw herself into his 
arms, while yet it was possible for him 
•to save her. In the stupor of fear, 
she appeared to listen without a capacity 
of effort, till fragment after fragment 

crumbling 
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crumbling from her hold, and the dash¬ 
ing of the spray rising to her breast, and 
Annibal’s despairing adjurations almost 
iost in the deepening rush of the waters, 
she ceased to cling to the ruin, rather 
from weakness than energy, and sank 
into his arms. He received her with a 
mixture of joy and terror, but when 
he saw the dark waste he had to repass, 
his strength diminished, his burthen en- 
crcased, and the roar of the waters 
deepening round him, his heart sank 
within him, and his efforts became the 
blind strivings of despair. Still, however, 
lie struggled onward, but obstructions in¬ 
creased ; he had no longer any definite 
point to fix on or to reach ; the shore 
seemed removed to an endless distance. 
He plunged on without regular effort or 
object, till anguish succeeding to hope, 
and courage exhausted on invincible dif¬ 
ficulty, all recollection forsook him, and 
lie dimly remembered, as in a dream, 

that 
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that he still held her he could no longer 

O 

save, even when the waters were closing 
over their heads, and, to perish together, , 
was all that hope could promise. 

When he recovered his faculties, he be¬ 
lieved himself in the regions of death; all 
was dark, and cold, and silent: he lay for 
some moments in strange expectation, 
till he felt the warmth of life returning, 
and was assured that he still existed. 
He arose, he felt his limbs stiff and 
drenched, but capable of motion; he 
felt his way before him, and his hands 
touched walls that were damp and stony ; 
he called aloud, but his voice Avas re¬ 
pressed, as if by low roofs and a con¬ 
tracted space. As he still proceeded, 
he distinctly perceived steps retreating 
before him ; he again called on the per¬ 
son he believed so near him, and was 
answered by a faint cry of fear, from 
a voice that made him pursue it as if 
he were winged. At that moment, the- 

vault 
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vault he was traversing, opening above 
his head, the tirst beams of a wan, be¬ 
clouded moon fell through the chasm, 
and discovered a female figure standing 
near him, in an attitude of flight and 
terror. Annibal advanced, and the fe¬ 
male again attempted to fly, though 
evidently scarce able to stand. Annibal 
flung himself on his knees, and throwing 
away his sword, addressed her in a voice 
and attitude to disarm all fear he ad¬ 
jured her not to fly from one who had 
lately hazarded life to preserve her. He 
mingled the tenderness of passion with 
the strength of reason; told her that 
amid danger, to fly from protection was 
madness, and whispered that to convert 
that protection into a duty, and to sanc¬ 
tion love by religion, had been the pur¬ 
pose that animated his search, and that 
even noio made darkness and terror de¬ 
lightful, since they favoured the op¬ 
portunity of urging it. The lady made 
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no reply, but listened with that gracious 
silence, more flattering than speech to 
the pleadings of a lover. Annibal now 
venturing to rise and approach her, im¬ 
plored her to permit him to lead her 
to some place of safety, and to avail 
herself of the opportunity yet afforded 
them, by disclosing her name and cir¬ 
cumstances. “ By those long and beau¬ 
tiful tresses,” said he, venturing to touch 
them, “ I perceive you are not yet a 
nun ; flatter the boldness this moment 
teaches me, and tell me you never will 
be one. If your vows are not irre¬ 
vocable, my rank is high, and my fa¬ 
mily has influence to absolve you from 
ordinary engagements.” As he spoke, 
he ventured still nearer, he wrung the 
wet from her dripping hair, and rending 
off his vest, wrapt it round her, and 
as still she shuddered, almost supported 
her in his arms. Though trembling 
at her own temerity, she neither shrunk 

from 
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from liis touch, nor rejected his services, 
and at length murmured in a voice of 
music, f< I am not a nun, I am a novice 
in the Ursuline Convent, 1 am unhappy, 
but I scarce knew it till this night. 
I know I should thank you for presreving 
my life, hut the effort to address you 
deprives me of all power of speech ; and 
I scarce regret it, when I recollect that 
perhaps I have already said too much.” 

On Annibal's mind, the effect of 
these few words, delivered with pause, 
and tremor, and hesitation, was beyond 
all he yet had heard of language, 
or imagined of eloquence. lie pre¬ 
pared to answer her but found that the 
tremor of which she complained, had 
extended to himself. But to the speech¬ 
less tenderness of passion, which would 
expend hours without an articulate 
sound, there was now no time; the 
waters were yet rushing over their heads, 
and they perceived that the place to 
h 3 which 
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which they had been thus miraculously 
conveyed, would afford them shelter no 
longer. They hastened therefore to quit 
it, and perceived that they were among 
baths in the extremity of the town, which 
had been deluged in the first fury of the 
flood, which was now departing from 
them, and whose retiring tides yet terrified 
them, though a pledge of safety. They 
emerged from them with some difficulty, 
and found themselves about the dawn of 
morning on the verge of a spot which 
had once been a vineyard, but which 
was now .a shapeless marsh. A little fur¬ 
ther boats were plying amid recent gar¬ 
dens, and often entangling their oars 
in the vestments and corses of their 
owners ; and near them a group of eccle¬ 
siastics were employed, some in offering 
rewards for gems and relics that had 
been lost the preceding night, and others 
with impotent superstition, displaying 
those that had escaped, to check the 

further 
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further progress of mischief. A band of 
these, among whom was the confessor of 
the Ursuline convent, recognizing the 
companion of Annibal, hastily advanced; 
and reclaimed her. Exhausted with fa¬ 
tigue and emotion, she sunk into the 
arms of the monks, and Annibal in vain 
watched to read in her closing eye, an in¬ 
vitation to pursuit, or a promise of hope. 

Spent with the struggles of the night 
he was now returning, but the streets 
were yet full of wailings he could 
not hear without pausing, and of mi¬ 
series he could not pass without an effort 
to relieve; he therefore continued to 
wander amid the scene of devastation; 
affording all the assistance his strength 
yet could spare, and when that failed; 
directing those whose distraction had 
rendered their exertions desultory and 
inefficient. As he was thus employed, 
he observed a person at some distance, 
who sprung from crag to crag, and from 

ruin 
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ruin to ruin, with a giddiness that 
seemed to mock at danger, yet ap r 
parently without any definite object. 
His gestures were so wild, and his velo¬ 
city so restless, that Annibal for a mo¬ 
ment believed him to be some one, whom 
the late disasters had bereft of reason, 
lie was not mistaken in the conjecture, 
though his senses, impaired by fatigue, 
had failed to recognize the object; it 
was his faithful Filippo, who, frantic at 
the absence of his master, had flown 
from place to place in quest of him all 
night, till his exhausted strength scarce 
sufficed to bear him to Annibal’s feet, 
to gasp out the joy, the expression of 
which almost killed him. They return¬ 
ed together through the remaining 
streets. Of the inn, where they had ar¬ 
rived the preceding night, there was not 
now a vestige, and it was with difficulty 
they procured from thedismayed and scat¬ 
tered inhabitants, the refreshments their 

fatigue 


THE FAMILY OF MONTCRIO. 157 


fatigue and weakness could no longer 
want. 

In the dream which visited the long 
and placid sleep of Annibal, the angel 
form of the novice floated in a thou¬ 
sand lights and attitudes. Sometimes she 
moved before him in majesty, and some¬ 
times witched him with a smile, sometimes 
he caught the skirt of her robe, which was 
luminous as a cloud, sometimes a tress 
of her hair, and sometimes her milky 
arms, whose softness seemed to bend at 
his touch. Lapt in the luxury of vision, 
he almost resisted the return of his fa¬ 
culties, till he remembered a resolution 
he had formed on separating from her, 
of immediately repairing to the convent, 
to learn her name and rank, and inter¬ 
pose, if possible, to prevent the obstruc¬ 
tion her situation threatened to his hopes 
and his passion. It was evening when 
he arrived at the convent; much of the 
day had passed in repose, and much in 
preparation to wait on the Abbess, for 

he 
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he had no credentials but his person and 
address, which, in spite of recent fatigue 
and previous suffering, were still pow¬ 
erfully conciliating. But when he ar¬ 
rived he found the community engaged 
in a solemn service, of which the object 
was to deprecate the continuance or re¬ 
petition of the late terrible visitation, 
and implore forgiveness for the sins 
for which it had been inflicted. Annibal 
lingered near the walls, in hope of distin¬ 
guishing the voice of the beautiful novice 
amid the solemn swell of sound that rose 
at intervals on the stillness of evening. 

In the interval of his next visit 
to the convent, he had sufficiently sub¬ 
dued the impetuosity of his feelings 
to recollect, that to alarm the Abbess 
by precipitate inquiries, and eager ad¬ 
miration, would be only to defeat or 
delay his pursuit; when he was admitted, 
therefore, on the following day, he con¬ 
fined himself to asking with ill-affected 

indif- 
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indifference, the name, rank, and rela¬ 
tives of the novice, who had at the late 
festival, personated the genius of mar¬ 
tyrdom. The Abbess answered with a 
trepidation, which shewed that she en¬ 
deavoured to conceal under embarrassed 
silence, her knowledge of a subject se¬ 
cret or important unexpectedly revived. 
She informed him that the novice was 
named Ildefonsa Mauzoli, that her birth 
was mean and shameful, that she had 
been consigned to a monastic life by 
authority she could not resist, and that 
she was now in the last week of her no¬ 
viciate. Annibal, shocked at the near 
prospect of his loss, now disclosed his 
rank and his passion, but still suppressed 
his name, he warned her not to trifle 
with his feelings by false intelligence, 
or imperious measures ; he told her of 
his high ecclesiastical interest, from the 
influence of which he had no doubt 
of obtaining a dispensation from the 

vows 


\G0 FATAL REVENGE; OR, 

vows of lldefbnsa, even if she were a 
novice; he indignantly demanded by 
what power could she be devoted to a 
conventual life, exclusive of her own 
consent, and refused to credit the parti¬ 
culars of her birth, fortunes, and monas¬ 
tic choice, unless confirmed by herself. 
The abbess, incensed in her turn, de¬ 
manded by what right a stranger broke 
into her sanctuary, to affront her vera¬ 
city, and dispute her jurisdiction; she 
blamed herself for the condescension 
which he had abused, and sternly re¬ 
fused to permit him to see or speak 
with Ildefonsa. Annibal, alarmed for 
the consequences of power united with 
malevolence, began to mingle apologies 
for his vehemence, with continued inti¬ 
mations of his rank and influence, and 
of the danger of proceeding with preci¬ 
pitation, which that influence might 
make her repent and reverse. “ Away, 
Cavalier !” said the abbess, “ and when 

next 
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next you disturb the peace of consecra¬ 
ted walls, let it be with pretences at least 
less shallow than a tale of rank, you 
cannot even confirm by the disclosure of 
your name, and a menace of influence, 
which, whatever be its power, can scarce 
annul the ties between a recluse and her 
God.” As she spake she rose to depart, 
and Annibal quitted the convent tor¬ 
mented with that peculiar fear which 
dreads secret malignity and uuconjec- 
tured machinations. 

A thousand times he lamented the 
precipitate harshness of his language to 
the abbess, yet reflected that whatever 
had been his language, the intelligence 
would probably have been the same, that 
still she would have delighted in the 
exercise of petty tyranny, and the in¬ 
fliction of arbitrary misery. His future 
conduct lie knew not how to direct; he 
dreaded the idea of quitting the neigh¬ 
bourhood, least some advantage might 
be taken of his absence ; yet to stay was 

useless, 
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useless, for from personal influence no¬ 
thing was to be hoped. Amid all his 
plans he was astonished at his own teme¬ 
rity, thus disposing of life, while of life 
he was almost uncertain, and meditating 
the liberation and possession of an ob¬ 
ject to whom he yet knew not but he 
might be an object of indifference. But 
that his hopes were romantic, was no dis¬ 
couragement to him ; he took a flattering 
omen from tire extraordinary events in 
which he had been engaged; he thought 
that in every thing strange and difficult 
there was a sp’iit congenial to real pas¬ 
sion. lie would not purchase the prize it 
promised him but on terms of difficulty 
and enterprise, as the children of an an¬ 
cient nation were not permitted to taste 
their food till they had earned it by the 
effort of bringing it down with their ar¬ 
rows from the summit of a tree. But 
immediate decision on his movements 
was necessary, and lie decided with all 
the judgment he possessed. 


He 
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He dismissed Filippo to Ptizzoli to 
his uncle, with letters in which he 
explained, but not fully, his situation, 
excused his absence by stating his ap¬ 
prehensions for the safety of the lady, 
and intreated his uncle’s interference 
with the abbess, and the bishop of the 
diocese, or, if necessary, with higher 
authority, to prevent devotion to a mo¬ 
nastic life in an object of whom he 
stronglv susnected the reluctance to it, 
and whose loss would consign him to 
despair. The strange and hasty vicissi¬ 
tudes of his life from tranquillity to dan¬ 
ger, and from death to love, he endea¬ 
voured to palliate without revealing what 
he believed of the crimes of his father, 
or what he knew of his own dark perse¬ 
cution. When he had dismissed Filippo, 
though it was now night, he hastened 
back to the convent, to gaze on the walls 
that enclosed Ildefonsa", and enjoy that 
nameless delight which passion indulges 

in 
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in being near those it yet cannot see. 
The night was dark ; he wandered round 
the walls at an unsuspected distance, till 
grown bold front security he approached 
close to them, and as light after light 
disappeared from the narrow windows, 
delighted himself with thinking he could 
discover the habitation of Ildefonsa, or 
imagine her employments, among which 
he (beamed a thought of him might 
sometimes steal upon the solemnity of 
mingled worship, or the lonely orisons 
of the cell. As he yet lingered, the 
noise of something falling lightly at his 
feet aroused him; he stooped, and picked 
tip a flower, which as he held in his 
hand he perceived to contain a small 
paper buried in the petal, lie in vain 
endeavoured to distinguish the writing, 
but convinced that it contained some¬ 
thing more than fancy had yet promised, 
he hastened back to the inn, guarding 
the paper by a thousand superfluous pre¬ 
cautions, 
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cautions, and calling fora taper, locked 
himself into his apartment, and sat down, 
to feast in solitude. 

The billet, which was intricately folded, 
contained the following lines: “Whe¬ 
ther I am wrong in writing thus, I 
know not, but I fear I shall scarce 
condemn myself if I am. If I do not 
misunderstand your expressions, they 
intimate that I am to you the object 
of a passion which I yet know only 
by name, but of which I fear I shall not 
much longer be, ignorant. Thus dan¬ 
gerous is it to see you ; but greater dan¬ 
gers beset and terrify me. I am sur¬ 
rounded by enemies and by snares, which 
alone I resist in vain. Helpless and dis¬ 
mayed, I fly to the first arm that is ex¬ 
tended for protection. Should you be¬ 
tray me, remember there is no honour 
in oppressing solitary weakness. The 
same reasons impel me to fear and to 
trust you. Heaven protect me, I know 
not what I do! At the extremity of the 
5 west 


lG(> FATAL REVENGE; OR, 

west wall of the garden there is a breach, 
occasioned by the late commotions, which 
has not been repaired; it is almost con¬ 
cealed by laurel and arbutus, but to¬ 
morrow night there will be a moon, and 
you can discover it. I will be there, for 
liberty to walk in the garden till a late 
hour is still allowed me. I write by 
stealth and with difficulty; I dreaded 
least this note should escape you, and 
enclosed it in a tuberose to ascertain its 
descent. At the same hour to-morrow 
evening, in the same place, a tuberose 
will fall at your feet, if it be possible for 
me to repair to the garden, if not, I 
shall drop a cluster of violets from the 
grating. But is this a .dream, such as 
sometimes float on the mists of my cell, 
or shall I indeed see yqu there, and for¬ 
get while I see you that I am the perse¬ 
cuted, the disowned, the oppressed Ilde- 
fonsa Mauzoli.” 

O.ver .these lines, perused a thousaud 

times, 
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times, and folded next his heart, Annibal 
vainly tried to sleep. He rose, and light¬ 
ing; the taper he had extinguished, to 
read it, sat down again to its perusal; 
while he held it in his hand, he felt as 
if he had a treasure which the lapse of 
ages could not exhaust; yet when again 
impelled by unsated curiosity, he again 
read it, he felt that its contents were 
brief and ineffectual. 

The day passed in anticipations of de¬ 
light, and when the moon rose he hasted 
to the convent. He reached unobserved 
the foot of the turret, where he had stood 
the preceding night, and had not been 
there many moments when a tuberose fell 
at his feet; he scarce gave himself time 
for an exclamation of rapture, and hast¬ 
ened to the appointed spot. There is no 
telling but to lovers the tumult with 
which he watched for her steps amid the 
murmurs of the foliage, and the eager¬ 
ness with which he sprung forward when 

the 
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the tremulous glittering of moonlight 
falling on the light leaves of an acacia, 
made him believe he saw her white gar¬ 
ments floating near him. At length she 
arrived. The first meeting of youthful 
lovers may well be imagined ; the inarti¬ 
culate murmurs that spake more than 
language, the looks still more eloquent 
than they; the sighs of vestal beauty 
breathed through the fragrance of a 
moonlight bower, her cheek kindling in 
its ray, her eye wandering but not with¬ 
drawn, her steps hesitating yet lingering, 
timidity flushing into confidence, and 
sudden tenderness checked bv timidkv, 
her whole frame trembling in the alter¬ 
nate sway of fear and love. And, on the 
other hand, a young man,, unlike any of 
his species she had ever before beheld, 
with all the animation of courage, and 
all the attractions of .beauty, who pro¬ 
mised liberation and who whispered love, 
it was not in nature to resist it; the time, 

the 
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the place breathed to them such droughts 
as were perilous to hear ; upon love con¬ 
fidence is soon engrafted, and Ildefonsa 
related her wild and simple story to An- 
nibal before they separated. 

“ My infant faculties must have deve¬ 
loped soon,” said she, “ for while almost 
unable to walk, I recollect perfectly being 
every day caressed by a lady whose form 
and mien were so d ifferen tfrom those of the 
inmates of the cottage where I was nurs¬ 
ed, that I invented in infantine endear¬ 
ment a new term to distinguish her, and 
the sensations with which her presence 
always inspired me. As I grew up, other 
circumstances caught my attention. The 
lady’s visits were always in the evening, 
they were passed in tears and lamenta¬ 
tions, and ended in a hurried departure. 
I also observed my dress and food to be 
different from those of the people with 
whom I lived, whose attention, though 
-always assiduous and affectionate, wa^ 
roi. ni, i jedpubled 
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redoubled on every visit from the lady. 
When I was about five years old, I was 
also visited by a cavalier, who lavished 
on me the same tenderness ana grief as 
the lady. At length I was suddenly re¬ 
moved, and for some time wandered 
through the apartments of a magnificent 
castle, where solemnity and sorrow reign¬ 
ed in every room, and where I saw the 
cavalier and the lady for a few moments 
together; they stood at opposite ends of 
the room, surveying each other with 
looks of which I still remember that the 
anguish was mixed with distracting fond- 
ness. Their souls seemed rushing into 
their eyes; looks were all they durst in¬ 
dulge in ; each looked as if to speak was 
to be undone; it was in vain I ran 
from one to another, endeavouring with 
childish blandishments to soothe the dis¬ 
tress I did not understand, and could 
not bear to behold. Children are apt to 
he impressed by clamorous grief and vio¬ 
lent 
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lent exhibition, but on me this scene of 
silent agony made an impression never, 
to be effaced. After this I returned to 
the cottage, and was visited and caressed 
as usual, till one night, one terrible night, 
never to be explained or forgotten, the 
cavalier came to the cottage with an air 
of distraction, and placing me before 
him on his horse, plunged into the forest 
at the close of evening. My thoughts 
were disengaged, and though disturbed 
I was not terrified. I employed myself in 
observing the furniture of the horse and 
his rider, which were sumptuous and war- 
like. We were now within sight of the 
turrets of a castle, which, tinged with 
the last light of day, rose over the dark 
forest tops, when several ruffians rushed 
on the cavalier from a thicket we were 
passing through. They were no com¬ 
mon murderers, it was no common spirit 
of vengeance aud horror that flashed from 
their visages and deepened their howl of 
i 2 wild 


372 FATAL revenge; Oil, 

wild delight. Afterwards I remember 
nothing distinctly. Mine eyes were blind¬ 
ed by the glare of steel, mine ears were 
stunned by sounds which I echoed in 
convulsions of fear, around me were only 
the cries of slaughter and the strife of 
despair. I was thrown aside as one wli© 
was neither remembered to injure or to 
spare: the horrors of the struggle I do 
not recollect clearly, but he must have 
fallen before so many assailants. When 
>my faculties returned, I found myself 
again in the cottage ; I cast my eyes 
around timidly, and saw one of the 
bloody forms of the forest bending over 
the embers of a fire. I closed my eyes, 
and tried to be insensible again. I was 
■delirious the remainder of the night, and 
only roused to recollection by sounds of 
•such terror as insensibility resisted in 
vain ; they were the voices of the mur¬ 
derers which muttered all night around 
my bed; I heard also the steps and voices 

<of 
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©f others, whom I feared to look at- 
through the darkness, lest I should sea 
realised the shapes which imagination 
pt urcd on me when my eyes were closed. 

“At intervals. I saw lightning's of blast- 
ing force and brightness flashing througlv 
the casements of the hut, and heard- 
sounds rofting over the roof, which I• 
afterwards heard were the thunders of a-, 
volcanic eruption. In the morning, wherr 
I at length ventured to inquire and to 
complain, I was checked by words and 
looks of prophetic sadness, and the wo¬ 
man to whom I was intrusted often be¬ 
gan to speak to me, but suddenly broke 
off without power to proceed ; whether- 
distrusting the levity of childhood, or 
resisting the violation of confidence, I 
know not. A few days after I was con¬ 
veyed to a convent, where I was placed- 
to board, and from which I was removed, 
as afterwards from others, with much 
hurry of trepidation and many stratagem? 

of 


J74 FATAL revenge; or, 

of concealment. Parent, relation, or in¬ 
quiring friend I had none; the life that- 
had begun in calamity proceeded in mys¬ 
tery. At every place where I resided, I 
was indeed told of a friend by whose 
directions my life was managed, but 
whom X was never to see: this friend I 
was exhorted to conciliate by silent reve¬ 
rence and remote submission. I felt lit¬ 
tle complacency towards an invisible be¬ 
nefactor, by whom I was supported just 
above indigence, and hurried about from 
place to place without any communica¬ 
tions of affection or confidence. 

At length I was some years ago placed 
in this convent, where I was told at my 
entrance I must prepare to take the 
vows, and seclude myself from the world 
for ever. Solitude and ignorance had left 
me little power of choice, and little 
temptation to resistance. At first, there¬ 
fore, I heard this with little reluctance ; 
but as I grew up, strange visions floated 
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before me, of that world which I . was to 
resign without having known. Some¬ 
times I delighted to imagine the world a 
region 'whose gales breathed felicity, and 
whose soil poured forth roses sponta¬ 
neously, whose inhabitants melted in 
bowers of balm, or sparkled in palaces 
of amethyst; and sometimes it appeared 
to me as in the dark dreams of that vi¬ 
sioned night, every hand armed with 
the weapon of blood, and every visage 
flashing the flames of hell i let even 
over this picture of terrors was shed a 
light of romantic splendour and wild 
adventure, which, modified as it was by 
length of time and weakness of childish 
perceptions, left on my mind an impres¬ 
sion of curiosity, mingled with awe, in¬ 
deed, but not remote from desire. Whe¬ 
ther my meditations on the world were 
just or not, the result was a determina¬ 
tion not to quit it thus ignorant and in¬ 
curious. I communicated my resolution 

t© 
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to my abbess, who heard me with a burst 
of indignation, which when I had suffered 
to pass over, I found her arguments not 
equally forcible. I resisted her, there¬ 
fore,. respectfully but tenaciously. When 
she was weary of contending with 
cue she could neither convince nor 
punish, she wrote to this person whom 
she represented as the arbiter of my fate, 
and whose interference she looked on as 
irresistible. Her appeal was followed by 
a haughty command to take the veil, 
without opposition, which would only 
prove the impotence of my contumacy, 
and the imbecility of my helplessness. I 
was now roused to resistance ; for whom 
will not oppression rouse? I demanded 
by whom I was detained and dictated 
to? I demanded to be restored to my 
natural protectors, and affirmed it was 
impossible there could be a human being 
so destitute of support and protection as 
I was represented to be. The answer was 

short 
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short, but decisive : ‘ Your, bijrth is in¬ 
famous; your parents are dead; you must: 
take the veil or perish.’ Four years have 
since been wasted in oppression without 
the right of command, and of resistance 
without the hope of triumph. I have* 
often resolved to fly, but where can I 
fly, to whom the world is a wilderness ? 
I.have sometimes meditated to submit, 
but how shall I.submit,. to whom a con¬ 
vent is worse than a tomb? The sight 
of you has given a new spring to hope; 
when I think of you other thoughts mix - 
themselves with the. joys of liberation ; 
the world, since you have said ‘Hove,’ 
is. no longer a dream of imaginary.felh 
city; yet, the same sounds would, I 
think, sooth and sustain me were they, 
never to.be. repeated beyond the echoes 
of a cloister.” 

When Ildefonsa had finished her short 
narrative, Annibal, whose thoughts while 
she spoke were busied in remote events, 
i 3 drew 
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drew from it this conclusion, that she 
was the concealed and persecuted heir of 
honours which were usurped by mur¬ 
derers. The rest of the interview passed 
in a retrospect of the fearful events that 
had introduced them to each other. 11- 
defonsa, with many others on the first 
alarm, had attempted to reach the town, 
by a bridge, which gave way while hun¬ 
dreds were on it, and to the ruins of 
which she clung without a hope of safety, 
till rescued by Annibal. They had be¬ 
come insensible when near the margin 
of the stream, to which they had been 
wafted by its fluctuations before they re¬ 
covered. On parting, many plans of 
liberation were proposed, of which that 
which Annibal had already adopted ap¬ 
peared the most judicious, to employ the 
interest of a powerful ecclesiastic in re¬ 
moving lldefonsa from monastic re¬ 
straint, the oppression of which he en¬ 
couraged her to bear with tenderness that 

lamented 
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lamented what it advised. They were 
now separating, when they were startled 
by a noise; both trembled and looked 
round ; a shadow, so faint that to Ilde— 
fonsa it was scarce visible, passed before’ 
them. “ What did you see?” said An- 
nibal in a voice of fear. “ I heard a. 
faint sound,” said Ildefonsa answering 
vaguely. “What did you see?” said 
Annibal impatiently. “ I saw the sha¬ 
dow of a tree,” she replied, terrified by 
his voice. “ I saw the form of a fiend,” 
said Annibal gloomily. “ What do you 
say?” said Ildefonsa still more alarmed. 
“ That I am destroyed !” said Annibal, 
and he rushed from her. with unconscious 
wildness. 

Filippo was detained’four days at Puz- 
zoli by the indisposition of the prior, to 
whom he at length presented his letters. 
The prior, a man of strong passions and 
extensive power, proud of patronage, 
and. ostentatious of authority, immedi- 
i' • /kv ately 
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ately espoused Annibal’s cause, wrote to 
all he could command or importune, sent 
to Annibal a magnificent present, and 
invited him to reside with him at Puzzoli: 
This intelligence was sufficiently inspi¬ 
riting, and the progress he had conti¬ 
nued to make in Ildefonsa’s affections 
was such as might animate a less san¬ 
guine imagination. Yet when Filippo 
returned, he found his master plunged 
in a gloom which nothing could explain 
or dispel; in vain Filippo watched him 
with the mute assiduity of humble affec¬ 
tion, in vain he exhausted all the flat¬ 
teries of his eloquence in painting his 
approaching happiness and distinction, 
the resistless austerity and munificent 
affection of the prior, the disappointment 
of the abbess and her secret employer; 
and the triumphant liberation-of the Sig¬ 
nora Ildefonsa, with part of w hose story 
he had been entrusted. Annibal remained 
silent, or only replied by interjections; 

which 
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which proved his mind was far from the 
subject on which he spoke. He still re¬ 
sorted in the evening to the convent,, 
but for the evening he also appealed to 
have some other employment; His de¬ 
spondency increased every moment, and 
Filippo, who at first pretended to be his 
counsellor, had now little business but 
to watch his looks silently in the day* 
and count his groans sleeplessly all night; 
Ildefonsa perceived the change also, but 
in the precarious and distressful, state of 
their passion there were so many reasons 
tor melancholy, that, judging-of his feel? 
ings by her own; she ascribed them to 
the same cause, and endeavoured: to in? 
spirit him with hopes she scarcely dared 
to indulge herself. 

It was in one of these melancholy ‘ 
hours, which were half devoted to fear 
and half to love, that Filippo, who 
watched at the extremity of the wall,, 
rushed forward with.terror in his coun? 
fenance, and motioned to the lovers 

to- 
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to separate. Ildefonsa retired through 
the garden in haste, and Annibal re¬ 
treated with Filippo, who hurried along: 
his master with looks and broken inter¬ 
jections of fear, till they had reached a. 
considerable distance from the convent. 
“ Signor,” said Filippo, “ I have seen 
him !” Annibal made no answer. “ Sig¬ 
nor,” said Filippo stopping, and turning 
the light of his lantern full on Annibal, 
“ I have seen him !” Annibal moved: 
onwards silently: they reached the inn. 
Filippo, emboldened by mutual terror,, 
entered the room along with him. “Sig¬ 
nor,” said he, gazing in his master’s, 
face, and not speaking till, he was near 
enough to whisper, “ Signor, I have 
seen him to-night!”—“ I see him every, 
night,” said Annibal gloomily. Filippo 
retreated. “Yes, Filippo, every night. 
He isnot dead, poison cannot kill him ; 
he crosses my path when I move, he 
lurks in my chamber when I sit, he per¬ 
vades 
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vades all the elements, and whispers 
audibly in my ears even when their senses 
are closed .”—“ Signor, what is it you 
say?”—“ I know not what I say; once 
I hoped my heart would have burst be¬ 
fore I could have uttered thus much*, 
but it is in vain, human resistance is in 
vain. I know him not, through mist 
and vision my mind grasps at him in 
vain; but I feel that though his charac¬ 
ter is shadowy, his influence is substan¬ 
tial ; I feel that I am—did I say his vic¬ 
tim ? Oh, not yet, not yet!” 

He fell on his knees, and prayed in- 
agony ; Filippo sunk beside him. u Oh, 
Signor! you break my heart. If the ter¬ 
rible being I have seen be yet alive, the 
guilt is not yours, nor is it mine; I had: 
hoped, indeed, he had perished; nor would 
I have felt so much fear from his spectre; 
as I did from his living presence this 
night. Oh, Signor, he is not a being 
our hands conld reach! we are sinful 
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men, Signor ; let us confess to soino 
holy man, and beg the aids of the: 
church; we are sinful men, and our, 
offences visit us in these shapes of terror. 
—I never recollected them so distinctly' 
as I do this night!”—“ Filippo,” said 
his unhappy master, “ I have yielded to 
the weakness of nature once and the first- 
time, no one has seen me thus, subdued 
before; dismiss your fears, you, are in 
no danger; this business requires other 
agents, leave me to encounter it alone.- 
I believe I am for the dark hour and the 
unutterable task; I believe Lam resigned! 
by my better angel; a blast has spread*' 
over life, and the organs with which I 
behold objects are seared and discoloured j 
G o from me, I no longer wish to feel 
anything human near me.; it enfeebles 
me, and my nerves should be of iron 
now. I should be mantled in.midnight* 
and armed with serpents—I would I were; 
L would I were muffled in blindness, or 

hissed i 
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hissed into stupor. I'ilippo, do not heed 
me ; I struggle no longer from convic¬ 
tion, but from despaii;. Filippo, do not 
heed me. The enemy of souls, it is 
said, has great power over melancholy 
spirits; I have been melancholy from my 
youth, but this is reality, terrible, over¬ 
whelming reality ; here is fuel and con¬ 
sequence ! Filippo, why do you gaze 
thus ? Do not heed me.” 

Filippo, ignorant of the real cause of 
the convulsions of Annibal's mind, and 
ascribing them to the dread that the be¬ 
ing he had seen was the spectre of the 
poisoned monk, endeavoured to console 
him by the hope that he had escaped the 
effects of the poison, and was yet alive 
and uninjured. “ I know, I know he 
is alive 1” said Annibal distractedly. 
V- There is then nothing to fear or to be 
reproached with, Signor; I will get ab¬ 
solution for giving him the drink, and 
we will go to the holy prior happily.’’—> 

“ A ncl 
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“ And who shall give me absolution r” 
said Annibal. “ For what, Signor?” 
asked Filippo, confounded by the ques¬ 
tion. “ Villain!” said Annibal, starting 
into frenzy, “ do not name it, do not 
utter it even mentally; would you tempt 
me to speak it ? would you feast your ears 
with my ruin ? You are one of his emissa¬ 
ries, bribed to haunt me in his absence, 
and shut up every breathing hole of re¬ 
mission, every glimpse of quiet.” 

Fiiippo, astonished and dismayed, for¬ 
bore to speak, and Annibal soon after per¬ 
ceiving him about to quit the room, desir¬ 
ed him to sleep at the foot of his bed that 
night. Filippo obeyed, and Annibal, throw¬ 
ing himself on the bed, closed his eyes. Fi¬ 
lippo rose, and bending over him, watch¬ 
ed if he slept. His master, starting with 
the quickness of habitual fear, demanded 
why he had risen ? “Be not displeased. 
Signor, these are relics of power and 
sanctity, every one of these crosses has 

touched 


THE FAMILY OF MONTORIO. 187 


touched the shrine of Loretto; I was 
going while you slept to lay them under 
your pillow, so that no evil thing might 
hurt you.” Annibal silently suffered him, 
and again tried to rest, but Filippo again, 
rose, and began to tie something about 
the pillars of the bed. “ And these, 
Signor, I have but thought of this mo¬ 
ment, they have power against all wizards 

fcnu utniuiy tilings umt warn. ti.C Chilli 

in the shape of men, but are not; this 
is a shred of the cloth in which the head 
of St. Januarius was wrapt when it was 
first discovered : while this is on your 
bed you are safe from spell and wizardry.” 
— “ It is indeed a relic of virtue if I am,” 
said Annibal heavily; “but where did 
you procure them, Filippo r”—“ My 
uncle Michelo gave them to me on his 
dying bed, he had purchased them from 
aDominican.”—“Take them away quick, 
the haunting of that name will not depart 
from me all night; let not Michelo touch 


i 88 


FATAL REVEKGE; OK, 


me, it brings back a thousand images; 
dark and disastrous thoughts are with 
me when he is named. Lie down aga n, 
Filippo, and speak not till the morning.” 
Filippo obeyed, but twice started up in 
the night, from an apprehension there 
were others in the room : so loud were 
Annibal's exclamations and struggles in 
his sleep. 


To these nights the occupations of the 
day sometimes afforded relief. The pre¬ 
sence of Ildefonsa soothed both his me¬ 
lancholy and his passion ; the variety,, 
too,, and spirit of adventure which the 
circumstances of their interview were 
diversified by, occupied his mind and 
his imagination. Sometimes tire signal 
of their meeting was the low tones of 
Ildefonsa-'s maudoline breathing from 
among the moon-lit foliage ; sometimes 
that of disappointment was a cluster of 
withered flowers dropt from the grating 
of her cell;. once he heard, her utter 

sounds. 


T11E VASIILY OF MONTORIO. 189 

sounds of a tone different from those of 
Gommon tenderness, and paused before 
he approached her to interrupt it. The 
lines were these: 


i. 

We meet no more—oh, think on me! 

Though lost to sense for ever, 

Yet faithful Memory’s record dear 
Whispers—we shall not sever. 

ii. 

No, by that lip of richest sweets, 

Oh, never press’d by me! 

No, by that soft eye’s humid fires 
I must remember thee ! 

hi. 

Each passing object’s casual light 
Shall oft revive its power ; 

Even you, pale beams, shall wake the though: 
They lit our parting hour. 

IV. 

And then I’ll think I see that form, 

In ardent beauty glowing; 

And at the thought a tear shall wake, 

As fond as now ’tis flowing. 


Annibal 
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Annibal advanced from his conceal¬ 
ment; Ildefonsa discovered him, and 
said in faultering accents, “ Those lines 
were suggested to me when I had seen 
you once, and expected to see you no 
more.”—“ And was it possible,” said 
Annibal, “ you could think such a pas¬ 
sion could exhaust itself in one night’s 
rapture and conflict?”—“Were it not 
better that it should than to have lingered 
through a few nights more only to ex¬ 
pire?”—“What do you say, Ildefonsa?” 
—“ That where there is no confidence 
there can be no passion. Annibal, An¬ 
nibal, are these like the sweet hours of 
early love? is this the mixture of soul 
and feeling you have talked of? Your 
eye is wild, Annibal, and your cheek is 
pale; you will not tell me the cause, 
yet you say you love me.”—“ If you 
love me,” said Annibal vehemently, 
“ mention this no more. Can the com¬ 
munication of misery and guilt endear 

affection 
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affection or increase happiness ?”—“Of 
guilt, Annibal!”—“ Yes; is there not 
mental guilt ? may not a man be a mur¬ 
derer, a parricide in thought? do yon 
think that the hardened wretch whose 
hands reek every night with blood, un¬ 
repented and unremembered, suffers like 
him over whose soul the .image of anti¬ 
cipated guilt sits for ever, the absence 
of commission more than balanced by 
the horrors of feeling and remorse ? Oh, 
Ildefonsa ! the anguish of a mind unwil¬ 
lingly depraved, to which evil is aggra¬ 
vated by the bitterness of compulsion 
and the revoltings of innate integrity, 
such a state was to be imagined, in the 
list of human sufferings till it was inflicted 
on me.”—“ What do you mean Blessed 
Mother! what do you mean by those 
words ?—“ Nothing, I knownot myself; 
let us talk of your liberation. How did 
we wander to this subject?”—“It was 
my fault, and I should have forborne it, 

for 
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for I perceive it always laps you in way¬ 
wardness and musing; it was my fault; 
but my mind was strangely touched to¬ 
night. I again saw that ominous stranger, 
whom when I see I believe in my fear 
every thing I have heard of one that 
watches over my life for evil.”—“ Who? 
what stranger is this? why did you not tell 
me of him before ? what manner of man 
is he?”—“ You startle me, Anpibal, by 
your vehemence. lie is a mot^k; I have 
observed him some days past' in consul¬ 
tation with the abbess; I know not of 
what convent he is, or what brings him 
to ours, but I feel a wild awe as he 
passes and looks on me.’’—“ His name, 
have you heard his name?”—“ I think 
I heard the abbess call him Father Sche- 
moli; but I will watch him more closely, 
and learn—” “No, no, no, approach 
him not, touch him not, it is unlawful 
to hold converse with him. Iklefonsa, 
my innocent love, beware of intercourse 

with 


THE FAMILY OF MONTORIO. 193 

with that being; it is not good to hold 
it; once I joined my hand to his, and 
his grasp has never been relaxed since.” 

Ildefonsa now terrified to tears, ter¬ 
rified Annibal by her distress. He at¬ 
tempted to sooth her, but every effort 
to diversify their melancholy conference 
was rendered ineffectual by involuntary 
recurrence or gloomy abstraction. “There 
is a spell over me too,” said Annibal, 
with a - painful smile, 11 my mind has 
has also been strangely touched. I as¬ 
cribe it,” said he, forcing himself to 
proceed, “to a prediction I recollect 
relating to myself, which sheds a gloom 
over me I cannot dispel.”—“ What is 
the purport of it?” said Ildefonsa. 
“ That I am to be flattered with a pros¬ 
pect of the completion of my wishes, 
never to be verified ; that the object I love 
is to be torn from me at the moment 
of possession ; and that life is to change 
its complexion at the period when its 
vol. hi. k aspect 
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aspect becomes brilliant with joy and 
hope.”—“ The prediction is so general, 
it must have been uttered in infancy,” 
said Ildefonsa. “ Possibly long before 
it,” said Annibal, heavily. “ Has it 
been so long in circulation?” replied Il¬ 
defonsa, endeavouring to evade the ap¬ 
plication. “ I only heard it last night,” 
said Annibal with emphasis. “ It is a 
melancholy one,’’ said Ildefonsa, yield¬ 
ing to the complexion of the hour and 
the conference. “ There is an alter¬ 
native,” said Annibal. “ I would em¬ 
brace any alternative preferably,” said 
Ildefonsa, heedlessly. “ Would you,— 
would you indeed?” said Annibal, with 
sudden eagerness. ‘‘ 1 would, assuredly,” 
she replied, “unless—” “ Unless what?” 
“ Unless it involved a crime—or—” 
f ‘ Aye, aye, I know all you would say,” 
said Annibal. “ Would the decree of 
the crime make any difference ?” said 
he, after a pause, then again interrupted 

her 
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her with “ But that is of no conse* 
quence to me.” From a conference 
thus wildly broken, neither could derive 
much pleasure ; they separated, uncheer¬ 
ed by a promise of speedy return, for 
Ildefonsa informed her lover, that at¬ 
tendance on a peculiar ceremony would 
detain her for three following-nights. 

This interval Filippo observed his mas¬ 
ter to pass in unmitigated wretchedness, 
and overheard him in solitude and in 
sleep, perpetually repeating to himself 
the ominous sentence which he had com¬ 
municated to Ildefonsa. On the morn¬ 
ing of the fourth day, letters arrived 
from Puzzoli of the most momentous 
import. They contained an order from 
the Bishop of the diocese for the re¬ 
moval of sister Ildefonsa Mauzoli, of the 
Ursuline convent, to another in Puzzoli. 
This the prior informed Annibal in ano¬ 
ther letter, was only a preparatory step 
to her being declared free to adopt or 
k 2, reject 
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reject a monastic life. The letter con¬ 
cluded by pressing Annibal’s removal 
to Puzzoli, where the event of his love 
and fortune seemed to demand his pre¬ 
sence. The order was brought to the 
convent by a messenger of the prior’s, 
who was also an ecclesiastical officer, 
and presented by him to the abbess; 
Tilippo accompanied him by the order 
of Annibal. The delivery of the order 
was attended with some formality, and 
witnessed by a number of attendants. 

Hour after hour, Annibal counted the 
delay of the messenger with impatience, 
which was at length discoloured by fear. 
Unable to communicate the cause of his 
agitation, and agitated by other causes, 
lie wandered on the margin of the river, 
now dark and wild with-winter, and tried 
in vain to expel from his thought the 
dolorous sounds, which his'lips were in¬ 
cessantly forming, while he struggled 
to forget them. Late in the evening 

Filippo 
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Filippo returned breathless, with strange 
intelligence, which at first he could only 
vent in exclamation ; compassion for his 
master’s solicitude, at length made him 
coherent, and he related the events of 
the day, but his peculiar manner, and 
numerous interruptions may be spared in 
the narration. 

He had pressed with many other at¬ 
tendants, into the apartment where the 
messenger of the prior was introduced 
to the abbess. She received the paper 
with submission, but on receiving it, 
crossed herself with marks of grief and 
dismay, and then addressing herself to 
the messenger, said, “This order comes 
too late, except to renew our grief for 
the loss of a departed sister; lldefonsa 
Mauzoli is now beyond the reach of 
earthly power, she expired yesterday.” 

The messenger, with strong expres¬ 
sions of concern, and some of distrust, 
quitted the apartment, where the cla¬ 
morous. 
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morous distress of the nuns, which seem¬ 
ed to wait a signal for its renewal, con¬ 
tended in vain with the loud murmura 
in which the attendants testified their 
suspicion and resentment. But Filippo, 
whose first impulse of concern was su¬ 
perseded by his penetration, determined 
not to quit the convent thus incuriously. 
He dreaded his master’s despair; he 
mistrusted the malignity of the Abbess; 
and while the attendants were dispers¬ 
ing, he glided through the passages of 
the convent, and repaired to the chapel, 
where he dispensed his prostrations with 
such unction, and examined the relics 
with so profound a visage, that he at¬ 
tracted the notice of an old, deaf, 
crippled nun, who usually loitered in 
the chapel to tax the faith or charity of 
devout visitors. By this sybil he was 
led about from one saint’s nail to ano¬ 
ther’s eye-brow ; he was shewn the dust 
that dropt from the crayons of St. Luke, 

and 
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and a tile which fell from the Holy 
House of Loretto, in its aerial journey 
from Palestine to Italy. In the course 
of his enquiries he satisfied himself that 
she was almost completely deaf, and 
nearly blind ; he now therefore recon¬ 
noitred the chapel with some degree of 
confidence. Through one of the upper 
arcades, he observed the nuns passing 
with such frequency, that he imme¬ 
diately conjectured it opened to the 
gallery where their cells were ranged. 
To confirm his conjectures, by the gra¬ 
tuity of a few zechins, he prevailed on 
the nun to repeat a certain number of 
prayers for him, at a shrine which owed 
the distinction more to the distance 
from the place of his devotion, than 
to his belief of its uncommon sanctity. 
When he had made this arrangement, 
(in the prosecution of which he very 
soon had the satisfaction of seeing the 
aged nun fast asleep) he cautiously ap¬ 
proached 
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proaclied the part of the chapel under* 
the arcade; he knew not in what man¬ 
ner to convey his presence or' his pur¬ 
poses. A small portable stringed in¬ 
strument, which he had purchased on 
the way from one of the attendants, in 
hopes of soothing his master’s gloomy 
solitude, presented itself as a lucky me¬ 
dium of unsuspected communication. 
He touched it, but the old nun, awoke 
by so unusual a sound, tottered forward 
to demand the reason of it, at the same 
time assuring Filippo that he had been 
so unfortunate as to disturb a vision iu 
which St. Ursula was just about to pro¬ 
mise her any favour she could ask for 
the young visitor, on condition he ap¬ 
plied for the situation of gardener to the 
convent, “ For our gardener,” said the 
nun, “ has grown so old -—•” “ Venerable 

mother,” said Filippo, “ return to the 
shrine, doubtless you will be favoured 
with a continuance of the vision. 1 

myself 
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myself received an uncommon accession, 
just at the moment, which, with the 
help of your prayers, may improve into 
an actual call to become gardener to St. 
Ursula. With regard to this instrument, 
venerable mother, I was once, when wan¬ 
dering over the Andes (which are a ridge 
of high mountains dividing Germany 
from the Island of Africa,) chased by 
a band of bloody, unbelieving Moors, 
I had no instrument of defence but this , 
on which I was inspired to play a hymn 
to St. Ursula, the effect of which was so 
sacred, that the whole troop was con¬ 
verted, and remain good Catholics to 
this day. I made a vow on the spot, 
that on this very instrument I would 
play the same hymn at the shrine of 
St. Ursula, as soon as I arrived in Italy; 
I beg, therefore, reverend mother, yon 
will do me no disquiet in the performance 
of my vow.” “ Heaven forbid!” re¬ 
plied the religious, “I never heard a 
k 3 more 
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more glorious recital, it is exactly like 
the legends which the confessor reads to 
us on the vigils of the saints.” 

She then returned to the shrine, where 
she was soon wrapt into another vision on 
the call of the young gardener. But 
however the deaf nun might be dismissed 
without much cost of dexterity, he knew 
not how to lull the vigilant sisters. It 
was a lucky hour, that allotted to private 
devotion, which most of them were re¬ 
signing to sleep. He recollected an air 
he had heard Annibal sing in suppressed 
tones near the garden, while he waited 
for Ildefonsa; it was plaintive, and 
-might well pass for a pilgrim’s song. He 
touched a slight prelude on his instru¬ 
ment, and then sung the following 
words, mezza wee :— 

If she who weeps a lover’s woe$> 

Yet linger near these conscious walls,. 

Of absent love the song she knows, 

She hears its fond, though timid calls. 
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He paused—all was still. He repeated 
it in a voice tremulous with disappoint¬ 
ment, and a light vibration, (low and 
brief as a sigh.) of Ildefonsa’s well- 
known maudoline, came to his ear, fill¬ 
ing him with confidence and joy. IIis 
recognition of this signal was without 
doubt or fear, for he had heard his mas¬ 
ter say, that Ildefonsa was the only 
inmate within the walls that touched the 
maudoline. He rose joyfully, and was 
quitting the chapel without disturbing 
the old nun, to learn the success of her 
second conference with St. Ursula, when 
a sound near him arrested his steps. 
He knew not to what direction to refer 
it; it seemed that of a human voice, 
yet it issued from under his feet! He 
listened—“ There was no sound,” said a 
voice from beneath the shrine, “ it was 
fancy; the chapel is empty.”—“ Then 
let us ascend,” said a female voice, “ for 
I aai suffocated with" these damps. Is 

your 
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your apprehension of discovery suffici¬ 
ently removed Perfectly;” an¬ 

swered the first, which Filippo disco¬ 
vered to be that of Father Schemoli. 
‘ ‘ Discovery cannot penetrate where you 
have led me. To-morrow night, then, 
reverend mother, this serpent shall be 
crushed in the dark ! May I rely on your 
assistant r”—“ As firmly as on your own 
resolution, father.”—“ That has never 
failed:” said Schemoli, emphatically. 

The time which they took to as¬ 
cend, and enter the chapel by a con¬ 
cealed grating, in the pavement of the 
shrine, gave Filippo an opportunity to 
screen himself behind the profuse vo¬ 
lumes of drapery that enfolded it; but 
when he saw the confessor and abbess of 
the convent, for that was the female, 
ascend from the shrine, and pass the 
spot where he stood, he ceased to hope 
for life. They passed him, however, 
and drawing near the door, observed the 


nun: 
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nun ; the abbess awoke her ; “ Why are 
you sleeping ? ” said the abbess. “ I 
Avas not sleeping,” replied the nun. 
“ Strangers might have entered the cha¬ 
pel,” said the confessor. “ That is im¬ 
possible, while I am here,” observed the 
nun. “ Are you sure no one has been 
here since,” asked the abbess. “ There 
was one young pilgrim,” said the nun, 
exalting her voice, “ who went through 
the pannelled door, behind the drapery 
at the left pediment of the shrine of St. 
Ursula.” Filippo took the hint as dex¬ 
terously as it was given, and gliding 
through the door which he had not till 
then observed, retreated silently through 
a remote passage. “ You were very 
particular in observing the manner of his 
exit,” said Schemolk “ To tell you the 
truth, I let him out myself,” answered 
the nun. “ She is foolish,” said the 
abbess, retiring with Schemoli, “ but 
strict and faithful.” 


In 
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In the mean time Filippo hasted to 
his master; he informed him of the 
supposed machinations of the abbess; 
he did not conceal from him the 
presence and' agency of Schemoli, he 
averred it his belief that the Signora 
Udefonsa did exist, though he feared it 
was determined she should not exist 
much longer. All personal interference 
was now fruitless, as he would probably 
be excluded from the walls of the con¬ 
vent, but as the following night was 
assigned for the celebration of her fune¬ 
ral, at which strangers would of course 
be present, he advised Annibal to repair 
thither with the officer who had brought 
the Bishop’s order, to state the circum¬ 
stances which hail occurred, and of 
which he (Filippo) would avow himself 
a witness, cover the abbess with confu¬ 
sion, and interest the spectators and the 
ecclesiastics in the restitution of Ilde- 
fonsa. Every thing indeed, that cou¬ 
rage or ingenuity could propose, was 
1 anti- 
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anticipated in the advice' of Filippo, 
which Annibal prepared to adopt, with 
a heart he was delighted to feel beating 

O O' 

with human passions once more. 

The funeral of a sister of the Ursuline 
convent was always attended with pe¬ 
culiar solemnity, from the abbess’s wish 
to impress strangers who were permitted 
to attend it, with an opinion of the 
sanctity of her retreat, as -well as to 
spread over the minds of the inmates 
a deeper shade of religious awe and sub¬ 
mission. The office was to be performed 
in the chapel at midnight: two hours 
before which every avenue was filled by 
strangers, among whom Annibal and 
bis attendants found no difficulty in 
mingling. His spirits were solemnly 
touched ; the idea of Ildefousa asso* 
dated with the persuasion and imagery 
of death, (though from death he be¬ 
lieved her sufficiently distant,) the 
gliding steps, the dim light, and the 

low 
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low requiem, repelled the tumult of 
expectation, and stilled and saddened 
liini. While the crowd were examining 
the devices with which the passages of 
the chapel were arrayed, Annibal, from 
an upper arcade, beheld a group of nuns 
assembled round the bier, which stood 
in the centre of the chapel. The tapers 
were not yet lit, but a torch burned 
dimly at the foot of the bier, shewing 
the pale, evanid forms of the sisters, who 
from time to time breathed the low, 
lulling tones which compose the office 
for the dead, and which were soon to 
mingle with the chantings of the choir 
and the rich thunders of the organ. 
Annibal, visionary by nature, and melan¬ 
choly from habit, listened, entranced 
in sadness, and almost wished himself 
lapped in the deep rest which was sooth¬ 
ed by the breathings of such holy har¬ 
mony. Of Ildefonsa, even if he possessed' 
her, he dreaded his possession would not 

be 
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be long, and though armed for her li¬ 
beration, he already wept her as dead. 

Meanwhile midnight approached, an 
ecclesiastic of rank attended to perform 
the service. The abbess and the nuns 
were ranged in their galleried stalls, the 
crowd below, pale with religious awe, 
filled the aisle and chancel. The service 
of the dead was chanted ; the roar of 
the organ ceased, the prior, rising, ad¬ 
vanced to the bier, and spreading his 
arms, breathed a benediction over the 
pall that covered it. The attendants rai¬ 
sing it, bore it towards the narrow door 
of a subterranean cemetery, preceded by 
the sacristan, whose torch flared over 
the dark and arched entrance. On a 
signal, the nuns were about to renew 
the requiem, whose last echo was now 
dying on the ear, when Annibal, who 
had wrought himself to an energic burst 
of rage and enthusiasm, called aloud 
to them to forbear, and appealing alter¬ 
nately 
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nately to the prior and the spectators, 
demanded justice on the abbess, for de¬ 
ceiving them by a fictitious interment of 
a nun, whom, if alive, she had immured 
in the recesses of a dungeon. This bold 
outcry was followed by terror and con¬ 
fusion. The attendants paused in dis¬ 
may ; the nuns ran shrieking to their 
cells, the prior advanced in amaze, and 
the crowd, variously divided, awaited 
the event of this extraordinary appeal. 

Annibal now briefly, but vividly, re¬ 
lated the late events, which were cor¬ 
roborated by Filippo. He urged the prior 
by his awe of episcopal authority, and 
he interested the spectators by a detail 
of the helplessness, the persecutions, and 
the beauty of Ildefonsa. By this time 
the abbess had descended, and appealed 
loudly in her turn, against the insult 
offered to her character and her sanc¬ 
tuary, by a wandering fugitive, of whom 
nothing more was.known than, than that 

he. 
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he was an enemy to the Catholic Faith, a 
seducer of vestal purity, and a calum¬ 
niator of vestal sanctity. Annibal, who 
perceived the auditory fluctuating, has¬ 
tened to bring the contest to a speedy 
and obvious test, and throwing himself 
at the feet of the prior, besought him to 
command the pall to be removed, and 
the bier to be examined. “ If,” added 
he, “ Udefonsa be living, she is not on 
that bier, if she be dead, the appearance 
of the corse will justify my charge, and 
blast her murderers with conviction.” 

To this proposal the prior, moved by 
strong personal curiosity, consented, nor 
did the abbess seem to decline it. They 
moved with difficulty through the chan¬ 
cel, now obstructed by the crowd, tu¬ 
multuous with curiosity. The attendants 
invested the bier, the prior himself held 
a taper as he bowed over it, the pall was 
removed ; with a spring of agony Anni- 

baj 
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bal threw himself on the object it dis¬ 
closed, on the corse of llclefonsa. 

He started up, revived by frantic hope, 
he examined the hand on which his 
burning tears were dropping; it was no 
waxen effigy, it was cold and relaxed, 
but it was human flesh. He looked with 
straining eyes on the face, there was no 
sign of violence; he knew them well, 
there was neither streak nor stain, nei¬ 
ther discolouration nor contraction, she 
was calm and lovely, as in sleep. He 
was stirred from his trance, by a sound 
which he heard, without comprehending 
it, it was the loud rage of the abbess and 
the spectators, who, on this visible proof 
of the falsity of his charge, would wil¬ 
lingly have torn Annibal to pieces, with¬ 
out patience for his explanations, or a 
sympathy for his misery. But his mind, 
embittered by persecution, and goaded 
by a conviction of crime or imposture 
in the present event, furnished him with 

such 
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such sudden eloquence of vindication, 
such a llow of passion, .(which described 
himself as bereft, by monkish fraud and 
cruelty, of the only hope that soothed 
his existence, and heaped together such 
fearful stories of monastic oppression 
and religious murder) that the lower 
orders of the auditory, always favour¬ 
able to the depression of dignity, again 
adopted his cause, and demanded loudly 
an inquisition into the affair. The 
abbess, enraged, addressed the crowd, 
and warned them how they upheld a 
wizard, a sorcerer, one that was. leagued 
with unholy spirits against the cause of 
the church and its votarists ; she told 
them, the stnfnger was a Montorio, one 
of the dark race, whose deeds of horror 
extended beyond the limits of earth, and 
the catalogue of human crimes. 

From this accusation, Annibal, un¬ 
used to the persecutions of Ippolito, was 
defending himself with the vehemence of 

genuine 
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genuine horror, and looking round the 
multitude, demanded who dare approve 
the charges on himself or his house, 
when his eye, as it swept the circle with 
a look of command, rested on the dark 
face of Schemoli, standing directly op¬ 
posite him, and regarding him with a 
look of fixed sternness. Annibal was 
transfixed to the spot; his eye became 
hollow, and his lip quivered. He bent 
forward with a broken sound of fear, 
and retreated without a power of col¬ 
lecting thought, or uttering a word. 
The abbess screamed with triumph. 
“See,” said she, “ the wretch, arrested 
in the very moment of his false defence, 
by the power of conscience ! See, does 
he utter a word ? Look on his hazard 
face—his eye is bent on air—but doubt¬ 
less he sees forms from which the eyes 
of the faithful are veiled.” 

Annibal springing through the crowd 
with a vehement impulse, called him by¬ 
name 
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nametostay, then retreating, with his eyes 
still fixed in the direction where he had 
glided away, said inwardly, “ See where 
he flits along; he is no creature of this 
earth!”—“ Whom do you speak to?” 
said some around him, in fear, or in 
curiosity. “ Ask me not,” said An- 
nibal wildly, “ I dare not tell; his form 
is human, but be not deceived, he is 
not one of us.” The few who pressed 
around him, were driven back by these 
wild wards, and the zealous and terrified 
crowd now as loudly pressing for his ar¬ 
rest and detention, as they had a mo¬ 
ment past to hear and to favour him. 
The prior advanced, and informed him 
is conduct and expressions had been so 
extraordinary, that he conceived it his 
duty as a churchman, to take cogni¬ 
sance of them. He then commanded 
his attendants to secure and guard him. 
On the unhappy prisoner, neither his ad¬ 
dress, nor the consequent movements 

ap- 
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appeared to make any impression; he 
was in the calmness of fixed madness. 
From time to time he uttered the words, 
“ See where he glides away,” to the 
great terror of his guard, whom he how¬ 
ever made no attempt to resist. 

Terror, disastrous passion, and dis¬ 
appointed revenge, had indeed impaired 
his reason, but his madness was without 
violence, for his'strength was exhausted. 
The remaining rites of sepulture were 
hastily concluded ; the crowd, still mur¬ 
muring with wonder and doubt, dis¬ 
persed, and the prior recollecting, that 
in the ruined town, there was now no 
place to secure the prisoner, consulted 
with the abbess, who agreed that he 
should remain secured in some outer 
apartment of the convent, and watched 
by the attendants. There was little need 
of security ; Annibal remained calm and 
passive, but from time to time, uttered 
words, which, had his hearers been ac¬ 
quainted 
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quainted with the late events of his life, 
would have suggested ideas more ter¬ 
rible than the outrage of a convent; 
but terrified by the rambiings of de¬ 
lirium, which some interpreted as pos¬ 
session, and some as prophecy, his 
guards, one by one retired, each al¬ 
ledging the departure of the last as a 
reason for his own, and each dreading 
as he saw a companion retire, that he 
would be left alone with the maniac. 
It was solitude, silence, and chillness 
that recalled Annibal to his reason. He 
was in a deserted room that had once 
been the sacristy; the pale, faint light 
of the moon almost setting, fell through 
mist and haze, on a narrow window. 
Annibal for a moment recollected the 
events of the night, and then, in the 
confusion of returning sense, endeavour¬ 
ed to exclude them by shutting his eyes ; 
for the late privation of reason had been 
accompanied with imperfect vision, and 
vol. nr. L he 
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he wished to retire for shelter to in¬ 
sensibility again. It was impossible; 
every thing recurred with a force more 
vivid than reality, and again he started 
up to prevent the attendants from car¬ 
rying the bier of Ildefonsa to the vault. 
He found himself in a lone and narrow 
apartment, the door of which was se¬ 
cured, but from without he thought 
he heard whispers as of men in con¬ 
sultation. He now implored release or 
information respecting the fate of Il¬ 
defonsa, by every topic that he thought 
could operate on compassion or fear, and 
in every tone of passion, from the whis¬ 
perings of supplication, to the hoarse, 
broken, inarticulate roar of rage and 
menace. 

He procured neither freedom nor an¬ 
swer, and at length feeling his brain 
again unsettle, and dreading the loss 
of reason as the extinction of his sole 
means of hope, he retreated to a seat, 

and 
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and hiding his head in the folds of his 
mantle, and pressing his temples firmly 
with his hands, he tried to exclude the 
forms that were every moment enlarging 
in size, and quickening in motion before 
him, and to breathe a broken prayer for 
the preservation of his reason. He grew 
calmer, but when he ventured to look 
up, he again mistrusted the faithful¬ 
ness of his senses. Every object around 
him seemed in motion; and the blue 
and shadowy light quivered so fit¬ 
fully and wild, that a kind of fan¬ 
tastic animation seemed to pervade the 
very walls and deling. Again he closed 
his eyes, but the motion was palpable, 
for though he could no longer see any 
object, he felt the seat shaking under 
him. Before he could rise, he heard the 
bells of the convent pealing out with 
that confused and dolorous sound, that 
the wretched inmates of countries visit¬ 
ed by earthquakes understand but too 
l 2 well. 
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well. The thought of perishing without 
a struggle was horrible. Again he rush¬ 
ed to the door, and implored to be at 
least allowed a chance for life, which in 
that hour of horrors is not even denied 
to the most abandoned convict in his 
dungeon. He implored in vain, his cries, 
even to his own ears, were drowned in 
the increasing tumult and distraction of 
the convent. He heard, indeed, many 
voices, but none that answered him ; 
he heard steps passing close to his door, 
and some even that faultered as they 
passed, but they faultered from the terror 
of their own flight, and though they 
echoed his cries with involuntary im¬ 
pulse, they yet seemed not to hear them. 
At length a crash was heard, which 
seemed like the toppling of the whole 
structure, and the next moment a mass 
of ruinous building falling against the 
door of Annibal’s prison it was shattered 
to atoms; and through the chasm he 

beheld 
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beheld the walls of the convent shaking, 
figures, in the infatuation of fear, cling¬ 
ing to the rent and heaving fragments, 
and a copper-tinged and flaky sky, peer¬ 
ing through the crushed robf, whose 
crags and ridges, tinted with the glare, 
seamed the mass with portentous shapes, 
that seemed to the fugitives below, like 
dragons perched on their spires, Or hip- 
pogriffs breathing sulphur through their 
shrines; Annibal started from his prison, 
and the next moment saw its walls rolling: 
together like a scroll, and its place lost 
in a cloud of dust, and sparks, and sul¬ 
phurous smoke. Half blind, half stifled, 
he struggled on, and perceived that the 
fall of the principal tower, which had 
shaken the walls of his prison to dust, 
had also forced its way through the pave¬ 
ment of the cloistered passage on which 
it descended, and which now only pre¬ 
sented a number of chasms, whose dark¬ 
ness or depth the eye could not measure, 
6 and 
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and whose crumbling edges were but just 
visible in the light of the funeral lamps 
which had burned in the cloister that 
night, some of them yet unextinguished 
in the fall gleamed to some depth in the 
chasms, shewing their rude, dark pro¬ 
minences, and playing ineffectually on 
the thick darkness in which their depths 
were lost. He noted all this with per¬ 
ceptions quickened by fear, but the im¬ 
pulse to advance was irresistible to one 
so lately in durance. He advanced, there¬ 
fore ; he was on the edge of a cavity; on 
the opposite side was a door, through 
which a steady light appeared, as if that 
part of the building was not yet in ruins. 
He attempted to spring across it, but 
either his senses were false or his strength 
impaired, for he plunged into darkness, 
and emptiness, and his breath and recol¬ 
lection failed him in a moment. He 
recovered, but after what interval he had 
no means of knowing; he felt himself 


spre 
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sore and stunned, but not incapable of 
motion. He rose and attempted to dis¬ 
cover into what place he had descended. 
The floor was damp and stony ; it was 
evidently the floor of a vault, but the 
utmost extent of his arms could not dis¬ 
cover the walls, nor encounter any inter¬ 
vening object. lie groped on in cautious 
and breathless fear, till the dread that 
he was only treading the same dark cir¬ 
cle, the dread that he was plunged into 
an abyss, over which was heaped a moun¬ 
tain of ruin no hand could ever remove ; 
the dread that he must wander in daik- 
ness, uttering cries that must never be 
heard, and'imploring aid that never could 
reach him, till he must suck the dank 
and flinty ground in the madness of 
thirst, or gnaw his withering flesh for 
food;—the dread of this rose like a burn¬ 
ing tide of agony in his throat; and 
sending forth a cry that might make it¬ 
self be heard, even amid the uproar of 

that 
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that night, he sunk on the ground. He 
sprung up again, for his cry was plainly 
repeated by other sounds than the echoes 
of the vault; again it was repeated, and 
Annibal, to whom even the imaginary 
tenant of darkness would scarce have 
been an unwelcome visitant, called aloud 
and repeatedly, and springing on one 
foot, listened with every faculty on the 
stretch. Again he heard a voice so dis¬ 
tinct, so well known, so unhoped for* 
that, bewildered and laughing with con¬ 
vulsive joy, he said to himself, “ It is 
impossible, it is illusion, it is a sleight 
of the enemy ! Oh ! when will the cool, 
clear light of the morn come, and all 
this vanish,?” He was answered in tones 
he could no longer misunderstand, “ It 
is, it is I; stir not, move not a step, I 
must approach in darkness ; but stir not 
limb, or joint, or thought, till you feel 
my hand in yours.” Again believing his 
senses failing, he closed his eyes: it was 

fortunate 
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fortunate lie did so. The next moment 
lie felt the soft hand of Ildefonsa lightly 
touching his. With a sensation inex¬ 
pressibly delicious, he suffered himself 
to be led a few steps by her in darkness. 
He dared not yet trust himself with sight; 
he felt as if there was a treasure near 
him, which to discover too soon was to 
destroy; he dreaded that to open his eyes 
would be to banish the delicious dream 
of her voice. At length a strong light 
fell on them; he looked around ; Ilde¬ 
fonsa was beside him, and a torch burned 
at the foot of a cluster of pillars, against 
which she leant apparently exhausted with 
emotion. 

For a long time their questions were 
asked and answered by looks, by lips that 
moved but could not articulate, by eyes 
from which they smote away the tears 
that obscured the sight of each other for-' 
a moment. “ Oh, Annibal!” said Ilde¬ 
fonsa, speaking first though feebly, “ my 
l 3 preserver, > 
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preserver, I have preserved you in turn ! 
When I discovered you, you were sus¬ 
pended on one foot over a vault, of which 
the depth is—Oh, Santa Madre! it opens 
beneath my feet when I think of it; 
another step and you had been dashed 
into atoms, into ten thousand atoms 1 
Had I called you rvould have moved, 
had I approached you would have moved, 
had I displayed the torch, in the giddi¬ 
ness of sudden sight you would have 
moved, and a motion was death. I con¬ 
cealed the light; I called to you not to 
move; I crept over to you, dreading the 
sound of my own foot; I saved you, and 
now save me, for I can stand no longer.” 

She tottered, and the wound (which 
Ippolito had bathed in the stream and 
bound up) bled afresh from the vio¬ 
lence of her emotions. Annibal, grasp¬ 
ing her in his arms, looked round with 
anguish and distraction. In a vault of 
vast extent, dimly lit by the lamps of a 

distant 
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distant shrine, and strewed with the re¬ 
lics and emblems of the dead, he looked 
around in vain for relief or for hope. 
Ildefonsa’s eyes wandered, and her lips 
were pale, but she was yet capable of 
conveying her meaning by gestures, and 
now pointing vehemently to the left, 
Annibal bore her thither, still carrying 
the torch, and still looking around with¬ 
out a glimpse of deliverance. 

The direction to which she pointed ap¬ 
peared only more dark and rugged than 
that they quitted; but as he advanced (the 
torch burning dimly from thedamps of the 
vault) a faint blue light seemed to hover 
in the distance. He stopped and gazed ; 
Ildefonsa murmured an audible sound of 
encouragement. The light became more 
distinct, it issued through an aperture 
in the roof of the vault, which here was 
so low, that Annibal was compelled to 
bend as he approached it. A fragment of 
something resembling a piece of drapery ' 

floated 
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floated through it, and a voice which at 
first breathed a few faint timid calls from 
above, now bursting- out in a torrent of 
lauds, blessings, encouragements, and 
entreaties, accompanied by a figure eager¬ 
ly bending from the cavity, discovered 
Filippo. It was no time for inquiries, 
though the situation suggested a thou¬ 
sand. Filippo, with equal strength and 
dexterity, fastening his mantle, which 
he tore into stripes, to the edge of the 
cavity, drew up lldefonsa with Annibal’s 
assistance, who was himself aided by its 
projections to ascend after her, and be¬ 
held, with mind and senses revived, the 
morning sun dawning on the placid 
course of the river, which had the pre¬ 
ceding evening reflected the turrets and 
groves of the convent, but whose waters- 
now glided by dismantled walls, and were 
fringed with inverted trees, patches of 
verdure dotting naked rocks, and beds 
of sand and slime poured into the bosom 

of 
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of gardens. In the sudden joy of libera¬ 
tion, they almost forgot the circum¬ 
stances of danger and distress by which 
they were still surrounded, till recalled 
by the necessity of immediate shelter for 
Ildefonsa. A perplexed consultation was 
held. It was dangerous to remain near 
the convent, though in ruins; it was 
dangerous to return to the town. Of any 
local resource nearer than Puzzoli, Anni- 
bal and his servant were ignorant; and 
there it was impossible, in Ildefonsa’s 
exhausted state, to proceed. They were 
relieved by Ildefonsa herself, who recol¬ 
lected a retreat where neither pursuit nor 
accident was likely to betray them. Thi¬ 
ther she was borne by Annibal, who felt, 
while watching her dim eye, and listen¬ 
ing to her painful and broken respiration, 
an agony of domestic intimate distress, 
such as had never accompanied the high 
and strange events in which he had been 
lately conversant. 


It 
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It was a hut rudely built of sods, ce¬ 
mented by the intertwisted roots and fo¬ 
liage of the verdure with which they were 
covered, and roofed with wicker, over 
which the trees that surrounded it had 
shed a profuse covering of leaves. They 
were not surprised to see it yet standing, 
for thev knew that slight structures often 
survive those shocks which overturn pa¬ 
laces. “ This,” said Ildefonsa as they 
supported her into it, and strewed their 
vests over the bed of moss on which they 
placed her, “ this was the habitation of 
a recluse. His habits were solitary and 
gloomy; the peasants believed him a 
being conscious of some great crime, or 
engaged in some dark pursuit. They 
dreaded to approach his hut while living; 
he has been dead some days, and their 
reluctance to visit it is probably greater. 
Here we are safe, for superstition secures 
us from every intruder.” 

Annibal groaned incredulously. The 

care 
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care of every further arrangement was 
left to Filippo, who planned with his 
usual address, and executed with his 
usual caution and spirit. He resolv¬ 
ed, as soon as the confusion of the 
disaster had somewhat abated, to re¬ 
turn to the town, and there, with the 
clamorous grief of a domestic, to bewail 
his master, whom he was to represent as 
having perished in the ruins of the con¬ 
vent ; at the same time he was to learn 
the reports circulated concerning the 
causes of his and the Signora Ildefonsa’s 
disappearance. He was to remove from 
the house where they had lived every 
article that might either lead to a disco¬ 
very of his master’s name, or minister to 
their comfort in their woodland abode; 
and whatever was yet necessary during 
their sojourn there, he was to procure 
from another village, which he purposed 
to visit in disguise. Annibal, satisfied 
of/ his talents and fidelity, suffered him 
to arrange his plans without interruption, 

while 
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while lie hung over his pallid love, and 
saw with more anguish her'forced and 
patient smiles, than the expression of 
pain and weakness with which they con¬ 
tended ineffectually. 

Filippo in about an hour set out, and 
Annibal was left alone with Ildefonsa. 
During this interval he experienced new 
and peculiar feelings; he felt he had 
opened a new page in the history of 
human misery. His rank had been ex¬ 
alted, and his youth was passed in the 
downy repose of luxury ; his wishes were 
anticipated by the diligence of a hundred 
domestics, and of wants lie had formed 
conceptions as clear as the inhabitant of 
the torrid zone may have of the cold, 
and darkness, and wintry horrors of 
Greenland. His distresses were wholly 
intellectual and imaginary; he had yet 
to learn that there were such evils as cold, 
and want, and destitution, and on- this 
day he learnt it with bitter force. 


To 
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To spread over Ildefonsa’s couch every 
garment he could spare ; to close every 
cranny of the hut with the driest leaves 
and moss he could find; to vary her 
scanty furniture a thousand times, and 
still find something to be rectified in 
every change; to solicit her lost appetite 
with the late and tasteless forest fruits— 
all this he could do. But to read in her 
dim eye wants he could not satisfy; to 
know that assistance was so near, yet. 
not dare to implore it; that there.were 
ten thousand alleviations of pain and 
weakness for which she languished, and- 
which the wishes of solitary affection 
could never bring; that he had often 
scoffed at and wasted as superfluous what 
now he would welcome as a treasure— 
this he could not do; it was insupport¬ 
able: he almost reviled the elements as 
voluntary ministers of mischief, and was 
only restrained from violence of complaint 
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by the fear of alarming the sufferer for 
whom he trembled. 

Filippo returned tottering under a bur¬ 
den of every thing that inventive solici¬ 
tude could provide. A plenteous meal 
was prepared, and a fire kindled, which 
they recollected, if seen, might confirm 
the superstition of the peasantry, and 
throw a stronger spell of fearful security 
around their wild abode. The intelli¬ 
gence of Filippo corresponded with their 
conjectures. Annibal was supposed to 
have perished in the fall of the tower 
which had freed him; no suspicion of his 
escape existed. Of Ildefonsa he had heard 
nothing, but the same opinion respecting 
her prevailed in the convent; for the 
monk who was employed to assassinate 
her, dreading the rage of Schemoli and 
the abbess, avefred that she had perished 
by the blow he gave her as he fled; and 
as the convulsions of the earth had ra¬ 
vaged 
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vaged even the subterranean apartments 
of the convent, breaking up vaults and 
overthrowing shrines, the disappearance 
of her corse excited neither surprise nor 
suspicion. Seated now amid conapara- 
tive abundance, while Annibal saw or 
hoped he saw the wan cheek of Ildefonsa 
grow warm in the ruddy light, and Fi¬ 
lippo, with characteristic vivacity, laugh¬ 
ed, shouted, and bounded round his 
master and the Signora (for no influence 
could prevail on him to sit or partake 
the meal with them); each of them re¬ 
counted the extraordinary circumstances 
under which they had again met, after 
being separated by the rudest shocks of 
both natural and moral violence. 

The escape of Annibal has been already 
related; that of Ildefonsa (who after 
being preserved from assassination by 
Ippolito, was afterwards separated from 
him by the shock of an earthquake^ was 
owing to the numerous subterranean pas¬ 
sages 
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sages of the convent, which extended to 
the brink of the river, and into one of 
which she had been precipitated by the 
vaulted roof opening beneatli her feet, 
and enclosing her with such expedition, 
that Ippobto saw her no more. She had 
descended with little hurt, and soon dis¬ 
covered where she was by the lamps 
which glimmered before a subterranean 
shrine of St. Ursula. At this she was 
prostrating, herself for protection, when 
another chasm yawned over her head, 
and she beheld through it, when her 
terrors permitted her to see, Filippo, who 
extended his arms, and called on her in 
tones of encouragement. She was about 
to avail herself of his plan for extricating 
her, when the voice of Annibal, whom 
the windings of the passage excluded 
front the light, reached her ear, and 
lighting the extinguished torch which 
her assassin had dropped, she pursued 
the sound, and discovered him suspended, 
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as she related, over a cavity, into which 
a step had been destruction. On con¬ 
cluding their narratives, both turned to 
Filippo, whose account was brief and 
simple. On learning the imprisonment 
of his master, he had in vain supplicated 
to be permitted to share it with him. He 
had been driven from the convent with 
violence; “ but no one,” as he said, 
“ could drive him from sitting down be¬ 
neath its walls.” Here, though he knew 
his presence was no protection, he j'et 
dreaded there was danger in his absence, 
and continued therefore to linger and to 
lament, till he was astonished by the 
sight of two figures, one of whom he 
knew to be Ildefonsa, descending from 
the gardens of the convent, and gliding 
along the brink of the river. His mind 
was at first clouded by fantastic fear, 
but when he could no longer doubt that 
the figure he saw was “ the real and 
living Signora,” he prepared to follow 
; her, 
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her, assured of safety from the protection 
that was extended to her. Just at this 
moment a commotion of the earth sepa¬ 
rated the figures he was observing; the 
lady sunk into the ground, and the ca¬ 
valier was wafted down the stream with 
a rapidity that mocked the sight. The 
lady, however, was Filippo’s principal 
object. He observed that the shocks were 
slight and partial, though the convent, 
situated on an eminence, almost exca¬ 
vated by subterranean recesses, and mined 
by the lapse of a river, was shaken to 
ruins by it. When personal danger there¬ 
fore had ceased, he examined that part of 
the bank where Ildefonsa had disappeared. 
The hollow sound of his steps convinced 
him there was a cavity beneath; the 
apertures made by the earthquake were 
but slightly and irregularly closed with 
masses of earth and stone. He removed 
with his hands those which obstructed 
the spot near which he beheld her sink, 
7 and 
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and by the lights which twinkled in the 
cemetery far beneath, he discovered Ilde- 
fonsa prostrate at the shrine of St. Ursula. 
From thence her liberation was easy. 

The evening was passed in congratula¬ 
tions on their marvellous escape, in anti¬ 
cipations of future security and happiness, 
and by Annibal in regret that his brother 
had been so near, unseen by him, and had 
probably perished in the disastrous com¬ 
motion of the night. This regret was in¬ 
creased by a disappointed wish of meet¬ 
ing and conferring with Ippolito, between 
the cause and object of whose persecution 
and his own he began to trace a resem¬ 
blance, pregnant with singular suspi¬ 
cions. Filippo promised, if possible, to 
procure some intelligence of him in his 
next excursion ; and Annibal then retir¬ 
ing to the porch of the hut, left Ilde- 
fonsa, with unprompted delicacy , to the 
sole possession of her humble apartment. 

Aslldefonsa’s wound was slight, and her 

weakness 
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weakness local, she recovered rapidly; 
and the assiduous tenderness of Annibal 
was aided by the vivacious intelligence 
of Filippo, who related with strong hu¬ 
mour the conjectures of the superstitious 
villagers about Annibal and Ildefonsa, 
of whose disastrous passion they imagined 
that the figures seen dimly on the brink 
of the liver were a visionary representa¬ 
tion ; and they had more than the praise 
of common courage who would venture 
at night near the spot where the shade of 
the ill-fated votaress was supposed to seek 
the sanctuary of consecrated rest, and 
that of her tempter to be wafted down 
the current in a bark into which he was 
inviting her, and whose progress tracked 
the waters with furrows of flame. 

Of Ippolito, Filippo failed to procure 
any intelligence, as he had been appre¬ 
hended immediately on his arrival at 
Puzzoli by the order of the Inquisition, 
and the secrecy which marks the pro¬ 
ceedings 
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ceedings of that tribunal rarely permits a 
vestige of its victims to be traced beyond 
the precincts of its walls. That the bro¬ 
thers were so near without meeting was 
not surprising; Bellano, and the village 
where Annibal resided, though near the 
convent, were in opposite directions, and 
Ippolito had delayed at the former only 
one night. 

Ildefonsa’s health was now so far re¬ 
stored, that her care was transferred to 
Annibal, whose attendance on her she 
feared had impaired his strength and 
spirits, and she urged him repeatedly to 
excursions in the forest, whose “ wild 
and woodland scenery would breathe 
freshness on his mind and frame.” He 
declined her importunities, or, when he 
complied it was for a short time and with 
reluctance. “ Why will you not,” said 
she earnestly, “ go out and wander in 
the forest for an hour?”—“ Why will 
you press me thus ?” said Annibal, who 

vol. hi. m appeared 
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appeared to have reasons for his reluct¬ 
ance he could not avow. “ Because it 
is now the hour, and—” “The hour! 
who told you this xcas the hour?” said 
Annibal wildly.—“ Do I not know that 
night is the time for you.” — “ Why, 
what is the meaning of this ? why do you 
thus dxcell on night?” —“Because it is 
unsafe to walk by day, and expose us to 
discovery.”—“ True, true; was that all?” 
said he vaguely. “ That was all, in 
truth.”—“ Perhaps,” said he after a 
gloomy pause, “ there is still less safety 
by night than day.”—“ I do not under¬ 
stand you.”—“ So much the better,” said 
he impatiently. “ But why, ” said Ilde- 
fonsa with fond tenacity, “ why will you 
not wander for an hour along the path 
you described so vividly to me the 
other evening, where the trunks of trees 
and lingering foliage are tinged with 
colours richer than summer, and the pale 
gleams of sky between the branches, in¬ 
tersected 
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tersected with spray and fibre, resembled, 
yon said, the narrow shafted lights of a 
cloistered passage: j r ou described it so 
forcibly, I thought I saw you there ?”— 
“ Sara me thereJ” said Annibal starting, 
“ Heaven forefend ! No, no, impossible; 
you did not see me there.”—“ I would I 
were able,” said Ildefonsa, reverting to 
her indisposition. “ I tell you, you 
would not be able,” said Annibal empha¬ 
tically. “ And will you not wander this 
evening?”—“No; I dread that I should 
tose myself if I did.”—“ I think I could 
discover you if you did.”—“ Discover 
me?”—“Yes, discover you. Is there a 
-den or a labyrinth there ?”—“ There is, 
and it is dark and horrible.”—“You 
drew me out of one that was indeed dark 
and horrible, and I think you have tended 
me so well I should have strength to ex¬ 
tricate you.”—“ I fear you have not,” 
said Annibal in a hollow voice, “ no 
*>ower can avail to reach or to raise me.” 

m 2 —“ Heavens' 
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—“Heavens! you talk and look as if 
you had fallen into it already.”—“ Not 
yet, I have not yet,” said he absently ; 
“ but do not press me to walk m the 
forest.” She ceased, for she perceived 
he was answering his own thoughts ; nor 
did she venture to mention the subject 
again ; for though on all others Annibal 
spoke with the fervour of a lover, and 
the chaste solicitude of a husband, yet 
the slightest allusion to the forest, or to 
his nightly excursions there, at once 
overshadowed him with a gloom, which 
was only interrupted by starts of moody 
abstraction. 

Yet she observed, that when unsoli¬ 
cited he often stole forth, and returned 
with the quick step and startled eager¬ 
ness of -one who feared or fled from pur¬ 
suit. At length Ildefonsa found herself 
no longer compelled by weakness to re¬ 
tard their journey to Puzzoli, for which 
Filippo set out to make preparation. The 

j°y 
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joy this intelligence inspired she shared 
in an eminent degree herself. 

In spite of the high and well grounded 
confidence she felt in Annibal’s pure and- 
noble love, her timidity was terrified by 
her dangers and adventurous prospects, 
and her delicacy retreated from being the 
daily associate of men who, however ge¬ 
nerous, tender, and respectful, repelled 
her from the very circumstance of their 
sex. Her confidence resembled the image 
of Cybele, which resisted every effort to 
remove it till it Avas drawn along by the 
zone of a virgin. Her feelings, delicate, 
vivid, and evanescent, resembled the Peri 
of the eastern mythology, whose subtle 
essence is subsisted by perfumes, and 
whom a grosser aliment than the fra¬ 
grance of flowers would coufound and 
destro}^ 

Early in the evening of the day 
previous to their departure, Filippo, 
who had exerted more than usual dili¬ 
gence, arrived at the hut of the forest, 

with 
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with every requisite for their journey. 
He had engaged horses and a guide, 
whom they were to meet in the morning 
at the skirts of the wood ; and with the 
natural joy of a domestic, who believes 
where there is splendour there must be 
safety, he described the munificent affec¬ 
tion and superb palace of the prior, where 
he expected soon to behold them blaziug 
in magnificence and fortified by power, 
scarce remembering the mischiefs of vul¬ 
gar malignity at the distance to which 
they were removed, and dispensing par¬ 
don or punishment to the wretches from 
whose dungeons they had recently emerg¬ 
ed themselves. Annibal and Ildefonsa 
listened to his sanguine promises with 
confidence, tempered by remembered suf¬ 
ferings ; and satisfaction, exalted by the 
benevolence of mutual passion. “ And 
shall we,” said Ildefonsa, “remember the 
hut that sheltered us in the forest, and 
the cluster of pine under which we met 

in 
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m the garden of the convent?’’—“ 1 
shall,” said Annibal, “ for there you first 
owned you loved me.”—“And I,” said 
Ildefonsa, “ for I past every interval of 
your absence I could spare on that spot. 
Will you forgive me, Annibal? I thought 
those hours even pleasanter than those 
to whose remembrance I devoted them. 
There is a nameless charm which the 
places where we have met those we love 
derive even from the loss of their pre¬ 
sence, I can delight in, but I cannot 
define it. Tis the faded wreath, ’tis the 
dim light of the banquet that has ceased, 
but whose luxuries still linger on the 
sense; ’tis the fairy circlet, that prints 
the field with brighter green when the 
elf-dance is done, and the whisper of 
their music is low.”—“ You are an en¬ 
thusiast, love !”—“ I am, and I am glad 
of it, for you are gloomy ; life and reality 
have not joys enough for you, and I have 
power to draw them from another sphere, 

even 
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even from that where I sought them be¬ 
fore I knew you. When the wayward fit 
is on you, I will spread wings you have 
not yet seen, and fly into other regions ; 
and there, like the sylphs I have imagined 
I saw in a summer noon, employing a 
hundred tiny pencils to paint the rose- 
leaf, and fluttering their fairy plumage 
to give coolness to the breeze, or diffuse 
the breath of the lily; so will I flutter 
about, collecting stores of mental sweet¬ 
ness and beauty to pour over your head, 
like the balm of the enchanter, that dis¬ 
solves the sullen spell of sleep. I have 
heard of masquerades in the world, I 
will put my mind in masquerade for you; 
I will call up the airy shapes of existence, 
past, future, impossible; I will invest 
them in shapes now sportive, now solemn, 
now wild ; I will feast you with forms of 
visionary beauty, brighter because unseen 
by the world’s eye ; I will bid them pour 
strange music in your ear, sweeter be¬ 
cause 
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cause none but yours ever caught it. — 
“ Sweet, sweet love !” said Annibal kiss¬ 
ing her hands with unresisted fervour, 
“you witch me with your blandishments; 
will you be thus lovely, thus enchanting 
in the world ? will your fancy flutter thus 
wildly, and warble thus sweetly in the 
gross atmosphere that shall soon enclose 
it?” 

“ I do not know; I have heard that 
the world is fatal to mental pleasures; 
that few who mix in it preserve their 
fancy, and fewer still their sensibility. 
But granting that my feelings were some¬ 
times the victims of deception or disap¬ 
pointment, and selfish levity deridedwhat; 
it never experienced, still, as those feel¬ 
ings withered, my. judgment would ripen, 
and the tears that flowed over my young 
mind's wasted prime would be assuaged 
by the lesson that their fall had amelio¬ 
rated my heart. ,r Annibal, who had 
fallen into the “ wayward fit” as she 
M- 3 spake, 
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spake, now interrupted her with conjec¬ 
tures relative to the picture which so 
strongly resembled her, and the mystery 
which overshadowed her birth and in¬ 
fancy, so strangely under the control of 
a nameless persecutor. 

“ Nay, if you are for a romance,” 
said Ildefonsa playfully, I will call for 
Filippo’s maudoline, and sing you a sad 
tale of a lady and a knight, so very deep 
in love and woe, none ever resembled 
them but the Fugitives of the Forest 
At this moment they heard Filippo touch¬ 
ing his maudoline in the porch of the 
hut, and caught by the wild prelude, 
listened to a ballad he had learnt from; 
some woodland minstrel 

X. x 

Oh, far he fares.! though his step Is light*. 

His heart is heavy, sore; 

And dank around fell the sweepy shower* 

And shrilly the wind did roar. 


/ . 


Oh! 
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II. 

Oh! was it a flash of lightning blue 
That lit the briery dell,. 

Or rush from cottage lattice low, 

Or taper from hermit cell ? 

nr. 

Whate’er it be he faster hies, 
Whate’er it be he draws nigh,- 
And down in briery dell so dusk 
A circled dance did spy. 


IV. 

And round about, a vassal rout, 
And some that descants rung; 
Too wild, I wis, for mortal ear, 
Too sweet for mortal tongue. 


v. 

« What cheer, what cheer, my revel feere 
This seely wight did say; 

I joy to see your featly round, 

And list your roundelay.” 

vx. 

•* And who art thou (bold wight we trow), 
That hearest the elf-voice sing; 

For we be nightly fays that here 

Po imt aiaid %hs ring 


The® 
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VII. 

Then all by unknown impulse strange, 

Amid the rout ran he, 

While round about the changed shapes 
Did dance with shrieking glee. 

VIII. 

And every form, ere now so fair. 

Grew grim and ghastly to view; 

And thin as mist were their shadowy shapes. 
And dim their spectre hue. 


IX. 

And the taper’s light was quench’d amain. 

And the music a howl became; 

Then shook the ground, and the dancers round 
Were wafted in veering flame. 


x. 

Then his heart beat quick, and his breath grew thick, 
And he sunk to the ground outright j 
And with a shriek the shadowy crew 
Evanish’d from his sight. 

XI. 

Beware, beware, all ye that hear, 

As my harp’s wild chords I ring! 

Beware ye stray through briery dell 
Where nightly fairies sing. 


They 
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They were pleased with the wild me¬ 
lody of this ballad; but when Ildefonsa 
began her tale of “ love and woe,” An- 
nibal listened as to the inmate of another 
region. She had always the power of 
recalling other times, and pouring around 
her hearer the imaginary scenery of her 
song; she looked the very genius of ro¬ 
mantic minstrelsy; her voice was like 
the sound for which fancy listens amid 
ruins ; her song woke a beam of memory 
to play on faint and distant images, as 
the moon, hailed by the nightingale, 
advances to shed a melancholy light on 
the mouldering forms of antiquity. 


The Boxcer of Rose and Eglantine, 


i. 

Come, sit with me in twilight bower, 
The bower of rose and eglantine j 
For this still light and evening hour, 
Best suit with such a lay as mine . 
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II. 

’Tis moonshine all, the lattice fringed- 
With rosiere rich, the garden pal’d'; 
And the green path, touch’d by that light,. 
Glistered like sheeny emerald. 


I LI. 

y T\vas silence all; deeply she sat 

On terrass’d tower, and crested spire, 
Hush’d the low rippling of the moat. 
And woo’d the moonshine’s stilly fire* 


IV. 

’Mid those fair scenes, Oh! who so fair 
As she with pearly coronal ? 

She leads along a stately knyght. 

Whose dark form gleams in ebon mail. 


v. 

Like knyght and ladye fayre they seem, 
Who meet for love in moonshine bower, 
Yet sadde was seene that ladye’s cheare, 
And sadder was her paramoure. 


VI. 

She had him through the garden’s maze, 
Where faery-rings the green bank studdn, 
Where opal hues of shadowy light 
Dimm’d orient flower and rubied bud. 
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VIN 

She had him to the margent trim 
Of fountayne that in moonlight played, 
Where garden-gleams, and tremulous bowers, 
And silver sleepe of veiled flowers, 

Like land of faery seemed, throughe mist, 
Its soft and shadowy archings mack. 

VIII. 

But when she had him to the bower. 

The bower of rose and eglantine, 

How fail my harp’s sad tones to tell, 

Oh! woeful knyght, that look of thine 1 


IX. 

He shook the mail on his harnessed side, 

He shook the dark plume on his crest. 

He dared not on that ladye look, 

Though she hung and wept upon his brea$t> 

x. 

That ladye was as bright of hue 
As ever shone in princelye bower, 

All pale for grief, but sure more fayre 
Than if she blushed in beautye’s flower, 


XI. 

For she had loved that statelye knyghte, 
In bowers of rose and eglantine, 
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And left him for a royal love, * 

Whose gawds around her coldly shine. 

XII. 

And fickle woman’s worthless pride 
Drew tears that o’er her wan cheek fell, 

And sorrow and shame had marred her prime, 
And stained the charms she prized too <wctL 

XIII. 

And still the thought of her first love 
Did hurt her mind with sweet annoy, 

It lit a dream more bright than hope, 

It woke a grief more dear than joy. 

xrv. 

For it was not hope, and it was not joy. 

That woke her sunk eye’s wandering fire,. 

’Twas memory, wooing passion’s shade, 

’Twas grief that glowed o’er dead desire. 

xv. 

As half she sunk into the bower, 

The fleckered bower so tremulous bright, 

And her wan cheek, like winter rose, 

Show’d through the bowery foliage light— 

* Mary, sister to Henry, the Eighth of England, 
was attached to Charles Brandon, Duke of Suffolk, one 
of the most accomplished knights of his age; she mar* 
ried the King of France. 


« Oh 
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XVI. 

u Oh come with me into the bower. 

The bower of rose and eglantine, 

And be my spirit’s paramour 

’Mid scenes that say—Thou still art mine*. 

XVII. 

“ I do not think of thy burnished eye, 

Or ringlets of thy dark brown hair, 

Or curved brow of ebon quaint, 

Or cheek of summer’s sunny paint, 

Love’s forms are faded from my mind. 
And, but its soul , nought lingers there. 

XVIII. 

u Like spirits that in moonshine meet, 

We’ll talk of love’s evanished bliss, 

And mingle memory’s shadows sweet* 

With parting passion’s last cold kiss^ 

XIX. 

u And far and faint, as cloudy tints 

That still through westering twilight show* 
Dim blazon of departed day, 

Forgotten forms of bliss shall flow. 

XX. 

“ Then come with me into the bower, 

The bower of rose and eglantine, 

And be my spirit’s paramour, 

’Mid scenes that say—Thou still art mine.’ 7 


The 
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XXI. 

The moon was on her tear-bright eye, 

The moon was on her breast of snow, 

He turned him from the witching sight, 

And faultered faint, and deep, and low. 

XXII. 

4< I cannot come within thy bower, 

I cannot melt in moonlight grove, 

All these fair scenes are dark and lorn, 

For, lady, I no longer love. 

XXIII. 

“ Yet still I see how fair thou art, 

Too well I see thou’rt wond’rous fair •, 
As the lone pilgrim’s parting feet 
Still turn the twilight fane to greet, 

Though long my heart has left thy shrine. 
Mine eye still loves to linger there. 

XXIV. 

“ *Twere perilous in secret bower 
To parly with a form like thine,. 

And list that bland and breathed spell 
That woos the woven eglantine. 

XXV. 

“ I am a knight of faith unstain’d, 

And thou art an high and royal dame, 
We may not love like chambered page, 

Nor tempt the losel ? s wanton shame. 


“ Oh! 
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xxvi. 

“ Oh ! lady, lov’d so passing well, 

In dear devotion truly held! 

Why was thy love so light and weak? 
Why was thy heart by folly spell’d ? 

xxvir. 

“ When my nerved arm was first in fight, 
When hoary eld my voice rever’d, 

When honour plumed my youthful crest, 
When ladies loved and warriors fear’d~ 

xxvm 

u Then thou, like a most blighting frost, 
Didst come upon my glorious youth, 
O’erthrew my valour’s stately stem, 

And nipp’d the buds of vernal truth. 


XXIX. 

“ My wane of life comes sadly on, 

My voice is heard in halls no more, 
My lance has rusted by my side, 

The pride of knightly thought is o’er. 


XXX. 

“ And would’st thou now —Oh! lady cease, 
Tempt not my dark and dreamless rest. 

I’ll bear my load of silent woe, 

All, but the fear thou art not blest. 


u The 
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XXXI. 

“ The diamonds sheen that bind thy brows, 
Are mock’d by clouds that sadden there, 

And they again are dimm’d by tears, 

To me than gems more rich, more rare. 

XXXII.. 

“ Thou art not blest—Oh! that thou wert, 
For by my heart’s evanish’d joy 

So might not false love taint thy bloom,. 

And late and vain regrets, annoy. 

XXXIII. 

“ I’d doff this mailed coat of pride, 

Wind round mine arm the rosary, 

*Vail to the cowl my helmed head. 

And breathe my life in prayer for thee*. 

xxxiv. 

« Thy dying love’s forgotten lair 

Should be some hermit’s tapered shed> 

Thy buried love’s untrophied tomb 
Some sainted valley’s lowly bed.. 

XXXV.. 

« But oh! that pale and pined cheek 
Bids e’en that hopeless wish be vain,. 

That wish whose wild, unselfish aim 

Now sooths with joy, now stings with pain. 


“ Oh 
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xxxvi. 

44 Oh! come enchantress, from thy bower, 
I may not, must not, talk with thee, 
Come but to tell me what I feel— 

Tell—is it joy, or agony. 

xxxvir. 

Still on its light, dew-spangled spray 
Hang my warm tear-drops unremov’d* 
And still those breathing roses seem, 

Oh God!—as sweet as when I lov’d. 

XXXVIII. 

' 4< Oh ! come enchantress, from thy bower, 
I may not, must not talk with thee. 

But I can tell thee what I feel— 

The bliss of love’s strong agony.” 

xxxix. 

He led her from the bowery shade, 

A tear was in her humbled eye. 

He led her to the palace-pile, 

No ear might catch their unbreath’d sigh. 

XL. 

But vestal stole, and penance pale, 

That lady’s woful ruth did prove, 

When told the knell of the requiem bell 
That lovely knight had died for love. 


262 FATAL REVENGE j OR, 

To song again succeeded “ converse 
sweet,” and Annibal, whose thoughts 
had been occupied by the wonders 
of recent safety and escape, now en¬ 
quired by what means the extraordinary 
appearances at the funeral (when he be¬ 
lieved her dead,) had been produced and 
conducted. “ Of that strange trans¬ 
action,” said Ildefonsa, “ I can know 
but little, but believe that as my death 
was determined on by my invisible ene¬ 
my and the abbess, so it was resolved 
to impose on those who might presume 
to inquire and examine, by a funeral; 
in which I was to assume the aspect of 
a natural death. Had any violence been 
used, this had been impossible; from the 
>effects, therefore, I conjecture I was 
lulled by an opiate into the resemblance 
of death, and in this state I was exposed 
as a corse, and in this state (after the 
tumult occasioned by your interposition 
had ceased) was conveyed to the ceme¬ 
tery 
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tery of the convent, where your bro¬ 
ther rescued me from assassination. It 
is probable the operation of the drug was 
limited to a certain period, during which 
no violence could rouse me; for of the 
tumult at my funeral, or the wound given 
me in the vault, I have not the slightest 
remembrance, though when my faculties 
returned, they returned without disturb¬ 
ance or imperfection. This is all I am 
able to tell or to conjecture, except that 
I believe the malignity of my enemies 
was accelerated by the report of your 
attempts to liberate me; and that there¬ 
fore my existence is of more consequence 
than they have been willing to allow 
me to believe.” 

Annibal was about to join her in 
this conclusion, when Filippo grasping 
his master’s arm, pointed with eager 
silence to the chimney, down which 
a dark object was slowly descending. 
They caught it as it fell into the flames, 
and examined it with eyes that doubted 

their 
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their own evidence—it was the hood of a 
Monk's habit! With an immediate im¬ 
pulse, Annibal rushed out, and at the 
same moment called to Filippo for his 
carbine. Filippo, who hastened to him, 
found him already plunged far into the 
forest, while Ildefonsa, with fruitless pre¬ 
caution, extinguished the light, and 
awaited their return in terror that hardly 
breathed. They returned after some time 
pale and spent; Filippo could not, and 
Annibal would not, tell any thing. He 
begged of Ildefonsa, in a veice of pertur¬ 
bation, not to be^ disturbed, and breath¬ 
ed every moment an impatient wish for 
morning. Morning, however, was yet 
far distant, and Annibal examining again 
the charge of Filippo’s carbine, withdrew 
to the porch of the hut, where he watched 
in silence. About an hour had elapsed, 
when a loud shriek from Ildefonsa re¬ 
called him. She averred earnestly, that 
she had seen the face and part of the 
. t ii 6 figure 
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figure of a tall man in dark drapery, who 
for some time continued at the casement, 
viewing her intently. She confessed 
herself much enfeebled by her fears, and 
rising from her couch, intreated Annibal 
not to quit her for the remainder of the 
night. 

The porch of the hut was secured 
therefore by an immense log of pine, that 
had been the table of the recluse, and 
the party endeavoured to obtain such 
rest as can be snatched at intervals of 
fear. In a short time, however, Ilde- 
fonsa, whose spirits were too much agi¬ 
tated for sleep, observed Annibal rise, 
and go to the casement, where with a va¬ 
riety of silent but earnest gesture, he 
appeared to confer with some one with¬ 
out. She watched him till her terror 
could no longer be repressed. “ Anni¬ 
bal,” said' she gently, “ why will you 
not sleep?”—“ I had rather never sleep, 
than be visited by such dreams.”—“Ifear 
vol. irr, n they 
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they are melancholy, indeed.”—“ IIow 
do you know? What have you heard, or 
fancied you heard”—“ Thrice I have 
heard you in your broken sleep repeat 
those mournful words which were the 
last I heard from you in the garden of 
the convent.”—“ What words were 
those?”—“ I cannot repeat them, they 
were about some prediction.” —“ True, 
oh true! Are you sure you heard no¬ 
thing more?”—“ Nothing more .”—“ If 
you should, Ildefonsa, do not believe it; 
imagine it the voice of fancy; do not 
think it proceeds from me ; men can¬ 
not answer for what they utter in their 
sleep ; but should you hear any thing, 
remember to tell it me, and then forget 
it as soon as you can.”—“ I will.”— 
“ Do not deceive me .”—“ Deceive 
you ?”—“ Yes, what can I trust, when 
my own senses are false?”—“ Trust 
me.” —“ Ah ! many have been betray¬ 
ed by those who watched their sleep; 

I will 


Tim FAMILY OF MONTORIO. 267 

1 will not sleep again ; would it were 
morn.” 

Iklefonsa for the remainder of the night 
counterfeited fleep ; in the morning they 
were conducted to the opposite verge of 
the forest, by Filippo, where the guide 
with horses and mules awaited them. 
Filippo had suggested the policy of taking 
a circuitous road to Puzzoli, (in order to 
avoid the vicinity of the convent, or the 
village) which in consequence of this 
arrangement they did not expect to reach 
till the close of day. They stopped 
at a small village at noon, and pro¬ 
ceeded on their journey in the mild 
decline of a genial winter day. 

Security and happiness were now so 
near, that it was perverseness to distrust 
them. An emersion from dungeons and 
death, from struggles with the devasta¬ 
tions of nature, and a rude shelter in 
the recesses of a forest, into the pomp 
of wealth, the luxuries of art, and the 
beneficence of affection, and this illumed 
x 2 the 
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by the tich and radiant light which youth 
and love shed on the perspective of 
life, such a prospect was enough to dazzle 
mental sight even stronger, and better 
accustomed to the fluctuating objects of 
life than theirs. They inwardly con¬ 
gratulated themselves on their distance 
from dangers they would not now men¬ 
tion to each other, and listened with 
complacency to the garrulous gaiety of 
Filippo, and the vaunting prolixity of 
the guide, who, by his own narrative, 
had encountered and escaped more dan¬ 
gers, than Hannibal ever met on the 
Alps, or Cambyses in the Desert. 

“ I do not like that man,” said Ilde- 
fonsa, “ there is a mixture of weakness 
and fierceness in his face I have seldom 
seen.”—“ I have seen no face but yours 
since we quitted the hut,” said Annibal. 
At this moment theguide suddenly turned 
in a direction opposite to that they had 
expected. “ Where is it you are going ?” 

said 
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said Filippo. “ Where I was hired to 
go,” said the man. “ Bat this cannot 
be the direction to Puzzoli,” said An- 
nibal. “ Will you not permit me to 
know the road better than you, Signor ?” 
replied the man. “ I will not permit 
you to know the points of East and West 
better than me,” said Annibal. “ But 
you—you forget, Signor, that I am 
obliged to take a circuitous road.”—“ It 
is not necessary,” said Annibal, “ since 
we have quitted the vicinity of the fo¬ 
rest.”—“ It is more so than ever,” said 
the man. “ I repeat, it is of no con¬ 
sequence,” said Annibal. “ It is of as 
much consequence to me as my life,” 
replied the man. Annibal believing he 
alluded to the necessity of his safe and 
faithful conduct as a guide, ceased to 
contend with him, and quitting- the high 
road they pursued a heathy track, whose 
limits were skirted by a distant wood. 
“ Do you conduct many by this road ?” 

said 
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said Ildefonsa. — “ Not lately, Signora, 5 ’ 
said the man, “ but 1 have in my time 
conducted a number.”—“ It is at least 
a secret one,” said Filippo—“ There can 
be none more so,” replied the guide. 
“And safe and certain?” said Annibah 
“ Perfectly certain, Signor.”—“ Its 
gloom oppresses me,” said Ildefonsa. “ I 
never heard a traveller utter a complaint 
of it, after his journey was done,” ob¬ 
served the man. The track now ter¬ 
minated in the wood, in which no con¬ 
tinuance of road or path was visible, but 
the guide entered it without hesitation, 
and they followed him. Here they wan¬ 
dered for some time amid the entangle¬ 
ments of an untrodden wood, when the 
guide suddenly stopped. “ I fear I 
have lost my way,” said he, growing 
pale with unaffected fears. “ How 1” 
exclaimed the travellers. “ They are not 
here,” said the man, with unrepressed 
terror, “ and I am lost.”—“ Villain, 


vou 
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you are lost,” said Filippo, levelling’ 
a carbine at him. “ Hold,” said Anni- 
bal, who, though in despair, was deli¬ 
berate, he rode up to the man, and 
griped him by the throat, “ Villain, 
you have betrayed us, and betrayed 
yourself, you have sold both body and 
soul to perdition. Hear me, villain, you 
have but one chance for existence—con 
duct us from this forest, and conduct 
us safely; my servant and I will ride on 
each side of you—come here, Filippo— 
on each side of you, villain ! each with a 
loaded carbine at your head ; and, by 
my immortal soul, if I but see yon 
faulter, or wince, or think awry, (for 
I shall see jmur very thoughts,) that mo* 
ment your brains shall be scattered about 
the road, and your soul be the prey of 
him who has tempted you to murder!” 
The man listened, half dead, to his me¬ 
naces, and turned tremblingly to quit 
the wood, but at that moment a shrill 

whistle 
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whistle pierced their ears, and a number, 
with whom it was madness to contend, 
poured around them. Annibal and Fi¬ 
lippo turned on them in the fierceness 
of despair, and the party enraged at the 
appearance of resistance, prepared to fire. 
Annibal, at the same moment, discharg¬ 
ed his carbine, and then rushed forward 
/ 

with his sword,' when a shot from a 
villain, whom he had wounded, grazed 
his wrist, and compelled him to drop 
his weapon ; endeavouring to recover it 
with his left hand, he lost his balance, 
and falling to the ground, was stunned 
by a blow from one of the assassins’ 
horses, who was terrified at feeling his 
-iider fall beneath his feet. In the mean 
time Filippo, who, in the impulse of a 
just revenge had discharged his car¬ 
bine at the head of the wretch who 
had betrayed them, before he had time 
again to load it, v'as assailed with such 
determined fury, as made it evident his 

life 
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life was the object of the ruffians. He 
defended himself with courage, but 
when he saw his master fall, and the 
lady, who had fainted, surrounded by 
the band, his arm grew weak, and he 
perished almost without aiming another 
blow. 


K 3 
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CHAP. XX. 


Thou must speak that which, in its darkest hour 
Pushed to extremity, 'midst ringing dizziness, 

The ear of desperation doth receive, 

And I must listen to it . 

Miss Baily’s “ Rayner.”* 

When Annibal’s senses returned, he 
found himself extended on a bed. He 
looked round, he was in a low, mean 
apartment, dimly lit; it was night; a 
lamp burned near him, and as he dis¬ 
tinguished objects, he thought he saw 
a dark form moving in the distance. 
Nothing was plain or palpable either to 

his 
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his mind or senses ; he felt as if a motion,, 
a breath would dissolve the objects around 
him, and plunge him again into insensi¬ 
bility, or the darkness and dreadful ima¬ 
gery of the forest. But when he recog¬ 
nized the figure which advanced on hear¬ 
ing him move, and stood fixedly beside 
him, he dashed down his head, and hid¬ 
ing it in all the coverings he could catch, 
exclaimed; “ Let me he lost again!'’ 
His persecutor, however, would not suf¬ 
fer him to relapse into insensibility. Cor¬ 
dials were prepared, and when they failed' 
an irresistible stimulant was applied. He 
mentioned the name of Ildefonsa, and 
Annibal instantly started up, quickened 
to the most keen and vivid perceptions 
of misery. But to awake or satisfy in¬ 
quiries on the subject of Iklefonsa was 
not the purpose of the tempter; he only 
mentioned her to introduce the prediction 
concerning their ill-fated loves (which 
lie had uttered in. the garden of the Ursu- 

line 
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line convent to Annibal), anti to appeal 
to its fulfilment. “ The object of your 
love,” said he, “ has been torn from you 
at the moment of possession, and life has 
changed its complexion at the moment it 
icas becoming bright with hope and joy . 
Am I a deceiver nows”—“You are a 
fiend,” said Annibal. “ You rave still,” 
said Schemoli. “ No, my faculties are 
too perfect; this is night, we are in soli¬ 
tude, you are Lucifer, and I am your 
prey.”—“ My minister, and in vain have 
you sought to shun me; though you 
take the wings of the morning, I must 
follow you. Annibal, never canT leave 
you till the deed for which I am doomed 
to follow you be done by your hand ; 
the chains which bind a spirit in pain, I 
know your weak human hand trembles to 
unlock. I should plead to you for relief 
in vain; but think on yourself, think on 
your wanderings, your persecutions, your 
fear-spent, spectre-ridden life. The hand 

that 
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that dissolves my chain, shall also dis¬ 
solve that which binds in unnatural union 
a human and a departed spirit. Free 
me from jeopardy, and you free yourself 
from vie; resist, and you drag about 
with you a restless wanderer, whose sha¬ 
dow shall darken you at noon,, and whose 
feet shall be planted by your midnight 
bed.” Annibal was silent. “ What sig¬ 
nifies that waving of your hand; can it 
reverse the laws of the nether world ? 
You have resisted them, and what are 
you now? a fugitive, an exile, a depen¬ 
dant, the outcast of your family; the 
imprecations of your father pursue you ; 
you are blasted in hope, and love, and 
fortune. What are you now ?•”—“ I am 
innocent!” said Annibal. “ Yes,” 
said the tempter, “ if to resist the laws 
of destiny be innocent.” 

Their conference continued all night.. 
It appeared from several passages of it, 
that since his first visits to the convent 

where 
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where Ildefbnsa resided, he had been 
incessantly haunted by Schemoli in his 
usual and undisguised form. He met 
him near the convent, he crossed hinl 
in his evening wanderings, he even ap¬ 
peared in his chamber at the house where 
he lived, ever upbraiding him with his 
wayward and foolish flight from what 
it was equally impossible to avoid or to 
destroy : ever maddening him with the 
suggestion of that subject so dark and 
horrible, which had. been the topic of 
their conferences in the prison chamber 
at Mural to. Annibal’s dejection (visible 
both to Ildefonsa and Filippo) had kept 
pace with his gloomy acquiescence in the 
belief of an influence exerted over him, 
with which to contend was alike impos¬ 
sible and impious. This dejection he 
had eminently betrayed in his last con¬ 
ference with Ildefonsa in the garden of 
the convent, when he repeated to her a 
prediction with which his shadowy tor¬ 
mentor 
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mentor had menaced him but an hour 
before. He had also betrayed it when 
Ildefonsa pressed him to wander into the 
forest; for in the forest he had beheld' 
his persecutor, and in the forest he had 
again been tempted to that crime, whose 
imaginary burden sat so heavy on his- 
soul. All the predictions of evil were 
now verified, and the objects whose pre¬ 
sence had suspended the powers of his. 
mind from dwelling on the subject per* 
petually obtruded on it, were now re¬ 
moved. He had no longer any powers- 
of resistance or disbelief; he saw before 
him a being who, he had every reason 
to believe, had a power and commission 
not to be disobeyed; Poison could not 
suspend his existence, nor distance of: 
space his agency. His tale, to a super¬ 
stitious mind enfeebled by. recent cala¬ 
mity, was irresistibly imposing ; and his 
injunctions, horrible as they were to na¬ 
ture, were justified by his tale. , 

Annibal’s 


1 
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Annibal's mind was indeed naturally" 
strong, and sluggish in its operations; 
but its strength was misapplied. It pur¬ 
sued visionry and falsehood with the 
conscientious energy of truth, and when 
it had found it, embraced and adhered 
to it with a vigorous tenacity that might 
have honoured virtue. Thus he was be¬ 
trayed by his very virtues. The stern 
activity of his intellect had only been 
employed in the acquisition of dangerous 
principles, and his unbending firmness 
of heart only insured that the blow he 
struck would be unerring, whether its 
impulse was derived from vice or from: 
virtue. Such was Annibal in his best 
hours; but now, enfeebled by bodily 
suffering, distracted by mental pain, his- 
superstition aggravated by his conscience, 
and his primitive and intimate bias of 
mind confirmed by external impressions, 
such as the soberest intellects could 
hardly oppose, he yielded without resist* 

ance 
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ance of reason, but not without struggles 
of passion potent and terrible. The last 
convulsions of the human mind, the dis¬ 
solution of the moral principle ; the utter 
abdication of the i/ijluence of reason, 
while her power is retained only to abuse 
it; the frightful misrule of passion, as¬ 
sumed as a principle and exalted into a 
virtue, this it cannot be expected to ex¬ 
hibit ; and if expected, it is not possible. 
Those dreadful revolutions of the mental 
system oftener occur in silence, rarely 
express themselves by groans or gestures; 
and if they ever employ words, they are 
only exclamations and inarticulate cries 
of passion, such as nothing but reality 
can faithfully represent, and if really re¬ 
presented, would be fled from in horror. 

The unhappy young man yielded! - 

But when he had yielded, he exclaimed 
in agony, “ If there were but a parallel' 
in the history of human nature for mine, 
if there were but another human being 

like 
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like me beset, and lost like me, I would 
not utter a murmur !”—“There is,” said 
Schemoli. “ It is impossible,” said his 
victim. “I will produce him to you,” 
said Schemoli. “ It is impossible,” re¬ 
peated Annibal. “ He is your brother ,” 
said Schemoli. 

A long pause succeeded this tremen¬ 
dous disclosure, during which Anni- 
bal's mind, traversing the distant and 
connecting the remote, arrived at the 
conclusion which a meeting with his 
brother might have long ago supplied. 
He rose from the bed on which he had 
been tossing in agony. “ Who, then, 
are you? answer, while I have breath to 
ask you—answer, who are your”—“I 
am the stranger of the vault ! I am the 
spirit of the prison chamber of Muralto /” 
— “ And my brother!”—“ Ilis course 
lias been parallel with yours, and its ter¬ 
mination will be the same.”-—“ Was this 
the deed to which he was fated?”—“ It 
was.”— -“And has he consented?”—“ Let 

himself 
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himself tell you,” said Schemoli quitting 
the apartment. 

Annibal did not seek to employ the 
interval of his absence in recollection, 
for he was now in a state of mind in 
which reflection was impossible and so¬ 
litude insupportable. Had Ippolito been 
disclosed to him in a blaze of light¬ 
ning, or been dashed at his feet by a 
whirlwind, it would scarce have drawn 
from him an exclamation. In a few 
moments Schemoli returned, accompa¬ 
nied by Ippolito. It was Ippolito, but 
what a change ! Annibal, who had be¬ 
held him but a little before he set out for 
Naples, in the richest glow of beauty 
and flush of enjoyment, now beheld him 
a skeleton, meagre, keen, and fiery, the 
very image of spirit wasting and preying 
on the ruins of matter. Grey hairs were 
profusely scattered amid his bright locks, 
and a wild, restless fire wandered in his 
sunk eye. They looked at each other 
without speaking for some time; but 

Schemoli 
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Schemoli perceiving the dawn breaking 
through the narrow windows, hastily 
closed them, secured the door, and trim¬ 
ming the lamp, retired, after having ex¬ 
cluded every gleam of daylight. 

The two brothers were left alone; there 
were no starts of passion, no sallies of 
tragic violence; they were beyond them 
now : no two men of this world, sitting 
down to confer on their joint business in 
the cold terms of life, ever discussed it 
more dispassionately. They now discover¬ 
ed what might have been discovered long 
before, that under different forms and 
trains of suggestion, they had been led 
by the same hand and to the same point. 
But this discovery suggested no fear or 
hope of deception, the single exertion of 
such powers appeared beyond the reach 
of man; united, therefore, it was an 
evidence that the being who exerted 
them could not be human. 

Ippolito repeated to his brother the 

circum- 
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circumstances that had occurred to him 
since his quitting Naples. “ On the 
day,” said he, “ that I was visited by 
the stranger, as I have called him, in 
the prison of the Inquisition, in Puzzoli, 
an earthquake shattered to atoms the 
tower in which I was confined, and libe¬ 
rated me. At that time I would have 
leaped into fire, water, earth, to have 
escaped from him. I am not so weak 
now as to believe that mortal elements 
can protect me from him. I sprung out 
upon a mole which extended from the 
island rock, upon which the prison stood; 
half the surviving inhabitants of the 
town were crowded on it, embarking in 
vessels, barges, any thing that would 
bear them from the land. I leaped on 
board the first I saw, it was a small trad¬ 
ing vessel bound to Sicily. The steps of 
a fugitive, and the looks of a madman, 
were no wonder, and no disqualification 
in that hour of distraction. I had money, 

too, 
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too, as I since found, for I scattered it 
last night among a group of pilgrims 
who were going to beg absolution for 
one of their body who had committed a 
murder! As I sprung on the deck, the 
last words of the stranger rung in iny 
ears. * Bury yourself under a mountain, 
and it shall roll back from you ! rush to 
the ocean, and it shall throw you on the 
shore again ! plunge into the grave, and 
the grave shall break up and resign you 
to your fate !’ We stood out to sea; I 
paced the deck all night; I knew not 
the omens which the seamen knew. I 
saw them pale and shivering, and asked 
them what they feared, since they had 
left the enemy behind ? and forgot their 
answer, if they did answer me. As I 
stood among them, a ball of fire settled 
on the stern, where it glowed blue, and 
red, and white; and then gliding down 
the decks, disappeared without singeing 
a rope. The sailors shook their heads; 

the 
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the surface of the sea was dark and still. 
It was now night, but we could distinctly 
hear the cries of destruction from the 
shore; they could, they said, and many 
a distracted soul on board echoed the 
imaginary wail of father, and wife, and 
child. I heard but one voice ; it was 
that which spake to us just now. 

The wind fell; we became quite be¬ 
calmed. A luminous sheet spread over the 
surface of the sea, whose particles looked 
solid and distinct, and sparkling like stars: 
a rope let into the waters was drawn up 
dripping with liquid fire. The passengers 
bending over the sides said they saw 
strange things in the deep; wrecks of 
ships long lost, and shapes of others that 
were to be, and forms that lay like dead 
men at the bottom, and others that 
beckoned to them with blue swoln fingers, 
and called on them in voices like the 
roaring of waters. I looked also, and 
saw nothing but the recesses of the vault, 

the 
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the damned flitting of its impy forms, 
and the bloody heaving breast, and the 
eternal dagger. I could look no more. 
There came a sound upon the waters, 
sot like thunder, for it was more terrible, 
it seemed as if its force alone rent the 
mast and sails, for they fluttered around 
us in fragments. The vessel flew before it 
like a gossamer upon a summer breeze. 
It stopped ; the ocean tossed and heaved, 
and its whole bottom came surging up, 
with tides of sand, and surf, and wreck; 
and bodies that had lain there rooted in 
the bed of ages, things that dreamt of 
rest till doom’s day, they rose whirling 
above us, mixing with the strife of upper 
air a chaos of elementary wrath and ruin; 
then pouring down, deluged us with tides 
of solid fire, and melted stones, and boil¬ 
ing sand, and sulphurous rain. The 
vessel half on fire, half buried in the 
water, staved into a thousand fragments; 
on those fragments the shrieking crew 

dashing 
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dashing themselves, tried to reach the 
shore, which was not two miles distant. 
I was the only one who reached it alive ; 
fate was careful for none but me; the 
world was not to lose its spectacle and it - 
scourge. I was thrown on a bare solitary 
point of shore, about half a mile from 
Puzzoli. The stranger was standing there; 
lightning hissed around his head, and 
the ocean burst at his feet; neither could 
hurt us. I fell, spent and breathless, at 
his feet, and he said to me, “ rush to 
the ocean, and it shall throw you back 
on the shore again.” From that hour I 
became his ; he led me to this desert hut, 
where I have past two days without food, 
or sleep, or prayer. I drink abundantly; 
my dreams are terrible, they last all 
day ; but reality will banish them. No 
waking can be so fearful as this .fdmp; 
mine eyes are open, but my soul is in a 
trance of heavy restlessness, of conscious 
suspension, in which it is undisturbed 
vol. hi. o by 
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by human thought, to which even the 
human voice is an alarm.” 

Here Sehemoli interrupted their confer¬ 
ence. He came to prescribe the mode and 
form of the deed they no longer shrunk 
to hear named ; he unfolded his plan, ar¬ 
ranged every part with cold and dreadful 
precision, without either weakness or san¬ 
guinary vaunting ; he debated what was 
important, and he adjusted what was 
subordinate. He was no longer opposed 
or interrupted. In consequence of his 
plan, it was settled that Ippolito should 
go for that day to Naples, and that 
Annibat should depart to the seat of the 
transaction. They were to meet at night. 

They were now rising to depart, when 
Ippolito, in M'hose heart the yearnings of 
nature lingered, turned and looked on his 
brqtJjer. Annibal extended his arms, Ippo¬ 
lito sunk into them, and they wept on each 
other’s necks, and kissed each other; their 
last fraternal, their last human tears fell 


on 
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on each other’s dry, wasted cheeks. But 
they knew their task, and smote away 
the warm drops, and set their teeth, and 
drew their breath hard, and tried to belie 
God’s work and look like villains. They 
turned for relief to Schemed, and met 
amazement. He was un his knees, in 
agony of prayer ; the sweat drops stood 
on his brow; bis body was wound into 
the dust! They gazed without comment, 
for they were deprived now nearly of alL 
power of wonder, or any of further fear. 

Had they not, the attitude of Sclie- 
moli would have inspired even fear. To 
see Lucifer surrounded by livid light¬ 
nings is less shocking to the imagination, 
than to see him in the garb of an angel 
of light. They separated, and found 
horses prepared to convey them to Naples 
and to the neighbourhood of Muralto. 


o 2 
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CHAR XXL 


Hie quos durus amor crudeli tabe peredit, 

Secreti celant calles, et myrtea circum 
Sylva tegitj curse non ipsa in morte relinquunt. 

Virgil, iEn. vi. 442. 

Not far from thence the mournful fields appear, 

So called from lovers that inhabit there. 

The souls whom that unhappy flame invades. 

In secret solitude and myrtle shades, 

Make endless moans, and, pining with desire, 
Lament too late their unextinguish’d'fire. 

Dryden. 

Ippolito arrived in Naples about 
dusk. To the servants at the palace, who 
hardly knew him, he addressed neither 
question nor order. He hastened to 
6 his 
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his apartment, around which he looked 
vacantly for some time, and sadly on the 
bed; be then rushed into the garden, 
where Cyprian now spent almost all his 
time in a little hermitage, where he was 
entirely occupied by devotion. He saw 
Ippolito approach, and shrieking with, 
the wildest voice of joy, remained riveted 
to the spot. Ippolito entered the hermit¬ 
age ; Cyprian flung his arms around him, 
but the next moment started from him, 
and gazed on h-hn in silence. “ Do you 
shudder at the sight of me, too?” said Ip¬ 
polito. “ It is his voice, his his voice !” 
said Cyprian ; M but for that I could not 
have known you.”—“ You have scarce 
seen yet how much I am changed ; you 
have uotseen my heart.”—“ Oh ! where 
have you been, and why have you tarried 
so long?”—“ I know not where I have 
been; never from Naples in thought. 
But you, Cyprian, gracious heaven ! 
where have you been ; measuring your 

grave? 
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grave? Is it this dim rising moon that 
deceives me? you look as pale as the 
dead, you are wasted to a shadow!”— 
“Am I? I believe I am ; I am spent 
and worn watching for you; I am very 
ill, my eyes are almost wept away.”— 
“ And why are you in this cold vault¬ 
like hut?”—“ Tis my only abode, Ippo- 
Jito; ’tis a structure I raised in memory 
of one you have perhaps forgotten, but 
who never forgot you. Here I have past 
my days and nights, thinking on you, 
and praying for her .”—“ And this little 
mound with the cross on it is her grave?” 
— “ It is ; and this inscription is to be 
laid on it when her remains are brought 
there.” Ippolito read the lines by the 
light of the moon. 


The Inscription. 

“ In early youth she had sensibilities 
that were strong, and an imagination 

that 
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that was stronger. Her mind, therefore, 
fluttered in pursuit of ideal happiness, 
and ideal happiness was all she was ever 
doomed to know; for she loved, she 
loved where to hope was madness, yet to 
be disappointed was to be lost. From 
that moment life was darkened by a shade, 
which the gleams of passion’s wild and 
wayward joy sometimes chequered, never 
dispelled. She sat down in lone and un¬ 
suspected misery, and wooed a dream for 
comfort. But there is a place where the 
wailings of sorrow cease, and even the 
pulse of passion is cold and still; there 
the foot of mortal pilgrimage turns in 
hope; there the world weary spirit reaches 
and rests ; there, she rests at last with 
her beloved, her heart moulders near him 
for whose love it was broken, her lip 
wastes near his for which it withered 
with pining. There she rests at last with 
her beloved, and none can now divide, 
and none will now condemn her. Let 

those 
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those who would arraign her errors think 
upon her sufferings: those who can weep 
for her sufferings will feel they were 
repaid by her end.” 

“It is sad,” said Ippolito; “but I 
have no time for sickly sorrow now, I 
came here only to depart, I must begone 
this hour.”—“ Begone! where, where¬ 
fore, where is it you must begone ?” said 
Cyprian. “ I know not whither; into 
some country dark and unknown, into 
some land that is very far off; but still I 
know not yet where I go.”—“ Oh ! why 
is this ? Oh, my heart sickens to hear 
you !”—“ I have done a thing against 
which the laws are strongly armed ; the 
world frowns upon me, fortune has no¬ 
thing good for me; I must be gone to¬ 
night.”—“Oh, God! what is this that 
comes in clouds and darkness ? let me see 
it, let me but see it. What can you have 
been tempted to that can expose you to 
danger? The laws in this country are 

not 
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not so rigid to the rich and powerful. 
What is it you have done?”—“ What is 
that which chases a man from his coun¬ 
try, which marks him with horror and 
reprobation wherever he is followed and 
discovered, which—” “ Oh, I cannot 

tell ! horrid thoughts are crowding on 
me too fast to utter; but if it be all I 
fear,, the habits of society are but too 
favourable to such offences, you need 
not fly for killing your enemy in a duel.” 
—“ I did not kill him in a duel, he was 
no enemy of mine; in cold-blooded ma¬ 
levolence I butchered one who had never 
offended me, with such circumstances 
of horrid fiendish cruelty, that nature 
would make the very stones of the hall 
of justice cry out against me if I'were 
acquitted.” 

Cyprian fell to the ground, Ippo- 
lito approached to raise him. ‘ * I am 
strong, I am well, I am, indeed.” He 
struggled to say, “ This is but folly, 
o 3 nothing ; 
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nothing; let us begone this moment, I 
am strong and ready to go.”—“ You are 
strong ! Ah, Cyprian, I knew it would 
be thus, 1 knew I was a cursed wretch, 
forsaken by nature and affection. No, 
you cannot go with me, you cannot bear 
me; those sunk eyes, those shaking 
hands, those open and bloodless lips, 
they all speak your natural, your virtuous 
horror of me. I have done a deed that 
puts me at an immeasurable distance from 
human sympathy; I am so far out, that 
even you who stand last and longest on 
the shore have ceased to see me in the 
distance.” 

“ Oh, cruel, cruel!” wept Cyprian, 
crawling after him on his knees. “ Oh ! 
if you could but know, and when you 
do know, as shortly you must—I not 
follow? I not hear you? Shew me the 
hand that did the murder and I will kiss 
it, if you will not drive me away; I will 
follow you in quiet misery, I will smile 


on 
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on you as in our days of innocence, and 
only weep when you are at rest. I will 
wander with you, beg with you, famish 
with you.”—“ You draw every picture 
of misery; you will wander, you will 
famish with me! Am I so very lost? is 
there no one bright speck or atom in fu¬ 
turity for me? must we be thus wretch¬ 
ed?”— “ Oh, no, no!” said Cyprian 
eagerly, “ there is a hope for penitence; 
there are gracious and humble joys un¬ 
known to the proud that have never 
erred. Let us go hence to decent indi¬ 
gence and retirement, to some place re¬ 
mote from the din of folly, that is never 
necessary to happiness, and always un¬ 
favourable to virtue. I will go with you 
to the vallies of Switzerland or the moun¬ 
tains of Spain. Many a melancholy plea¬ 
sure dawns upon me in our hermit haunt 
of penitence. Conference when you are 
cheerful, the sound of my harp when 
you are pensive, the consciousness of 
7 safety 
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safety when disposed to repine, and the 
remembrance of error when tempted to 
passion : these will be with us in our val¬ 
ley of sorrow, and who that has these 
can be dissatisfied?”—“ Is it then pos¬ 
sible for a murderer to know peace ?”— 
“ I will pray for your peace,” said Cy¬ 
prian trembling^. “ But is it possible 
that a murderer can have peace?” said 
Ippolito vehemently. “ All things are 
possible with him whom we have to 
do with,” answered Cyprian fervently. 
“May I, indeed, be forgiven?”—“If 
the penance to which I here devote every 
hour of my remaining life can procure 
you peace or pardon, you shall,” said 
Cyprian, falling on his knees and kiss¬ 
ing the crucifix that was on the tomb. 
“ Keep your vow,” said Ippolito in a 
fearful tone. “ What is it you mean?” 
—“ You have eased my soul of its bur¬ 
den, you have taught me there is pardon 
for a murderer. The deed is not yet 
done; but if it can be pardoned, why 

should 
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should it be delayed?”—“ Oh! what 
words are those ? Oh, plunge not your 
soul and mine in wilful, unresisted ruin l 
There can be no pardon for premeditated 
guilt; there is no mercy for the presump¬ 
tuous offender who offends in the confi¬ 
dence of forgiveness, and converts the 
long suffering of heaven into the minister 
of sin. ” 

Ippolito teas gone. He had spoken 
peace to his conscience by the wild so¬ 
phistry of despair, and drawn from the 
abused lips of purity an unintentional 
encouragement to guilt, and pacified by 
this wretched device, he rushed from the 
palace. 

Of him whom he left behind, no 
more was heard, Cyprian was beheld 
no more. Affection had no more to con¬ 
tend with, nor had sorrow any further 
power of suffering. His existence was 
rendered vain by the frustration of the 
purpose to which it had been devoted, 
and for which alone it had been sup¬ 
ported ; 
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ported ; and he felt how dreadful it was 
to hope no more, to have in life no 
further worth or use, aggravated by the 
recollection that his had been voluntary 
choice: his, therefore, was merited suf¬ 
fering. 

#########*# 

Annibal was conducted by Schemoli 
to the neighbourhood of Mural to; he 
was led into a hut and supplied with 
refreshments, and pacified with the pro¬ 
mise that he should be disturbed by no 
intruders. To all this he listened in si¬ 
lence, and Schemoli was preparing to 
leave him—“Whither are you goins: ?” 
said Annibal. “ I am now going to the 
castle, I shall return at night and bring 
your brother with me; 1 will then lead 
you both to the very apartment .''—“ And 
am 1 to remain alone till night?”— 
“ You must.”—“ Impossible! I dare not 
trust myself; do not you trust me. I 
shall be mad, incapable ®f doing the 

work 
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work that is fastened on me ; incapable 
of any thing, even of mischief. What! 
to he six hours alone, with such thoughts 
as mine ! you are mad to propose it.” 

Schemoli appeared disconcerted ; at 
length he said, ‘ ‘ If I bring you to the cas¬ 
tle, you must consent to remain alone and 
silent till the hour arrives.”—“ Yes, I 
can remain alone and silent in the castle, 
for the sounds of life will be around me; 
but lead me not to any apartment I have 
before been accustomed to ; let me see 
no place I have inhabited while my heart 
was light and innocent.” 

Schemoli led him to the castle unob¬ 
served ; such was its extent, and so 
many parts were ruinous and uninhabit¬ 
able, that this, though it was only twi¬ 
light, was no matter of difficulty. The 
apartment to which he was conducted 
he had never seen before, nor did he 
examine it now ; he paced up and down, 
listening for the sound of steps or voices, 

of 
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of which he heard but few and distant. 
It was not impossible, that had he de¬ 
voted even this interval to recollection, 
he might have recalled his direful reso¬ 
lution but it is the curse of a desperate 
state of mind to consider the exclusion 
of reflexion as a species of duty, and his 
resolution, therefore, continued unaltered 
because unexamined. 

| Night approached; through a pannel in 
the door he saw light twinkling; he be¬ 
lieved it was Schemoli approaching, and 
determined to meet him at the door, not 
to be called and chidden to his task. lie 
therefore hastened to the door, without 
perceiving it was not the door by which 
he had entered. It gave way, and through 
it he saw a suite of apartments, in the last 
of which lights were burning. With an 
impulse for which he did not seek to 
account, he entered them ; all was still 
and deserted. He reached the last, and 
paused to examine the strange diversity 

of 
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of objects it contained. It was furnished 
even with modern elegance, but repelled 
approach by an oppressive smell of medi¬ 
cines. Silver branches sparkled on a table 
of marble, on which stood several phials; 
beside it was extended on a sopha a lady 
apparently asleep. Annibal advanced, 
and beheld Erminia, her very self, as he 
first beheld her in the picture of the secret 
apartments. The sylvan robe of green 
velvet, overspread with her long loose 
tresses, and clasped with diamonds, the 
veil of gold gauze falling over her face 
reached the ground. Her sleep Avas un¬ 
easy, she moaned often, and at length 
throwing aside her veil with a quick mo¬ 
tion, which yet dixl not wake her, she 
discovered the face of llclefonsa! 

Her face presented the same strange 
and frightful contrast as the furniture of 
her apartment; the deep fixed colour that 
burned on her cheek was evidently arti¬ 
ficial, while her wan and purple lips 

seemed 
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seemed withering in the parched breath 
they exhaled; her bosom, decked with 
pearl and shaded with ringlets, was dis¬ 
played with a meretricious excess, yet 
the cold drops that trembled on her fore¬ 
head seemed forced out by the approaches 
of dissolution. All power of exclamation 
was denied to Annibal. He felt nothing 
but wonder, saw nothing but witchery; 
the presence of her he believed lost, her 
solitary pomp, the mixture of emblems 
of death and magnificence that surround¬ 
ed her, had she slumbered till the day 
of judgment he could only have gazed 
on her. But after a few inarticulate 
murmurs of painful sleep, she started, 
and awoke and beheld him. Even then 
he could not speak ; he,knelt beside her, 
he grasped her hands, he gazed earnestly 
on her face. “ I could not die tilt 1 saw 
you, my beloved,”saidlldefonsa. “ Die!” 
repeated Annibal in a voice which cannot 
be described. lldefonsa pointed to one 

of 
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of the phials, and sunk back on the sofa, 
Annibal reached it to her silently; her 
face was convulsed, she swallowed it, and 
then another. “ Will this,” said she, 
“ give me breath to tell you how I have 
been brought here, and what I have suf¬ 
fered ?” Again her speech was impeded. 
“ Ob, no, I cannot! all that remains of 
life is scarce enough to tell how I have 
loved—how, dying, I love you still! We 
were not doomed to be happy here, this 
earth has no good things for us; the 
storm has been with us, but its roar 
comes far and faintly now, and where I 
am hastening it shall not be heard any 
more for ever. Oh, my love ! my gentle 
love 1 distract not my dying hour by this 
violence ! rend not your hair, nor gnash 
your teeth thus ! I was calm till you 
came ; it is an hour in which I had rather 
think of you than behold you.” 

Again she was convulsed, and sunk 
backward. Annibal supported her with 

that 
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that firm ness of silent and terrible strength, 
which seems to the sufferer himself like 
the effect of a spell, and which he dare 
not breathe lest he dissolve. During the 
remainder of the night she was sometimes 
convulsed, sometimes quiet, but never 
articulate or lucid; in calm desperate 
agony he had to watch the slow expi¬ 
ration of sense, the long, severe strife 
of nature in extremity, grasping at re¬ 
lief fitfully, and again relaxing its 
grasp. He had to behold her die, with¬ 
out relief and without discovery of her 
murderer! 

In her struggles he thought at times 
he heard her name his father. He con¬ 
tinued to gaze on the corse till the clock 
struck twelve; the sound smote on his 
soul, he caught up the taper and rushed 
from the apartment: in his own he found 
Schemoli and Ippolito. The brothers 
communicated not, by word, by groan, 
by look. “ It is the hour,” said Sche¬ 
moli ; 


THE FAMILY OF MONTORIO. 309 

moli; “ all is still; I will dismiss 

the attendants.” He departed; he was 
absent for an hour, during which not 
a word was uttered by liis victims. 
They could not have heard each other; 
there was a storm, a storm which rock¬ 
ed the castle, and which they did not 
hear. 

Schemoli returned ; they did not see 
liis altered expression till his motions 
compelled their notice. He dashed the 
lamp from his hand, he fell at their feet, 
he wound himself round their knees, 
pushed back their drawn swords, and 
then bared his own breast to them. In¬ 
sensible to every thing but the terrible 
purpose of the hour, they scarce saw him 
at their feet. Still unable to speak, he 
gasped, he writhed, he howled, he point¬ 
ed to the apartment to which he was 
about to conduct them, till believing they 
were abused by the mows and grimaces 
of a fiend, they broke from, and left him 

extended 


510 FATAL REVENGE ; OR, 

extended on the floor. His pointing hand 
instructed them too well, and his shadow 
seemed to flit before them to the very 

door of the apartment. 

########## 


CHAP. 
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CHAR XXII. 


-Ere the bat hath flown 

His cloister’d flight, ere to black Hecate’s summons' 
The shard-born beetle with his drowsy hum 
Hath rung night’s yawning peal, there shall be done 
A deed of dreadful note. * 

Shakespeare’s “ Maceeth.” 

My senses blaze—my last, I know, is come; 

My last of hours. *Tis wond’roua horrid! now— 

Lee’s Mithrldates. 

On that night it was observed by the 
attendants that the Count was remark¬ 
ably agitated. 11 is confessor had been 
twice summoned to him. On his quit¬ 
ting 
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ting him for the last time, he desired 
the Countess to attend him, and when 
she came, the attendant, as usual, quit¬ 
ted the apartment. They were two hours 
in conference. His spirits were usually 
calmed by the stern energy of his wife, 
and by the influence she had acquired 
over him from the superior strength of 
her character; but on this night her in¬ 
fluence failed, and after two hours vainly 
spent in the sophistry of guilt and pallia¬ 
tions of misery, he remained gloomy and 
agitated. “ Why do you walk up and 
down in the dark corners of the room, 
listening to the wind and looking on 
your shadow?” said the Countess. “ Sit 
down by this ruddy fire, I have trimmed 
the tapers, and every thing is bright and 
cheerful.”—“ Are they, ■ indeed ?” said 
the Count. “They are; come, sit on 
this seat beside me, and be calm.”— 
“No, no; when I am in the darkest 
corners of the room I know the reorst. 

I can 
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I can look upon no part of the chamber 
that is not brighter than that I am in; 
but when I sit in the circle of the light, 
I dare not look beyond it; the shades 
are all in terrible motion beyond the very 
edge of the taper!”—“Why will you 
bend your mind to these sickly fancies?” 
—“ They bend my mind to them .”— 
“ What is it that oppresses you to¬ 
night?”—“ That which oppresses me 
every night.”—“ There is something un¬ 
usual in your agitation to-night; your 
looks, your very language are altered.”— 
“ Are they, indeed? in truth, are they? 
Nay, ’tis no wonder; man’s ordinary 
frame would sink under one hundredth 
part of what I daily or nightly undergo; 
yet my strength is unimpaired. Not a 
hair of my head is changed. My mind 
seems to have absorbed all power of suf¬ 
fering into itself, and its faculty of suf¬ 
fering, we are told, is immortal. I have 
much to harass and disturb me of pre- 
vol. hi. p sent 
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sent and imminent fear. How do I know 
what danger that fugitive may be prepar¬ 
ing for me in the -remotest region of 
Italy ? or his brother, who has hurried 
from Naples, no one knows whither?”— 
“ Do not suffer yourself to he dejected, 
the confessor will discover them be sure, 
and then we will have nothing further 
to fear.” 

“ Have I not perpetually before me a 
remembrancer, a living remembrancer, 
who combines the imagery of fancy and 
reality, who recals at once the living 
and the dead. The roof of my castle 
seems to shake over me while she is be¬ 
neath it.” 

“ And was it not your own fond fan¬ 
tasy to deck her up in that array ? Like 
a child you run from a mask you have 
yourself painted; but whether real or 
fantastic, your fears may cease.to-night: 
.she has sunk into a sleep from which she 
will probably wake no more.”—“What 

have 
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have you done?”—“That which'must 
be done, and which therefore they who 
do soonest do best. Would you be 
ruined by the babbling waywardness, the 
whining love of a girl?”—“ 1 could not 
have destroyed her.”—“ Weak and in¬ 
consistent 1 what would you have? you 
tremble in danger and you pine in secu¬ 
rity. What would you have?”—“Aslc 
me not what I would have, I would 
have what no power can do for me; I 
would have time turned backward, and 
deeds undone; I would have impossibi¬ 
lities; I would have peace, and one 
night of unbroken sleep!”—“ That is 
Impossible.”—“ I do not want to be told 
so. Secure ! my security is like the for¬ 
tress of a giant, moated round with 
blood ; it is like the tower of the Persian 
tyrant, a pile of human skulls. I am 
become a wonder to myself. I could not 
(once) have borne to think what I now 
must bear to be. In the first stage of 
p 2 my 
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my progress, I saw but a single act ne¬ 
cessary to success. I revolted from its 
first view; but habitual contemplation, 
and, above all, the facility of repenting, 
one solitary act of guilt bribed me to its 
perpetration. Had it been joined in the 
remotest bearing with another crime; 
had but another link of the dark chain 
been shadowed in my mind’s view, I had 

ti ' ? r-" 1 ' . , ■ 

never been guilty. But it is the policy 
of Satan. I had scarce dipped in blood 
when I found I must swim in it. Ano¬ 
ther act but led to another; to retain 
what 1 had acquired demanded more of 
the means that acquired it. I found 
myself tottering on a point which I 
deemed the central hold of success; I 
tried to rise, and found myself tottering 
still. I look back now on a length of 
crimes that sear the sight, I look round 
and feel I totter still. I look upward, 
and see the point of safety remoter than 
ever, and that I have been lost, and 

trebly 
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trebly lost for nothing ! Where will this 
end ?”—“ In safety and eminence at 
last,” said his dauntless wife; “ in a 
height from which we shall look down 
on envy and danger alike, and feel no 
sacrifice too great to obtain.”—‘‘Safety I” 
said Montorio growing pale, “ how can 
you talk of safety and hear the yelling 
of the blast ? Hark, how it bursts, wild 
and horrible ! the casements will give 
way; and now it sinks again, and wails 
away so faint and distant, Oh, that 
dolorous, sobbing, spent sound ! could 
it be the wind, Zenobia ? What if it 
were?”—“ For shame! will you run 
mad listening to the wind ? will yon 
conjure the innocent elements into phan¬ 
toms of fear? Listen, it is gone already ; 
it whistles over the cottages beneath 
your castle, and does not wake a sleeper 
there: it is fallen now, the night will be 
calm.”—“ Do you think so, good wife ; 
do you indeed think so? I pray you 

look 
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look out at the casement, and tell me 
the shape and waftage of the clouds, 
and whether the wrack flies swift, and 
•where, the winds are chasing it.”—“ Look 
abroad yourself, you are near the case¬ 
ment, and the flitting clouds will amuse 
you.”—“ Amuse me ! Oh, if you knew 
what forms are riding in the darkness 
when I venture to look out, aye, flitting 
across the casement with palpable motion, 
and when I start, beckoning from the 
ridgy clouds, but not like them, gliding 
away: if you saw this 1”—“ Are you the 
slave of such fantastic folly ? I would 
sooner tear mine eyes out than let them 
abuse my reason thus.”—“ If my eyes 
were torn out I should see them still.”— 
“ Oh! these are the dreams of fearful soli¬ 
tude ; the very whispers of the place and 
season. I should run mad with apprehen¬ 
sion if I shut myself up in a lone tower, 
and listened to the wailings of the wind.” 
™“Aye, ’tis the wind I shrink from. 

Whenever 
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Whenever the storm howls round my cas¬ 
tle I think of the night when—hark, 
hark, liow loud it is now! Just such 
was the sound, and such was the sea¬ 
son—” “You mistake, it was at the 
close of autumn.”—“ I do not mistake; 
it is spring, and summer, and winter, and 
autumn with me; I hear it in every wind 
that blows.” 

“ Let us go then to Naples, I know 
not why we came to this house of hor¬ 
rors ; let us go to Naples. I will go with 
you, and we will have feasting and jol¬ 
lity. In the tumult of festivity you will 
forget these thoughts that ride your fancy 
like the hags of vision; you shall go 
forth, and enjoy your state like a mag¬ 
nificent noble, and all shall be well.”— 
“ No, I cannot, it besets me there; 
and how can I trust myself amid a crowd, 
who dread to be discovered to my own 
lacqueys? My life is wasted in watch¬ 
ing a secret. When I was last in Naples 

they 
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they dragged me to some assembly. I 
saw it there; aye, you may gaze, but I 
saw it plainly as I see you now. As I 
crossed the portico it stood opposed to 
me for a full minute, and looked on me: 
looked ! no, no, it had no eyes; but 
still it seemed as if it saw me, and I saw 
it ."—“ Saw what ?”— <l Do you not 
know?”—“ No, in truth, you have so 
many visions and fantasies.”—“ Why, 
then, not to avoid its sight again could 
I utter the name.” 

He sat down sullenly, and remain¬ 
ed silent for some time, then starting 
up again listened to the wind. “ Did 
you not tell me,” said he reproach¬ 
fully, “ that the storm had ceased?”— 
“ I am not to blame if the elements will 
not be at peace.”—“ And who is to 
blame,” said he, striding up and down 
gloomily, “ that I am trembling here 
with every change of them ? It is des¬ 
tiny’s, not mine. If I were a conqueror, 
a ravager of the earth now, I should lie 

down 
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down in peace; if I were one who had 
slept after the carnage of thousands, 
whose bare word had swept off more in 
one day than all the petty villains of 
earth would stab darkling in their lives ; 
if I were one who had flung infants and 
pregnant mothers in the fire, and rested 
every night lapt in the colours of victory, 
and stunned by the thunder of my 
drums; if it were thus, I would be at 
peace, I would be called a hero by the 
world, and lie down at last lulled by the 
acclamations of mankind. Oh, if it were 
thus! Yes, it is this cursed domestic 
sensibility of guilt that makes cowards 
of us; the deed that makes the hero 
damns the man. I am lost, because I 
am pent up in the walls of a castle, and 
mark myself with the sign of the cross; 
the magic chain of evil is the fear.”—-“ I 
have never seen you so wrought by fear 
and dismal thought as this night.”— 
“ Tis true; this night has a presage 
p 3 with 
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•with it, I cannot, cannot-“ Has 

the confessor been with you?”—“Twice.” 
“ And has he given you no comfort, as 
he is wont to do?”—“ Aye, marvellous 
comfort, solitary penance for an hour; 
and so good night, Zenobia. Zenobia, 
do you pray at night?”—“ I do.”— 
“Indeed! and fervently, truly?”—“Aye; 
hut I do not trust to prayer alone.”— 
“ What do you mean ?”—“ Look here,” 
said the Countess, and withdrawing her 
vest shewed beneath an iron band that 
encircled her waist, and was closed un¬ 
der her breast by a spring whose point 
entered it. “ Who devised this most 
horrible penance ?” said her husband. 
“ They who could execute it could alone 
devise it.”—“ The infliction is most 
sharp and agonizing, but the conse¬ 
quences are worse. Remove that dread- 
fid zone, Zenobia; the corrosion of the 
iron—” “ Will produce a cancer, I 

know it.”—And the consequence'must 

then 
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then be—” “ A terrible operation ; I 

have sustained it already. Eight months 
I wore it on the other side, it terminated 
as you suggest. I submitted to the ope¬ 
ration without discovery and without a 
groan, and when it was over I removed’' 
the sharp point to the other side.” 

Montorio smote his hands together. 
“ What have we become ? what have we 
made ourselves?”—“Thatrwhich I would 
bear this, and tenfold this to be, great 
and powerful, one of the eminent on the 
earth. Let any curse be mine but that 
of high-born, high-thoughted beggary • 
the habits of a noble, the spirit of a sove¬ 
reign, and the fortune of a mendicant. 
On my earliest view of life I saw but one 
thing that it was good to be; the price 
was high, and the conditions difficult; 
but since it is accomplished, I will not 
affront my pride by thinking I gave foe 
it too much. I am the possessor of rank 
and magnificence; all that is seen of me 
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is great and splendid. Let the world be 
deceived and I must be happy; yes, I 
am happy.”—“ And will the other world 
also be deceived?”—“No; but it will 
be pacified, if our priests tell us true. 
They say St. Peter’s keys are of gold, I 
have one of iron that cannot fail. If 
penance can avail, what can be so pow¬ 
erful as that I voluntarily do?”—“ I 
know of but one mode more severe.”— 
“ More severe ! what is it?”—“ That I 
must undergo to-night.”—“What! is it 
the scourge, or iron ?”—“ No.”—“Do 
you rend your flesh with sackcloth?”— 
“ No.”—“ What can it be?”—“An hour 
of solitude,” answered Montorio, turn¬ 
ing on her with the visage of a fiend, 
in woe. 

The Countess was retiring. “ Hold,” 
said he, * * are you going, already going ? 
am I alone? does he make me under¬ 
go this that I may think less of my 
final mansion ? I cannot bear it, no, I 
cannot be alone, Zenobia; send the con¬ 
fessor 
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fessor to me, I will confess to him ; that 
expedient we adopted to pacify heaven, 
and avert the cause from our house. I 
have not confessed that yet, I have never 
told it; perhaps it may move him to 
mitigate my penance.”—“ Perhaps it 
may, he shall attend you.” 

F She retired, and the confessor was 
again summoned. Their conference was 
long, and marked with singular emo¬ 
tions. In the progress of it, the Count 
avowed that secret with which he had 
fed an inward, doubtful hope of pal¬ 
liation for many years. The monk was 
sitting on the chair when (in the 
posture of the confessor) he received 
it; he started, as if his soul was smote 
within him. In a voice, whose tones 
were convulsed with unknown emotions, 
whose tones were audible from the bare 
strength of their meaning, almost with¬ 
out aid of articulation, he demanded a 
repetition of the confession. His peni¬ 
tent, overpowered he knew not how, 

hesitated. 
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hesitated. The confessor repeated his 
demand in a voice not human ; the Count 
again faultered it out with mechanical 
fear. The confessor paused, as if to as¬ 
sure himself of 'what he heard ; the seat 
shook under him. The Count looked up 
in his face with amaze, liis cowl had 
fallen over it, and in his agitation it re¬ 
mained untouched; and his figure thus 
dark, silent, and'shaking with unuttered 
thoughts, was more like the phantom of 
a terrible dream tlian the living and ac¬ 
tual form of man. At length, spurning 
aside his chair, he rose and was rushing 
from the apartment. “ Father,” called 
the Count, “ you have not given me 
absolution .”-—“ Nor ever will,” yelled 
the monk, “ nor ever shall myself seek 
or obtain it.” He was gone. 

His penitent, long accustomed to starts 
of passion resembling insanity in the con¬ 
fessor, believed that he was only overcome 
by the discovery of a new link in that 

chain 
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chain of crimes which had for four years 
been gradually unfolded to his view, with- 
out a prospect of their dark termination. 
Believing, therefore, that the event of 
this conference would scarce have ended 
in the mitigation of his penance, he pre¬ 
pared to undergo it, mentally resolving, 
however, that if after the experience of 
some moments he found solitude what he 
feared, he would summon his attendants 
to the antichamber, and at least hear 
their steps, and see their lights through 
the crevices of the door while he per¬ 
formed his task. He had scarce time to 
explore the terrors of solitude. 

The issue of those dark hauntings by 
which the brothers had been beset so long, 
may already be conjectured. The secret 
crime, so often suggested to them by vi¬ 
sionary temptation, they now proceeded, 
under the influence of visionary terror, to 
perpetrate. The secret door through which 
the monk had rushed to deprecate it, in 

vain, 
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vain, was still open; they advanced 
through the passage with feelings, which 
he who knows human feelings will hardly 
inquire or willingly hear. They entered 
the apartment of their victim ; he was 
on his knees, in that agony of prayer 
which hears no sound but its own mur¬ 
murs. They approached unseen; they 
dared not look at each other; but so 
intense and single was the impulse, that 
at the same moment their swords met in 
their father’s body ! He expired without 
a groan. 


The noise of the body falling on the 
ground alarmed the attendants, whose 
habitual vigilance was easily aroused. 
They rushed in; there was no outcry 
of inquiry or conjecture, for the parri¬ 
cides stood, frozen and senseless, still 
grasping their red dripping weapons. The 
body was raised and examined, but when 
they discovered it was stone dead, their 
faculties were restored, a wild burst of 
inarticulate horror rung through the 
4 apartment, 
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apartment, and every one applied him¬ 
self to a different purpose with the preci¬ 
pitation of sudden, momentous discovery. 
The murderers were secured, unresisting 
and unconscious ; every tower in the 
castle blazed with lights, and resounded 
with hurrying feet; the alarum bell rung 
out, quick, and loud, and terrible; the 
sound was heard at Naples the live-long 
night, wafted by the howlings of the 
storm. The family, whose inquiries were 
only answered by ghastly silence, rushed 
to the Count’s apartment. Thedaughters 
threw themselves in agony upon the 
body, the sons demanded the means and 
circumstances of the murder. The Coun¬ 
tess stood beside the couch to which the 
corse had been removed, and covered 
her face with her robe. 

At this moment of distracted questipns 
and incoherent answers, a number of the 
officials of justice arriving from Naples, 
entered the castle, and without disclosing 

the 
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the cause of their appearance, required 
that the criminals should be delivered into 
their custody. This was performed. The 
family had often turned, in the midst of 
their lamentations, with looks of appeal¬ 
ing agony to the brothers ; but their 
voices were drowned in a fresh burst of 
woe, and they could not ask what pro¬ 
bably had been asked in vain. The at¬ 
tendants, However, whose grief began to 
yield to wonder, interrogated the crimi¬ 
nals repeatedly, on the motive and ob¬ 
ject of the dreadful'deed they had done. 
They obtained no answer; the un¬ 
happy young men were once heard to 
ask for a little water, but from their fixed 
and blood-shot eyes, their staring hairs, 
and mute ghastliness, it was rightly con¬ 
jectured that of what was passing around 
them they heard or noticed nothing. 

In about an hour something like order 
was restored, and the criminals, of whose 
guilt so obvious there was scarce an 

official. 
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official inquiry, were about to be removed, 
when the confessor rushed into the room. 
The attendants, who had beheld with 
calmness the terrible spectacle of a vio¬ 
lent death, faultered and shrunk at the 
sight of him : there was nothing human 
to which he might be compared, nor 
any thing beyond or below it that could 
be imagined like him. lie flew with the 
speed of a demon to mischief; he paused 
as if he saw the desolation of the world. 
He gazed for a moment around him, and 
then approaching the officers, demanded 
that he should be secured by them as the 
real agent of the crime of which they 
were appointed to take cognizance. The 
supernatural wildness of his aspect, con¬ 
trasted with the calmness of his address, 
stupified the officers. They listened to be 
assured that the sounds they heard pro¬ 
ceeded from the object before them. He 
repeated them in a voice that chilled 
them; but while tremblingly they secured 

him,/ 
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him, they almost expected to see the 
fetters with which they bound him dis¬ 
appear, or his whole form dissolve into 
vacancy. His demand, however, was 
incontrovertible; no one had accused, 
no one even had mentioned him; his sur¬ 
render was voluntary, and no one in¬ 
quired its reason. 

The family now separated with the 
dumb solemnity that attends events too 
great for complaint. A few attendants 
renewing the half-extinguished lights, 
prepared to watch by the body of 
their Lord, over which was extended 
a black pall ; and the carriages in 
which the officials had travelled, conveyed 
them and their prisoners away about day¬ 
light. 

The crime of the night, in all its cir¬ 
cumstances, was so new and horrible, 
that even the ministers of justice, grown 
old in the history of human depravity, 
felt amazed and outraged by the event. 
Their attention was fixed strongly on the 

prisoners, 
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prisoners, as hunters would gaze on the 
motions of a monster, such as their search 
had never before discovered. The bro¬ 
thers were totally silent, and on their 
arrival at Naples, were found to be 
plunged in a sleep so deep and heavy, 
that they were lifted out of the carriage 
by the attendants (who shuddered to 
touch them) without awaking. Schemoli 
kept his head enveloped in his cowl, 
through which his heart-drawn groans 
were every moment audible. On alight¬ 
ing: from the carriage his face was invo- 
luntarily uncovered, and his eyes for a 
moment fell on the young men; and for 
that moment the expression of his visage 
was such, that the attendants scarce 
thought themselves safe till it was con¬ 
cealed again. In consideration of their 
rank they were allotted apartments in the 
castle of St. Elmo, where Schemoli im¬ 
mediately demanded implements for writ¬ 
ing, a small portion of bread and water, 

and 
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and undisturbed solitude for thirty-six 
hours. 

To this the officials, after examining 
the apartment, and removing from it 
every implement of mischief, consented. 
He also demanded that no judicial steps 
should be taken against the prisoners, 
till a document which he was preparing 
was ready to be submitted to the prin¬ 
cipal justiciary of Naples. With regard 
to this, he was informed that of a case 
so mysterious and extraordinary, no cog¬ 
nizance would probably be taken till a 
much more remote period, as the process 
of inquiry and examination which would 
he instituted could not be too minute or 
deliberate. In consequence, „ however, 
of the intimations of the prisoner Sche- 
moli, on the third night after his arrival 
at the castle of St. Elmo the grand jus¬ 
ticiaries of Naples, with some of its most 
distinguished public characters, at mid- 
6 night 
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sight assembled in a subterranean apart¬ 
ment of the castle. A double, guard was 
planted on ev r ery avenue of the building’, 
and the secretary advancing to the foot 
of a table which was covered with black, 
while an assistant on each side held a 
torch, produced and read before the as¬ 
sembly a manuscript given him a few 
hours before by the monk Schemoli, 
which he had written in his prison. 


CHAP. 
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CHAP. XXIII. 


u Let those who blame the extrava¬ 
gance of my passions, think I was a 
lover; let those who mock my abused 
credulity, reflect I was a jealous lover; 
i let those who execrate the horrors of my 
revenge, remember I was an Italian. 

“I am Orazio, Count of Montorio, 
so long believed dead, and who rises from 
imaginary death only to bewail that it is 
not real. I am Orazio, Count of Monto¬ 
rio ; this is no device of imposture; I have 
living witnesses and incontestible proofs. 
I iiave witnesses that can prove my iden¬ 
tity, 
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tity, and a tale that must —I desire not 
to anticipate my narrative by a display of 
my character, it will be sufficiently un¬ 
folded by its progress, nor would I con¬ 
ceal its most dark and inward foldings 
from the eye. I have other purpose than 
my own vindication in this narrative. 

“ Of a large family, my brother, the 
late Count, and I, alone arrived at the 
age of manhood. 

“ My heart had originally a capacity 
of affection beyond most human hearts. 
I loved him with a love J passing that of 
women;’ I was alternately to him a father 
and a child, an almoner and a monitor. 
My purse he might have exhausted, my 
name he might have disgraced ; but my 
heart -. 

“ He was weak and vicious; I knew 
it well. It was the curse of my charac¬ 
ter to love, not for the perception or 
sake of worth in the object, but to gratify 
the wild exuberance of my own feelings, 
vox,, in. a My 
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My heart was like a mine, that poured 
out its irrepressible pregnancy of wealth 
at the feet of surrounding peasants, which 
enriched the worthless and exalted the 
base, whose unhappy fertility was with¬ 
out discrimination and without grati¬ 
tude. 

“ I had procured my brother a mili¬ 
tary commission of high rank, which his 
irregularities soon compelled him to re¬ 
sign : still I defended and upheld him, 
and gave to his retreat an air of angry 
dignity instead of disgrace. I was re¬ 
volving some other plan for his advance¬ 
ment, and in order to pursue it had re¬ 
moved to Naples, where I saw her whose 
name I cannot, on the verge of death, 
write with a firm hand, Erminia di 
Amaldi. I loved, as few men had ever 
loved, without knowledge of the passion, 
■without knowledge of the sex. Of love 
or of marriage I had never even thought 
before; and now, as usual, my first 

thought 
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thought was resolution. I addressed her 
without any gentleness of approach, any 
arts of insinuation. I persecuted her 
without any gradation of advance, any 
intervals of deliberation. If she had even 
loved me, I left her no time for its avowal, 
almost for its consciousness. I pouted 
out my passion before her with a violence 
that affrighted her, and when she was 
terrified into silence, I mistook it for 
assent. Her gentle reluctance, her timid 
distress, her silent dismay, nay, her tears 
and anguish, I heeded as much as the 
hunter pursuing his prey would heed the 
lily that he crushes in his speed. 

“ My impetuosity, my rank, my 
wealth, my munificence bore down all 
obstruction. I led, I dragged Erminia to 
the altar, where amid the solemnity, she 
fainted in my arms. After some time 
I brought her to my castle, surrounded 
her with every thing that woman could 
desire, or man procure, and courted her 
<*, 2 to 
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to be happy \rith magnificence anti af¬ 
fection. 

“ At this period my brother.married, 
married without my consent, without 
my knowledge, a woman whose family 
had been the long-tried and inveterate 
enemy of mine; married without the 
means of procuring his wife another 
meal, except from the compassion of 
that family, by whom before I would 
be assisted, I would famish a thousand 
times. With sore constraint I assumed 
severity, and refused for some time to 
see or admit him. 

“ During this periodl found other em¬ 
ployment than thinking of him. I dis¬ 
covered, or imagined I had discovered, 
my wife did not love me. I feel now 
that I must have thought the same of 
any other woman. I had imagined that 
passion was a something which human 
performance could never realize. With 
the purity of a matron, and the delicacy 

of 
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of a woman, I yet expected the blan¬ 
dishments of a harlot, and the ardours of 
a man. 

“ To be what I demanded would pro¬ 
bably have disgusted me,- to be less,, 
distracted me ; I loved too well to be. 
happy. Yet Erminia might have had 
more compassion, or might have dis¬ 
sembled' more. Hours have I knelt at 
her feet, and have only been suffered to 
rise with a sigh. Hours have I held 
her to my heart, and felt only her cold 
tears trickling on my bosom. Hours 
have I supplicated fora smile, and been 
dismissed with one whose gleam played 
over her pale face, like moonshine upon a 
plain of snow, cold and uncherishing. 
While she was pregnant, I tried to believe 
that indisposition might suspend her 
fondness, and when she became a mother, 
that her children might divide it. With 
the vigilance of jealousy, which dreads 
Itself, though in her presence I heaped 

her 
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her with tender reproach and expostu¬ 
lation, yet when absent, I studied, I in¬ 
vented devices to prevent my belief warp¬ 
ing that way, while I tried to convince 
her\vhat I dared not to think myself. 
Yes’, Erminia might have had more 
compassion, or might have dissembled 
better. 

During this interval, having made 
jny brother for some time experience 
rthe privation of his customary indul¬ 
gences, 1 procured for him a distinguish¬ 
ed situation, of which he concealed 
from me that he had anticipated the 
profits by debt, even before he had ex¬ 
pected the possession of it. I had long 
been personally reconciled to him, and in 
the third year of my marriage he came to 
pass some time at the Castle of Muralto. 

(Here I dropt my pen, and my 
taper seemed to go out—it must be re¬ 
sumed—Erminia ! Erminia ! Are these 
tears? Often have I poured out blood 

to 
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to thy memory, never till this hour a 
tear!) 

“ My brother easily discovered the state 
of my mind; a fool might have dis¬ 
covered it; concealment never was one 
of my habits. My mind was as open 
as the ocean, and as soon agitated by 
storms. I know not how his approaches 
were first made, with what poison his 
first invisible arrow was tinged, or rather 
with what depth of poison, for from the 
first it was the green, livid venom of jea¬ 
lousy he infused, from that shade which 
scarce produces an infected spot in the 
mind’s eye, to that deep dye which 
darkens the sun, and overshadows the 
soul with glooms unlit and impassable. 
I think we were sitting one day after 
Erminia had quitted us; I observed^her 
dejection in terms as cold as I could, 
merely to find if others thought of it as 
I did. ‘ When dejection,’ said he, 
‘ arises from a local cause, it is easily 
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removed.’—‘ True,’ said I, without 
applying the remark. ‘ There was a 
report,’ lie continued, ‘ that Almoni’s 
regiment is ordered to embark for Spain, 
perhaps that occasions her dejection.’— 

‘ I never heard she had any relations 
in Almoni's regiment.’—‘ I never heard 
she had.’—‘ Why then should its re¬ 
moval effect her?’—‘What! have you 

never heard of-?’—‘ What is it you 

mean ?’—‘ Nothing, nothing in the 
w'orld ; a mistake, it must be all a mis¬ 
take ; let us send for the children ; they 
are remarkably like you.’—‘ I think 
the elder is like me.’—‘ They are both 
like you,’ said he vehemently, ‘ by my 
soul they are, let people talk as they 
will.’ 

«“ The children came; I walked about, 
busied in a strife of thought; he ob¬ 
served it. ‘ Why do you not speak to 
the children,’ said he. ‘ I had rather 
at this moment speak with you.’ He 

came 
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came to the window against which I 
leaned my back that he might not ob¬ 
serve the changes I felt my features un¬ 
dergoing. ‘ Why should the Countess 
be disconcerted at the removal of the 
regiment of that—I know not his name?’ 

— ‘ I, I, do not know.’—‘ You do 
know.’— 4 I only know what every one 
knows ; why should I be interrogated?’ 

— ‘What every one knows?’—‘Yes; 
every one knows that the Chevalier, Ver- 
doni has a company in that regiment.’—■ 
‘ And of what consequence is that to 
me, to the Countess I mean?'—‘ What! 
have you never heard of Verdoni?’— 
‘ Nev.er.’—‘ That is strange; .never 
seen him at the Amaldi palace ?’— 
‘ Never, I say. Oh ! that .there were 
no such things as questions and inter¬ 
jections upon this earth.’—-‘I would there 
were no such things-as questions .at this 
moment. But now I recollect, it is not 
strange you never saw him at the Amaldi 

q. 3 palace; 
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palace; he must have been dismissed.’ 
—‘ Dismissed at my approach ?’— 
* Certainly, a rejected suitor ; and every 
one commended the Countess’s prudence. 
Women have a privilege of change in 
their latest period of courtship, and a 
woman of so much prudence must make 
a better wife. To keep such reports 
from you so long, she must have a great 
store indeed, and kindness too, for it 
is kind to prevent superfluous pain.’ 
—* If you think so, why do you not 
finish your tale?’— { I finish it! I 
know nothing more. Would you have 
me repeat all the ribald talk of Naples, 
of my brother's wife too? If you have 
curiosity, or if you have patience, my 
servant, Ascanio, who lived lately with 
Verdoni, can tell j'ou what he heard. 
Eut let me intreat if you have not pa¬ 
tience, do not call him.’ 

He named a red-haired, ill-looking 
man, who attended him. I had a deep, 

untold 
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untold aversion to that man ; I started at 
his name. I said involuntarily, * I shall 
not like to listen to what Ascanio will tell 
me.’—‘ Very possibly you will not,’ ob¬ 
served my brother, inwardly. ‘ Come, 
shall we go to the Countess’s apartment, 
I think I hear her harp ?’■—‘ Yes, ’ said 
I, almost unconsciously, ‘ let us go 
to—to my—-to the Countess.’— £ I 
never heard you, ’ said he, carelessly, 

‘ call her the Countess so often as this 
evening; you used to say Erminia.’— 
* And she is Erminia,’ said I, distracted 
by this hint, ‘ she is, she must be my 
Erminia .’ I quitted the room; I 
thought I heard my brother laugh as 
Ave quitted it. 

“ Erminia was sitting at her harp, her 
children were at her feet, peeping at 
each other through the strings, as she 
sung to them. I tried to listen, but 
every tone of voice .or harp murmured 
‘ Verdoni.’ I beckoned to my brother 
and we quitted the apartment. 


‘ Send 
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‘ Send for your servant,’ said I, when 
we were alone. ‘For what?’ ‘I shall tell 
him when he comes.’ ‘ You must tell me 
before he is sent for.’— ‘Must ?’■— 
‘ Yes; and moreover, you must pro¬ 
mise when he comes, to listen to him 
calmly.’—‘ By mentioning that con¬ 
dition, it is plain you know for what 
purpose I would send for him.’—* And 
by seeming to decline that condition 
it is plain you expect he will disclose 
something it is not safe for you to hear.’ 
-—‘ I shall begin to expect it, if you do 
not call him immediately.’—‘ That ap¬ 
prehension alone makes me submit,’— 
(Precious devil !)—‘ I trust he will 
disclose nothing so bad as you expect.’ 
—‘ Oh ! go for him, go for him,’ said 
I, writhing with impatience, ‘ while 
you talk I am mad.’ He went; As- 
canio was not to be found. This was 
a master-stroke.. I was left a whole 
night to think; both of them pouring 

their 

l*. 


THE FAMILY OF MOJJTORIO. 34 <) 

their suggestions into every avenue of 
my heart, for the same number of hours, 
could not have effected so much as so¬ 
litude and the workings of my own 
thought effected. In the morning As- 
eanio was again summoned. I locked 
the apartment on him, my brother, and 
myself. I will not detail his serpent- 
windings, or his worse than serpent- 
sting. He affected that perplexity which 
endeavours to conceal a secret, when¬ 
ever I questioned him, and that terror 
which is conscious of guilt; when I 
grew impatient, he affected a concern 
for the disclosures he reluctantly made ; 
he affected to be a character, of all others 
the most imposing—the honest, indig¬ 
nant, involuntary-confident of vice. 
The .sum of his tale was,, that Verdoni 
had long been attached to the Countess ; 
that in consequeuce of his attachment, 
he was indulged with an intimacy, which 
he had abused ; that it was known they 

had 
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had a child, though how it was disposed 
of was not known ; that he had been 
banished from the family, whose indis¬ 
cretion h&d published their misfortune ; 
that their lawless passion still continued, 
and was still gratified; and the Countess’s 
dejection arose more from the interrup¬ 
tion, than the disappointment of her 
guilty love. . 

I listened to this, all told with the 
wildest breaks of fear and remorse; 
1 listened with that distraction which 
does not lose a syllable. Expletive, 
and letter, and look, and nod, was writ¬ 
ten on my heart with a pen of iron. The 
characters are uneffaced, I could read 
them to this hour; but to this hour its 
own evil is sufficient. Ascanio was dis¬ 
missed, and my brother sat silent, with 
the aspect of one who has reluctantly 
betrayed a secret; at length he mur¬ 
mured something about inquiry and de¬ 
liberation. * I am deliberating,’ said I, 

scarce 
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scarce hearing: mvself. ‘ Os-ni Santi!’ 

o o 

said he, ‘What are you doing?’—‘I 
believe—am I not mending a pen ? 
—mending a pen!—mangling your flesh ; 
it is your finger you are cutting,’ said 
he, snatching the knife from me. I saw 
my fingers flowing with blood, I looked 

on them and laughed, 

* * * * * # 

“I cannot, I will not follow the grada- . 
tions of my ruin, I will not throw aside 
the covering under which my mental 
wounds have festered so long, to count 
their number, or probe their depth, or 
thaw by frequent touch the poison that 
has almost congealed in them, the blood 
that has ceased to flow. I was desired 
to observe my wife more closely ; for I 
was told, that at night, when she be¬ 
lieved I slept, she indulged a luxury of 
sorrow and passion, in which she was 
even heard to call on the name of her 
paramour. I needed no suggestions to 

bid 
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bid me wake. But on the night after 
I received the intimation, I counter¬ 
feited sleep as soon as I lay down. 

“ In a short time she besjan to sisjh hea- 
vily; it was a sultry summer-night, and 
she was far advanced in her pregnancy. 
I ascribed her depression to an obvious 
cause, and with the natural inconsist¬ 
ency of him who watches to discover 
what he would die to prove false, I 
wished that some heavy spell would steep 
me in drowsiness, before I discovered 
her sighs had another source. In a 
short time she arose, and wrapping a 
loose robe around her, took one of the 
tapers that burned in a veiled nich, and 
walked to a cabinet, of which I had 
often observed her care to be excessive. 
Through my half-closed lids I watched 
her every motion. She placed the taper 
on a marble desk, which sometimes she 
used as an oratory, and on which stood a 
crucifix. She opened the cabinet, and 

after 
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after examining some papers, she took 
out a parcel which she laid before her, 
and began to read. My heart throbbed 
audibly; as she bent over the paper, I 
thought a tear fell on it. ‘ Would 
she,’ said I, mentally, ‘ weep over the 
guilty passion of her paramour, under 
the very crucifix to which I have seen 
her prostrate herself an hour ago ?’ 

She put up the papers, and turning from 
the desk, leaned on the cabinet. The 
moon shone bright, and the lattice, 
woven with jessamine and tuberose, was 
open, she turned towards it; Mother 
of God! how lovely she looked! The 
taper tinged the summits of her feathery 
and burnished hair, with a radiance 
resembling that which hovers round the 
head of a saint. The moonlight fell on 
her pale face, disclosing just in the 
centre of her cheek a flushing spot, such 
as no adoration from me had ever 
kindled; her loose robe half disclosed 

a shape, 
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a shape, df all others, the most interest¬ 
ing to a husband. She murmured a few 
broken notes of an air I had often heard 
her lull her infants to rest with. Every 
sense might have been feasted by the 
picture before me; but along with the 
odour of the jasmine, came the perfume 
of those fatal letters. 

I noted this well. I remembered that 
lovers, in voluptuous gallantry, often 
perfumed their letters. As I gazed on 
her, a tear glittered in the moonshine, it 
was followed by another, and another, and 
the last was accompanied by the mur¬ 
mured name of ‘ Verdoni.’ I groaned 
audibly ; she started ; she replaced the 
the letters and the taper, and ap¬ 
proached the bed. * Are you awake, 
my Lord?’—‘ I fear I am almost 
awake!' —You fear!’—‘Oh! yes, it 
was so sweet to dream as I have done !'— 
‘ Were your dreams so pleasant ? I 
thought I heard you groan.’—‘ I 

groaned 
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groaned when I found you had left me. 
— ‘Left you!’—'‘Yes* even in sleep 
I felt it; sleeping or waking I think 
only of you ; (she was standing beside 
the bed; I knelt up in it; I grasped 
both her hands;) my senses, my soul, 
are full of you ! Erminia, I adore you 
so, with such nice and exquisite fond¬ 
ness, as you can never imagine! You 
can never love as I do! But, though 
you must ever be comparatively defi¬ 
cient, beware, I adjure you, of being 
positively so ; a dereliction of thought, 
an imagined desertion would drive me 
mad.’ I was pouring out my whole 
heart with all its habitual impetuosity, 
at the very moment I had proposed to 
myself vigilance and caution. 

I was still holding her hands, she sunk 
into a chair, beside the bed, but without 
withdrawing them, I sprung from the 
bed, and knelt at her feet. Her head was 
declined with the pale, pensive lily 

bending, 
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bending, that; always melted me to sor¬ 
row and love. I continued to gaze on 
lier without speaking, my voice was lost. 
‘ Hear me, my Lord.'—‘ Hear me, my 
Lady, and my love, and life! I throw 
myself on your mercy, I implore your 
compassion for you and for myself. 
Do you remember the antique gem I 
gave you the other day? You admired 
the workmanship much, too much, more 
than th e gift I fear. But I am wander¬ 
ing :—You remember the device, Cupid 
drawm by a lion, who paces quietly in 
his silken/harness ; think of me thus, 
dear, blessed love ! Use me thus. While 
I am led by love, its caged emblems will 
not be so tender or so tame, but set free 
from that, I am a lion indeed, a lion 
who will—oh ! Erminia, save me front 
imagining what,’ 

I dashed myself at her feet; I 
wept, I raved; my violence produced 
its usual effects, she tvas terrified 
and faiuted. Her attendants were sum¬ 
moned. 
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moned. As I bent over her, extend¬ 
ed in the likeness of death, I breathed an * 
inward vow to banish for ever from my 
mind the subject of our conference, 
of which I already felt the misery in¬ 
supportable, though the truth was not 

vet ascertained. I determined to sit 
%/ 

down with the sufferings I could not now 
recal, and content with what happiness 
I might yet believe within my reach. * 
When they demanded of me the next 
morning what had been the event of my 
observations, I started as if I heard a ser¬ 
pent hiss. I prohibited all future men¬ 
tion of the subject; they quitted the 
apartment in silence; but Ascanio, 
as he was going out dropt a small key. 

I did not dare to think what this might 
mean. My first impulse was to seize it 
and try it where I suspected it was to 
be applied. I collected myself, and 
again called Ascanio. * You have dropt 
a key. ! He sprung forward to seize it 
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with the aspect of one who curses his 
own carelessness. 

Here I might have rested, and suf¬ 
fered him to depart with the shame 
of defeated villainy, ;but my curiosity, 
my—the devil within me wasroused 

‘ Does that key guard a treasure, 
that you snatch it with such eager¬ 
ness ?'—‘ I do not know, my Lord.’— 

* You do not know what your own key 
secures?’—‘My Lord, the key is not 
mine.’—‘ Not yours, whose is it then?’ 

<—‘ It belonged to my late master, the 
Chevalier Verdoni. He made no use of 
it himself, he kept it as a relic, he said, 
it was a key belonging to a cabinet he 
had presented to a lady he loved.’ 

“ I drove him from the room. In the 
confusion of his fear, he again dropt 
the key! I seized it; I flew to Erminia’-s 
room ; she was in the gardens of the 
castle with her children and attendants. 
I locked the door; to have seen my 
feverish tremblings, any one would have 
7 believed 


THE FAMILY OF MONTORIO. 359 

believed I was hastening to some- feast 
of solitary delight, and at that moment, 
I would have changed situations with 
him that was writhing on the rack. One 
hope remained; that the key was not 
designed for that cabinet; I tried it. 
Alas, it was only the trembling of my 
hands that made it seem to resist; it 
opened. A mist overspread my sight, a 
gentle knock at the door aroused me; 
it was my eldest boy.—* You cannot 
come in, my darling.’—‘Why, father?’— 
‘Because I am busy.’—‘I know from 
the sound of your voice you are not 
praying, father, and why may I not 
come in.’—I could not answer.—‘ Tell 
me what are you doing.’—‘I do not 
know what I am doing,’ said I in agony. 
‘ Whatever it be, throw it away, if it 
prevents you from coming to the gar¬ 
den, and playing with us.’ He tripped 
lightly away. I heard every word ; the 
responses of an oracle had not sunk 
so deep into my soul—‘ throw it away 1’ 

The 
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The fatal papers were yet unopened. As 
I turned them with a shaking hand they 
fell, I stooped to replace them, and when 
my eye glanced on the first line, I could 
not withdraw it till I had read to the 
last. 

“ When I had done, sense and me¬ 
mory forsook me. I know not where my 
spirit went for some time, but thdjtjgh it 
seemed the very haunt of final wo%> jt 
was paradise to its return to conscious-' 1 
ness. All was mist and cloud for some 
time, such as the soul struggles through, 
breathless and fancy-bound, in some hag¬ 
ridden dream. I saw the walls of the 
apartment, but I knew not where I was; 

I heard bells, and steps, and voices, but 
I knew not where I was; I heard the 
voice of the Countess in the gallery, and 
then I knew where and what I was. 

“ My despair was not easily concealed, 
even my domestics, 1 believe, observed 
it. In a short time, however, I became 
A invisible 
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invisible to all but my brother and his 
servant: them only I admitted, yet then*. 

I could not bear to behold. 

“ I am convinced I felt at the sight of 
that devil Ascanio, what a sorcerer feels 
in the presence of an imp whose ministry 
he employs, but by whom lie knows he 
will be finally plunged in -woe: his intel¬ 
ligence and his observation seemed neces¬ 
sary to existence, while they consumed 
it. I lived on poison. I was like the 
criminal travelling in the livid shade of 
the Upas, who must feed to live, and if 
he feeds must die. I had no feelings 
for this man but hatred and malevolence. 
I never saw him but my throat swelled, 
and my eyes seemed scalding in their 
sockets; } r et I fastened on him for my 
morbid food, and devoured it with the 
greediness with which one would swallow 
the promises of hope and fortune. 

“ I mentioned to my brother the con¬ 
fessions of the guilty letters. I was asto- 
vol. ui. r nished 
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nished to perceive that he listened to the 
disclosure like one whose feelings were 
preoccupied by some darker discovery. 
I remarked it with that quickness which 
met half way all the devices emploj'ed 
against me. He shook his head ; I urged 
my suspicions with vehemence. ‘ If,’ 
said he, ‘I could have any security 
that you would be patient, though after 
what I have seen of you I have no reason 
to accuse your want of patience.’ I 
urged him franticly to proceed. ‘ What 
I have formerly disclosed,’ said he, 

* was accidentally and reluctantly; but 
I now speak from conscience and a sense 
of duty. Whatever errors a woman is 
guilty of before marriage, it is to be 
hoped the generous affection of a hus¬ 
band will lead her to shame and repent¬ 
ance of; but when she persists in her 
deviations after, she ceases to be an 
object of compassion or pardon.’ He 
stopped; I waved my hand to him to 

proceed, 
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proceed, I had no voice. ‘ I have al- 
reaady said every thing-/ said he. Again 
I motioned to him to go on, though I 
could no longer distinguish sounds. * I 
have no more to say,’ said he after a 
long pause. ‘ And I have no more to 
think,’ said I. * Have } T ou then re¬ 
solved on any thing?’—‘ Yes, I have, 
if I could tell it; but I have no words, 
they have all left me.’—* I know your 
purposes.’—* No, by my soul you do 
not; you are thinking of blood and 
horror, I take no thought of them. For 
him, for him, were I the master of the 
sulphurous lake, I would give up all mi¬ 
nor tasks to minor imps, to watch him 
tossing and weltering on its waves for 
ever and ever. For her, who has no 
name, let her live in what peace she 
may, my blood and that of her paramour 
shall be on her head ; but I could not 
shed a drop of hers, not if I might be 
lapped in a dream of love again for it.’ 

r 2 —‘ And 
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— 4 And will you then suffer her to 
escape?’—‘ When she is delivered of 
the child, which I believe is mine, she 
shall be removed to a convent, and may 
the saints visit her retreat with penitence! 
for then will be done things that shall be 
a tale for ages—no, not one of those who 
have wrought me to this destruction shall 
escape !!!’ As I uttered the last words, 
I thought I saw him grow pale. My 
mind was full of dark thoughts ; I seized 
his arm, 1 looked eagerly in his face : 

4 Swear,’ said I, 4 that what you have 
told me is true.’ lie kissed a missal that 
Jay on the table. I saw, I heard him. 

“ 4 Now swear that you have perjured 
yourself.’— 4 Are you mad?’— 4 I am, I 
will be in a moment unless you do; I 
cannot bear it.’ I know not what fol¬ 
lowed ; I was for some hours in a state 
from which alone I have since derived 
pauses of relief. When I recovered, I 
felt I had a human heart no longer; the 


images 
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images of affection, and wife, and child, 
seemed to strike on my heart with pal* 
pable impulse, and find no entrance 
there; there was no longer admission or 
inmate there, the lamp was gone out, 
and the door shut for ever. The first 
sensation I was conscious of was an un¬ 
quenchable thirst. I swallowed draught 
after draught, and thirsted still; it was 
mental and inward ; nothing could slake 
it but a thought which, while it relieved 
for a moment, made it more fierce and 
stinging : it was the blood of Verdoni in 
a vase before me. My brother, some¬ 
times deprecating my violence, and some¬ 
times bewailing his task, at length in¬ 
formed me that the guilty intercourse of 
Erminia and Verdoni still continued, 
unchecked by fear, or by the suspicions 
which my altered demeanour might have 
suggested to them. 

“ I know not how I answered him. I 
permitted him to arrange every thing for 

their 
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their detection and punishment. I was 
in his hands as passive as a tool, hut I 
never relaxed my demand of being suf¬ 
fered to dispatch Verdoni alone. 

“ My brother announced that I was 
about making a tour to the Grecian 
islands. I was accompanied by some at¬ 
tendants as far as the shore, there I dis¬ 
missed them, and hiring under an as¬ 
sumed name a small villa in the neigh¬ 
bourhood of Baiae, awaited the intelli¬ 
gence my brother engaged to send me. 
That came too soon. Ascanio brought 
me volumes of intercepted letters, refer¬ 
ring to interviews and indulgences stolen 
in my absence. Their frequent meetings, 
their visits to their child, their remarks 
on its increasing growth and beauty, 
every doubtful term in the letters of the 
cabinet repeated and confirmed, occurred 
in these intercepted scrolls. When pe¬ 
rused, their effect on me was usually a 
paroxysm so dreadful, that the people of 

the 


THE FAMILY OF MOXTORIO. 36 7 

the house were scarcely pacified by the 
assurances they received of my periodical 
insanity : these paroxysms were followed 
by hours of solitude and abstraction, du¬ 
ring which I could tolerate the presence 
of no one, and none dared to approach 
me. It was during these moments that 
strange thoughts Avere with me. My 
spirits fell like a subsiding tide, and like 
a falling tide carried away with them the 
dregs and wreck of its spent fury. I had 
relinquished every circumstance and pre¬ 
tension of rank and eminence. I had be¬ 
come a private man in habit and exterior; 
all the vanity of the earth Avas become 
tasteless and loathsome to me, I sickened 
at their hollowness, I spurned their inca¬ 
pacity to suspend or alleviate calamity. 
I execrated the celebrity that made their 
possessor’s fall only more conspicuous, 
his misfortunes a more popular theme of 
vulgar curiosity, his degradation a more 
ample feast for the vultures of envy. I 

felt 
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felt that to return to what I had been was 
impossible; that my outward man must 
partake of the change of my inward 
man ; that I could no longer support the 
Count Montorio’s name, when I no longer 
possessed the Count Montorio’s mind. I 
cannot describe the process or the effect 
of this change so great and effectual, 
though I experience its consequences to 
this hour. 

I was a bold, ambitious, vain man, 
proud of my rank, and fond of its 
pompous appendages: what I became 
suddenly and finally, my narrative will 
tell. I have compared my progress to 
that of a magnificent caravan, over¬ 
whelmed and blasted in the majesty of 
its march by the burning deluge of the 
desert, and fixed a monument of desola¬ 
tion where it had moved a monument of 
pride. The result of my meditations was 
anticipated by a letter from Muralto, 
where my brother still resided as a spy 
on the culprits. He told me that their 

passion 
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passion raged with such shameless vio¬ 
lence, that Yerdoni was frequently intro¬ 
duced at the castle, and that he had 
even fixed on a night to spend there, 
which the Countess had confessed, and 
implored him to conceal, believing from 
the frequency of her lover’s visits that it 
was no longer possible to dissemble their 
object. When I read this— 

1 need not go on, nor will I enumerate 
every link of the chain that they wound 
round me with the art of demons, every 
one of burning iron, that scorehed with¬ 
out consuming. I will mention, however, 
one circumstance, which is but too strong¬ 
ly indicative of my character, of that part 
of it which is derived from hereditary 
propensity. I think I can recollect the 
impressions they intended to produce 
were unsettled till they introduced a; 
wretch, a mendicant, an astrologer, who 
talked something about prediction, and 
horoscopes, and ascendants, and a trinaX 
k 3 aspect 
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aspect on some hour on the appointed 
evening. He was a meagre, illiterate 
wretch; I would have spurned my lac¬ 
quey for listening to him ; yet I listened 
to him. I was like a sufferer bit by the ta* 
rantula, though my veins were filled with 
poison, they bounded and vibrated to 
his muttering jargon. 

“ The night arrived. If any being 
could be supposed enveloped in lightning 
without being consumed, and then dis¬ 
missed without losing the faculties and 
functions of life, such I believe would 
he describe the moment of his existence 
in the fiery fluid to be, as I remember 
the events of that night, thus sudden, 
thus hot, thus blasting; gone almost 
when felt, without a possibility of de¬ 
fining or forgetting; the time of its 
agency a moment, of its effects, for ever. 

At the close of that evening I quitted 
my habitation, and met my brother in a 
forest that skirted the Campagna, about 

two. 
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two miles from Mural to, whose towers I 
could yet see through the dusk. He did 
not speak, and I believed all he had told 
me was true. We rode into a thicket, 
where we alighted and secured our horses. 
In a few moments I heard the trampling 
of hoofs. A cavalier passed alone, his 
deportment was melancholy and his pace 
slow. He passed us, my brother made 
a signal that we should again mount our 
horses ; we did so. At some distance I 
saw him enter a cottage in the forest, I 
saw him at the door caressing a child, 
whom he placed before him, and disap¬ 
peared in the windings of the wood. 

‘ Adulterous villain!’ said my brother, 
1 did not speak , all was mist and dark¬ 
ness with me. I followed my brother’s 
motions mechanically. We entered the 
cottage, there was only a woman within. 
I leaned against the door, I could not 
breathe the air he had poisoned. My 
brother passed before me to prevent her 

being: 
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being alarmed at my appearance, it was 
probably most terrific. ‘ Who is the ca¬ 
valier that has just quitted your cottage ?’ 
—‘ May I ask who inquires, Signor?’— 
‘ We are friends, and have important 
business with him; if we are right in 
our conjectures of his name—’ ‘ Why, 

Signor, he calls himself Orsanio,’ said 
the woman, proud of her sagacity ; ‘ but 
I myself have heard his attendants ad¬ 
dress him by the name of Verdoni.’— 
‘ He visits your cottage frequently ?’—■ 
‘ Oh, frequently, Signor! He has a 
beautiful babe here, whom he cannot 
live a day without seeing.’—‘ And is he 
always unaccompanied ?’—‘ Oh, no, Sig¬ 
nor ! he is often met here by a lady in 
a veil, and they converse and weep over 
the child till they make me weep too, 
though I know not for what.’— 1 Do you 
know from whence the lady comes ?’— 
1 She leaves her carriage at the skirts of 
the wood, Signor; but I have heard it 

said 
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said that she is seen to return to the cas¬ 
tle of Muralto, whose towers you can 
just see through the twilight. There are 
strange things told of the possessors of 
that great castle. Hark, Signor ! could 
that groan have been uttered by the ca¬ 
valier who leans there No, no; pro¬ 
ceed, proceed.’ 

All this I heard, but after the last 
sentence I heard nothing. We quit¬ 
ted the cottage, we mounted our horses. 
‘ What do you purpose to do?’ said 
my brother. I could make no an¬ 
swer, but showing my drawn stiletto, 
and pointing towards the castle. We 
rushed into the wood ; I did not see we 
were joined by Ascanio, till he pointed 
out Verdoni at a little distance before 
us. I sprung forward, he attempted to 
defend himself; and believing us from 
our masks and arms to be assassins, im¬ 
plored us to save his child. I dashed 
the bastard to the ground. He drew, but 
by this time the others had come up, and 

Ascanio 
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Ascanio with a blow lopped off the hand 
that held the sword. Possibly he saved 
my life, for I was so blind and impotent 
with fury he might have overcome me 
with a reed. But I had no wish to man¬ 
gle or butcher, I would not touch a hair 
of his head. I seized the reins of his 
horse, and we galloped towards the cas¬ 
tle. They asked what I purported, but 
I could only utter ‘ my wife.’ 

There are many private avenues which, 
winding beneath the ramparts, open on 
the wood; they were unknown except to 
me, for none but an enthusiast in antiqui¬ 
ty would explore them. They followed 
me, therefore, as they would a magician, 
who discloses a path among subterranean 
rocks. I remembered their windings 
well, and remembered that one of them 
terminated in a dark and secret stair that 
communicated with the apartments of 
my wife. We traversed those caverns 
with no light but what broke through 

chasui 
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chasm or crevice above, with no sound 
but the inarticulate moans of the devoted 
Verdoni. 

I will not interrupt this narrative 
with attempts to describe what men 
call their feelings; for such as mine 
there can be but little sympathy, for 
there is no knowledge. Few have been 
in my circumstances, none that ever I 
knew have had my mind. It is easy to 
tell of the fall of ambition and the loss 
of felicity; but who has dared to describe- 
the state of Lucifer, the ‘ son of the 
morning,’ when he fell from the sphere 
of a seraph and the harmonies of heaven 
into darkness anti woe, into beds of fire 
and fetters of adamant. Such was mine,, 
total, remediless, final: worse, none but 
a mortal can know the hell of love. 

“ I left our victim at the foot of the 
staircase with my brotherI ascended 
to the Countess’s apartment. I traversed 
one in which the children were sleeping : 
I could not look at therm Their mother 


was 
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was in her bedchamber; her nurse was 
her only attendant. She screamed when 
she saw me; I attempted some insulting 
words, but m,y voice was choaked. I be¬ 
lieve in a moment she comprehended the 
whole of her danger: she must, for my 
visage was the visage of a demon, and 
though I had not the power of language, 
my voice was like the roar of ocean. 

‘ Oh, 1 am betrayed and undone!’ said 
she, staggering back and falling on the 
bed. Then I found words. Words ! Fire¬ 
brands, and arrows, and death, I hurled 
at her in my rage of malediction. The 
woman interposed, affrighted interposed. 
I spurned her away. Darkly I menaced 
something that seemed to sting her to 
apprehension. She sprung from the bed, 
she clung to my feet, she wept, she gro¬ 
velled, she adjured me but to hear her—• 
to hear her—‘ let me but be heard !’ I 
saw, I felt, I feasted on the anguish of 
her soul; every arrow she had sent into 

my 
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my heart was returned to hers barbed 
with poison. * I am innocent, bv this 
light!’—‘ Adulteress !’—‘ By this blessed 
cross I kiss—’ ‘ Adulteress ! adulteress!’ 
I roared. ‘ Hear me but for a moment, 
but for one moment; confront me with 
your brother. Oh, Yerdoni! we are de¬ 
stroyed by treachery.’ 

I tried to force myself from her, she 
clung to me still. I dragged her along 
the ground; her shrieks were wild, her 
grasp was like the grasp of death. 

‘ Oh, but for a moment hear me ! Is 
that so much ? As you expect to be 
heard yourself when you are stretch¬ 
ed on the -bed of death !’ Suddenly 
I stopt. I fixed my dry and burst¬ 
ing eyes on her; I felt the unnatural 
and hushed stillness of my voice. 1 I 
will not be heard myself in the hour of 
death; I have no hope, you have ’reft 
me of it, you have undone me for ever. 
The horrors and burden of this night are 
on my soul through you, and of you 

they 
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they shall be required. Ho, .Ascanio! 
drag that adulterous villain here, his 
mistress is ready for her paramour.’ She 
started from her knees, she fixed her eyes 

on the door by which I entered ; she saw 

##**##**#*# 

“ I must go on. They talk of the 
vengeance of Italian husbands; mine 
outgoes example. I caused him to be 
deliberately stabbed before her sight!!! 

“ I paused between every blow. I bid 
her listen to every groan ! Poor distracted 
wretch ! she thought the ravings of her 
love would disarm, instead of nerving 
my blows. When she found her shriek¬ 
ing supplications for ‘ mercy ! mercy ! 
mercy!’ were vain, she became wilder 
than myself. With the frenzy of a lover, 
she reeled up and down, blind and breath¬ 
less, echoing the faint cries of Verdoni, 
and cursing his murderers, whom she 
had a moment before knelt to. ‘ Devils! 
devils!’ she shrieked, ‘ I do not pray, I 

do 
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do not kneel now; stab on ! Oh, that 
my eyes would burst!’ Verdoni’s last 
blood-stifled groan came to her ear. ‘ Ah, 
that groan was ease!’ she screamed. * He 
is dead! Ha! ha! ha! I laugh at ye 
now; he is dead, he is dead ! 

“ Staggering she sunk upon the body. 
Her heart burst! When I touched her, 
she was cold as a stone; her eyes fixed 
but lifeless, her limbs relaxed, her pulses 
extinct. When I found she was dead, 
gone without recall for ever, that Erminia 
was dead ! —But I have no power to speak 
of that hour. I sprung forward with 
the speed of one who flies from destruc¬ 
tion ; destruction did indeed surround 
me on every side; and it was owing to 
this unexpected direction my passions 
took, and the inconceivable velocity with 
which I pursued it, that I escaped, for 
that night at least. I must have flown 
with the speed of a cloud chased by the 
storm, for I was many miles along the 

western 
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western shores of Naples by midnight. 
My horse, whom I had found in the 
wood, then sunk under me. I flew on 
foot, traversing the windings of the shore 
like a wave. My reason was not sus¬ 
pended, it was totally changed. I had 
become a kind of intellectual savage; a 
being, that with the malignity and de¬ 
pravation of inferior natures, still retains 
the reason of a man, and retains it only 
for his curse. Oh ! that midnight dark¬ 
ness of the soul, in which it seeks for 
something whose loss has carried away 
every sense but one of utter and desolate 
privation; in which it traverses leagues 
in motion and wcrlds in thought, with¬ 
out consciousness of relief, yet with a 
dread of pausing. I had nothing to seek, 
nothing to recover; the whole world 
could not restore me an atom, could not 
shew me again a glimpse of what I had 
been or lost; yet I rushed on as if the 
next step would reach shelter and peace. 

My 
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My flight was so wild and rapid, that it 
Mas equally impossible to calculate its 
direction or overtake its speed. I had 
disappeared while they were removing the 
corses and the traces of blood. Other 
causes might have contributed to my 
escape: there was a storm, they said, a 
commotion both of air and earth. I re¬ 
collect nothing of it but the re pert; but 
it probably deterred those who were not 
desperate like me. 

“ Towards morning I sprung into a 
small bark, it was going to Sicily; but 
Sicily I soon quitted, and crossed into 
the Grecian isles. I had an inveterate 
loathing, not of the human form, but 
of the human form under an Italian 
garb; aye, of the houses and trees, the 
language and the very air: whatever I 
had formerly resembled, or been con¬ 
versant with, was an abomination to me. 
I looked on them as a condemned spirit 
rnay be supposed to look on the body in 

which 
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which he had sinned, now dark, deserted, 
and loathsome; at once the remembran¬ 
cer of pleasure, and the incendiary of 
pain. It is remarkable, that during this 
term I adopted in desperation the very 
course that the most active and suspi¬ 
cious caution would have deliberately 
pursued. My frequent changes of resi¬ 
dence, my private haunts, my solitude, 
and my disguise, preserved from disco¬ 
very as effectually as if they had been 
intentional or even conscious. 

“ I rambled from isle to isle, from 
sand to rock, without notice and without 
interruption. The people were poor and 
simple, they had no leisure for curiosity; 
my appearance terrified them, and they 
were glad when it was removed. My 
miserable food was easily procured, my 
clothes were now ragged, and my bed 
the bare earth. This was a brother's 
doing! Still I wandered on, for there 
was something I wanted; that something 

was 
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was utter solitude, a total amputation 
from life. I had heard of a little ban - ' 
islet, which was dreaded as the haunt of 
a spirit of wrecks and storms: I rowed 
myself thither in a boat one still night. 
Whether it was the residence of such a 
being, I cared not; it was enough for 
me no human being ventured there. Here 
I found all I needed, a cave, water, wild 
fruits, and during the winter more pro¬ 
visions than I could consume left on the 
shore by the superstitious people to pro¬ 
pitiate the turbid spirit of the place. 

“ Here I sunk into a strange kind of 
animal life; I became quite a creature of 
the elements ; my propensities and habits 
ceased to be those of humanity, of social 
humanity at least. I lost the use of lan¬ 
guage ; I forgot my own name; yet my 
time was sufficiently diversified by the 
changes of the season and the sky. When 
it was tempestuous I rushed abroad, I 
howled and shrieked with the voices of 

the 
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the storm. 1 bared my pelted head and 
breast to the rain, and when cold and 
drenched retired to my cave and slept. 
When it was calm I sat on a crag of my 
cave and listened to the winds, whose 
wild and chanceful inoanings were 
wrought by the diversities of the shore 
into a quaint mimicry of human sounds,, 
to the tide, whose lambent ripplings I 
felt , as well as heard, breathing tranquil¬ 
lity. I never thought of my former self, 
or of those with whom I had been ; I 
was conscious of something like a dark 
recess in my thoughts, from which I 
seemed to have emerged lately, and into 
which I did not wish to venture again. 
Sometimes I dreamt; but my faculties 
were so confused that I only remembered 
my dream as something obscurely pain¬ 
ful, something that interrupted that quiet 
exile from consciousness and thought, 
that seemed to be the menstruum of my 
present existence. I believe I might 

have 
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have lingered out many years in this 
State, on the principle of the longevity 
of ideots. 

“ One evening as I sat on the sea 
shore, I saw a boat at a small distance, 
which floated along its winding, as if 
rather to observe than to laud. I lifted 
my heavy and stagnated eyes ; but when 
I saw the Italian habits in the boat, I 
flew to hide myself in my cave, shaking 
with horror. I did not venture out again 
till it was dark; there were stars, but no 
moon : it was owing to this, and to the 
silent tread of my naked feet, that I ap¬ 
proached unseen where two men were 
seated on a point of rock conferring. 
The Italian language came to my ear ; I 
listened with a blind and mechanical 

delight at first. I loved the sound (so 
/ § # 

wild are the inconsistencies of the human 
mind), though at first the words were 
unintelligible. I was quickly awakened 
to their full meaning. ‘ You are a bold 

vol. in. s and 
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and daring devil, Ascanio ,’ said one. 
‘Yes, I icas once, but I am almost spoiled 
for these feats now. Could I think I 
might hope for absolution I would turn 
penitent, aye, monk, and pray for the 
remainder of my days. The murder of 
the unfortunate cavalier and lady, who 
were as innocent as those blessed lights 
above, and the persecution of the wretch¬ 
ed mad Count to this desolate and savage 
life; nor even to let him rest in his den, 
to shed his blood on these wild sands, by 
all the saints I wonder this rock supports 
us!’—‘ Away, fool! half the convents 
in Italy might be bribed with a moiety 
of the ducats we shall get for it.’ 

There was much more; I listened for 
ah hour; they talked as without witness, as 
two murderers, solitary and undisguised. 
Erminia, the unfortunate lady, and the 
cavalier, innocent l and the wretched mad 
Count, persecuted to desperation and 
murder by his brother, and then by his 

brother 
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•brother traced to solitude, and slaughtered 
in his den ! 

“Oh!—but I cannot, cannot; if I 
should but write her name, I shall write 
on for unnoted days and nights volumes 
filled only with her name. Late and 
impotent repentance, and cries of post¬ 
humous despair ! 

“ I xdll pursue my narrative. I re¬ 
treated to my cave, with an instinctive 
provision for safety; yet when I came 
there I could neither devise nor employ 
a weapon if I had it. I fell on my bed 
of leaves, and awaited death. I saw a 
shadow darkening the entrance of my 
hut; one of them crept in as he would 
into the den of a savage, whom he feared 
to rouse by noise or light. I had no 
power of motion; by a strange but lucky 
infatuation I felt as if I was compelled 
to await the approach of my murderer. 
He drew near; in the darkness of my 
cave I could no longer see his steps, but 
s 2 I felt 
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I felt them ; so dark M r as the nook in 
which I lay, that I felt his breath on my 
face, but could not see him. With an 
impulse, whose quickness prevented 
escape or resistance, I sprung up; the 
part I fastened on darkling was his throat. 
I threw him to the ground; my strength, 
naturally great, was rendered gigantic 
by my habits of hardihood and diffi¬ 
culty. 

“ I felt him gasp and quiver with the 
motions of death ; I felt his vest for his 
stiletto, it was stuck in his belt un¬ 
sheathed. I drew it out, and with steps 
that did not rouse the bat from its cleft, 
stole to the entrance of the cave. The 
other was bending over a crag that fenced 
it; I sprung on him when he expected 
his associate: he started, and beheld a 
form scarce human holding a dagger to 
his throat. 

“ He flew with the swiftness of fear, 
and I with tlje swiftness of revenge; 

delighted 
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delighted I perceived him toiling up a 
rock, which, isolated and bare, beetled 
over the sea, cutting off all retreat. He 
looked, and leaped; I bent over the 
ridge, and beheld him struggling in the 
waters. I returned to my cave; the 
body that lay there was black, and swoln, 
and stark. I did not lie in my cave that 
night; I vented my rage and anguish 
along the shores, in sounds as wild as 
the winds that swept them, sounds that 
I sometimes thought were echoed by 
wailing cries from the rock where I had 
compelled Ascanio to plunge into the 
dark and pitiless waters. Towards morn¬ 
ing I searched the corse in the cave; I 
found letters, principally from my bro¬ 
ther and his wife to the bearer, who w r as 
a public assassin, and his brother Asca¬ 
nio. * * * ******* 

* * * * I was at first about to de¬ 

scribe the effects of their perusal; but I 
feel I must not. I have a task to do, 

for 
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for which all that remains to me of intel¬ 
lect is necessary. Why should I waste 
it in sallies of voluntary frenzy ? It is 
enough for me to detail the contents of 
these letters. I will do it most calmly 
and unshrinkingly. * * * * * 

“ It appeared that my brother had 
been the former lover of my wife; that 
his own marriage had been a match of 
angry disappointment, which, fermented 
by his wife’s ambition, had suggested to 
him the idea of working on my credulous 

and vindictive disposition ; and- 

I will go on calmly and unshrinkingly. 
He had planted spies about the family of 
Amaldi, and he had suborned a depraved 
servant whom Verdoni had dismissed. 
The secret sorrows that so visibly clouded 
the House of Amaldi \vere quickly known. 
Erminia had in her earliest youth been 
attached to Verdoni; her father, with 
common worldliness of character, hesi¬ 
tated, in the hope of a .splendid suitor. 

But 
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But his cold policy was spumed by the 
lovers; they were united privately in the 
church of St. Antonio, in the night of 
the 4th December, 1667, and the follow¬ 
ing winter Erminia was delivered of an 
infant daughter at the house of a relative 
no't far from Naples. About this time 
Verdoni’s regiment was stationed in the 
neighbourhood of Palermo, where a now- 
erful'bauditti terrified and oppressed the 
country. The inhabitants requested the 
aid of military force, Verdoni’s company 
inarched against the banditti, but misled 
in the windings of a forest, were assailed 
by an ambuscade, and cut off to a man. 
The names of the officers •who had perish¬ 
ed were sent to Naples, and the first 
among them was that of Verdoni. Ermi- 
nia’s marriage had not been at this time 
avowed, and there was now no necessity 
for its avowal. She wept over her father¬ 
less babe in solitude. At this moment 
my disastrous proposals were urged. 

Wounded 
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Wounded and shocked, Erminia appealed 
to her father; she told him her tale. She 
was answered by a command to marry 
the Count Montorio on pain of paternal 
malediction. She was told of the folly of 
sacrificing her youth and hopes to the 
cherishing of a widowed name, and of 
the wickedness of preferring duty to a 
dead husband to a living father. She 
wept, she trembled, and she obeyed. 
Oh ! she v’as all gentleness, all melting, 
pliant, weeping woman l She impure! 
She was formed of thrice-farmed snow, 
tempered w'ith dew from the cup of the 
lily of the vale, and animated by some 
spirit who had bathed in the cold blood 
of spheral light; she that should have 
been nested in my bosom, and fed with 
kisses like the suckling of my heart; 
she-—I have vowed to write her name 
no more. 

Shortly after our fatal marriage, 
her husband, who had been taken 
prisoner by the banditti, and confined 

In 
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in a subterranean cavern, after a perilous 
and strange emersion into light, returned 
to Italy. He returned in disguise, for 
he dreaded the pursuit of those from 
'whom he had escaped. He returned, 
and found his wife the wife of another 
man, and the mother of other children ? 
No one dared to tell of his return to her, 
still less was it probable her family would 
disclose their shame to me, a shame their 
own selfish haste had incurred. She was 
wandering one evening in the woods, 
with her own attendant; a voice called 
on her, she was retreating in affright; 
again it called, a well known voice of 
reproach and love. The next moments 
the lovers wept in agony on each other. 
To meet him often, to weep with him 
over the child of their sorrows,, who 
could envy her this last sad consolation ? 
It was at this moment that my brother, 
prompted by his Titllia of a wife (for mere 
man was incapable of it), determined to 
ft 3 possess 
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possess himself of rank and wealth with¬ 
out the doubtful and suspected means of 
poinard or poison. He knew neither of 
them could go more swiftly or silently to 
the seat of life than the infamy of the 
wife I adored, or the diminution of the 
honour I was an enthusiast in. He was 
safe, besides, for no one would venture 
to tell me that my wife was the wife of 
another, nor even if they suspected X 
knew it would they presume to comment 
on it. X was therefore shut up to the 
mercy of these two men, who had not 
kindness enough to stab me to the heart. 
The letters I had found in the cabinet 
had been written during the period of 
their wedded separation at Naples.. Every 
expression, of luscious and intimate ten¬ 
derness occurred in them; but from a 
necessary caution, all allusions to their 
real situation (which would have unde¬ 
ceived me) were suppressed, lest they 
should be discovered by her father. Du¬ 
ring, 
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ling my absence, my abused wife had 
intrusted her honour and her sufferings 
to my brother. She had informed him 
that Verdoni was about to quit Italy for 
ever; and that she proposed, after her 
confinement, to retire into a convent, 
and assume the veil. My murdered love! 
amid the anguish of passion her thoughts 
were holy as vestal dreams! She ac¬ 
knowledged my affection, she avowed 
her gratitude to me, she implored him 
to sooth my disappointments in pride and 
in passion— mine, who was planning her 
murder ! 

In the dark hour of solitary woe 
thus she leant on him, and thus he 
betrayed her ! Oh ! why did her fatal, 
fatal wish to spare my feelings prevent 
her making the disclosure herself? My 
suffering would have been indeed great, 
but my triumph would have been great 
also. I would have resigned her to her 
first love, to the husband of her youth; 
resigned her without a groan, though 

my 
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my last had followed the sacrifice when 
they had left me alone. I would—But 
I am to tell not what I would have been, 
but what I am. In other parts of the 
letters I found they had resolved on a 
total massacre that night, that we were 
to have fallen by each other. Two vic¬ 
tims had indeed fallen ; but I, as I have 
related, had escaped by an unexpected 
impulse of flight, to which I yielded in 
the madness of the moment, without 
thought of safety or of danger, and 
which the confusion of murder had pre¬ 
vented them from noticing till I was 
many miles from Muralto. 

‘ ‘ Since that period, which was about 
three years, Ascanio and his brother had 
pursued me through Italy; they had 
pursued every track and shadow of intel¬ 
ligence with the hot and breathless dili¬ 
gence of a chace of blood, while my 
brother, trembling in his castle, spread 
a report <?f my death, and celebrated my 

funeral 
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funeral rites in the cliapel of the family. 
They had at length discovered me, and 
their charge was death, without noise 
and without delay. Such was the intel¬ 
ligence of these letters, scattered up and 
down, conveyed in hint and reference, 
confident and familiar. 

“ When I was perusing them, there 
was but one nerve in my heart whose 
motion was restless and inquiring, all 
the rest seemed seared and rivetted. I 
read on with an agitation which was the 
last alarm of nature—my children / I 

read on—they were dead! * * * * 

************ 

“ When I had read all, a fire seemed 
to spring up within me; a dark, solid, 
unconsuming fire, that preyed without 
destroying. I know not how to describe 
my sufferings (for I always suffered in 
solitude, there was no voice of inquiry 
near me, no shadow of a friend to fling 
refreshment on my cold bed of leaves) ; 

but 
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but surely never were spirit and body so 
strangely acted on by each other. The 
fire I speak of seemed to me corporal 
and visible. X remember sitting on a 
point of rock, and wondering it did not 
smoke and crumble beneath me ; I seem¬ 
ed to live in fire. My muscles and nerves, 
swoln and rigid with agony, were like 
rods of red hot metal; my hairs hissed 
and sparkled with the flickering of flame 
when the wind moved them; and my 
eyes, their sockets seemed glowing iron, 
and when I closed them, long tresses of 
dancing fire floated from them, and they 
, seemed to turn on an inward world of 
flames, on which they gazed with the 
anguish, but not the short duration, that 
the rage of the elements permits. 

“ I know not how long I was in this 
state; I had no mark of time but day 
and night, and to them I had been often 
insensible, except that I think I was 
conscious of greater pain from the glare 
of the day. When I recovered, Epninia 

and 
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anti Verdoni were beside me: never for a 
moment since have I been insensible of 
their presence. They have been at dif¬ 
ferent times my punishment and my 
consolation, my taskers and my compa¬ 
nions. Four years in my rocky soli¬ 
tude I conferred with them alone, some¬ 
times tranced by their whispers, and 
sometimes harrowed by their shrieks. I 
speak with the earnestness and simplicity 
of one who, con vinced of what he speaks, 
is careless of being believed by others. 
The dreams of the night are easily dis¬ 
solved, and strange shapes are sometimes 
seen to skimmer through the twilight of 
a cavern ; but I have met them at noon, 
on the bare sunny shore. I have seen 
them on the distant wave, when its bed 
was smooth and bright as jasper ; the 
curtained mist that hung ou mole and 
breaker, and mingled with the sheeted 
spanglings of the surf, floated back from 
them, did not throw a fringe of its sha¬ 
dowy mantling on their forms. I could 

not 
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not be deceived. Sometimes the light 
was glorious beyond imagination. To¬ 
wards sunset I would sometimes see a 
small white cloud, and watch its ap¬ 
proach ; it would fix on a point of the 
rock that rose beside my cave ; as twi¬ 
light thickened it would unfold, its cen¬ 
tre disclosing a floating throne of pearl, 
and its skirts expanding into wings of 
iris and aurelia that upbore it. By moon¬ 
light the pomp grew richer, - and the 
vision became exceeding glorious. My¬ 
riads of lucent shapes were visible in that 
unclouded shower of light which fell from 
the moon on the summit of the rock; 
myriads swam on its opal waves, waftecl 
in a fine web of filmy radiancy, canopied 
Avith a lily’s cup, and inebriate with li¬ 
quid light. Among them sat the shadows, 
of the lovers, sparkling with spheral light, 
and throned in the majesty of vision, 
but pale Avith the traces of mortality. 
There sat the lovers in sad and shadowy 

statd 
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state together; so greatly unfortunate, 
so fatal, passing, fond. Sometimes, 
when stretched on my cold, lone bed, I 
have heard her voice warbling on the 
wind, touches of sweet, sad music, such 
as I have heard her sing when she 
thought herself alone and unheard. I 
have risen, and followed it, and heard 
it floating on the waters ; I listened, and 
would have given worlds to weep. On a 
sudden the sounds would change to the 
most mournful and wailing cries, and Er- 
minia, pale and convulsed as I saw her last, 
would pass before me, pointing to a gory 
shape that the waves would throw at my 
feet. Then they would plunge together 
into the waters, and where far off the 
moon shed a wan and cloudy light on 
the mid wave, I would see their visages 
rise dim and sad, and hear their cry die 
along the waste of waters. 

“ Often when in autumn the sun set 
among clouds and vapours, I sat at the 

mouths 
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mouth of my cave to watch the scenery 
that followed. The clouds, dark, and 
rapid, and broken with strong stains of 
red, would assume wild resemblances to 
things I scarcely recalled; ships, and 
towers, -and forests on fire, and moving 
shapes of things that never lived. Some¬ 
times they formed a castle, a black 
mountain mass of structure, its turrets 
were fringed with flame, and the gleamy 
spots below, seemed like fires peeping 
through casement and loop hole, and the 
sanguine waters that reflected its shade 
seemed to moat it with blood; and hosts 
of embattled vapours, flushed with the 
lines of the stormy sky, seemed to march 
in mid air to attack it. Then, while I 
gazed, Erminia, in the first flash of the 
sieging lightnings, would burst on my 
sight with a face of wrath and menace, 
and behind her another fprm, dark with 
the rage of tempests. Oh ! worse than 
the rage of tempests to me was his sight. 

1 have 
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I have fled oto my cave, I have buried 
my face in"my bed of leaves. But what 
shapes have I seen as the keen and subtle 
lightnings, glancing through cleft and 
crevice, filled the cavern with sheets of 
paly blue ? 

“ It was on One of those nights that, 
wild and resistless as the tempest, a 
thought rushed on my mind ; it was the 
only thought that for years had warmed 
my heart with a natural impulse, or con¬ 
vinced me I vet held alliance with the 
world of human beings. Do ye who read 
my story ask what was that thought? I 
pray ye to pause a moment, and think 
on my state. i 

“ I was a nobleman, a representative 
of a noble house, whose honours I bore 
untarnished, and of whose honours I was 
proud. My wealth was great, my power 
greater ; the sphere and shadow of my 
influence included thousands, who were 
cherished and sustained by it. I was 
■4 loved 
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loved by some, honoured by many, feared 
by many; and to the fear, • such as re¬ 
mote and unbending dignity inspires, I 
was not averse. This was only a part of 
my character. I was, and I may now 
speak of myself as one who lives no more, 
a munificent patron, an invincible friend, 
an adoring lover. I was a husband, a 
father; my soul was wrapt up in my 
wife and children. In spite of my high 
thoughts and demeanour, I slept on the 
bosom of domestic love with a fondness 
of clasp and a softness of rest, such as 
the mildest spirit might seek in the hum¬ 
blest shed of privacy: such I was. I 
might have run my race in peace and 
honour: such 1 was. And what had I 
been made? by a h'other I had cherished 
and saved, a murderer, a savage, an out¬ 
cast of both worlds, a denizen of the 
wilds in habit, a demon in soul 1 

There is no describing that depravation 
of humanity, both physical and moral, to 

which 
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which he had reduced me. Nebuchad¬ 
nezzar, who was driven from among men, 
and abode among the beasts, had proba¬ 
bly no throbbings of remembered worth 
or dignity, no anguish of moral debase¬ 
ment to haunt his dark sleep. My suf¬ 
ferings comprehended the extremes of all 
a being could be human and suffer. I 
was the lover of an object no power could 
obtain or restore; I was the idolator of a 
fame which was extinguished and lost; I 
was a villain with unimpaired consci¬ 
ence ; I was a madman with perfect 
consciousness. Is there one fool enough 
to ask what remained to me? 

REVENGE!!! 

Yes, from the bare breast of an island 
rock, from its starved, and naked, and 
raving inhabitant, from a wretch who 
might have been shewn for a spectacle 
through the streets of Naples, came a 
burst of vindictive energy that laid one 
of its proudest houses in the dust. 


“ This 
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“ This event, of which I have hitherto 
sketched the motives, is the proper sub¬ 
ject of this narrative. Almost the mo¬ 
ment I conceived it, I conceived its pro¬ 
gress, its means, and the very point of 
the criminal's character and situation on 
which it was to be made to bear. To 
shew him the hollowness, the worthless¬ 
ness, the nothingness of that for which 
he had sold himself under sin, , was no 
longer an object with revenge or with 
conscience ; its own attainment had con¬ 
vinced him forcibly and awfully of it. 
In his letters I discovered he was a miser¬ 
able man. It is usual to talk of the 
dreams of a murderer’s night; but he 
was substantially wretched, wretched from 
suspicion, wretched from fear, wretched 
from the conviction that he had destroyed 
himself—for nothing. With him, there¬ 
fore, appeal had been anticipated by 
conviction, and punishment superseded 
by remorse. But he was now surrounded 
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by a numerous family, for whose welfare 
perhaps he endeavoured to reconcile him¬ 
self to guilt, and to believe that the 
offences that had benefited his children 
could scarce fail of pardon. His children 
■were to shine out on the world in unsus¬ 
pected magnificence and unmixed accla¬ 
mations ; while mine, the native heirs of 
Muralto, mouldered in their mother’s 
bloody grave, unwept but by their exiled 
father, the father who had lain them 
there! Whoever is acquainted with its 
direful event, may have now anticipated 
my purpose,—to make the children the 
punishers of the father, and to combine 
the eternal spoliation of the name and 
honours wrested from me with the fall of 

their usurper. 

******* 

11 I am aware that so horrible an idea 
never entered the human mind before. 
Let him that is disposed to execrate me 
only cast his eye on the preceding pages. 

I do 
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I do not say I will be justified; but it 
will at least be confessed that he who was 
injured as never man was injured, should 
be revenged as man was never avenged. 
It is remarkable, that from the moment 
I conceived this idea, my reason was not 
only restored, with scarce a subsequent 
interval of insanity, but my powers were 
confirmed, condensed, invigorated to a 
degree of invincible iron-like force and 
stability, to which alone such an under¬ 
taking could be possible. I had no fail¬ 
ing weakness of head or of heart, no 
suspension of my purpose from the frail¬ 
ties of humanity or intellect from that 
hour for ever. 

“ A total desertion of my savage habits 
was my first resolution. I inured myself, 
after many distortions of reluctance, to 
bear the sight of the human face and the 
sound of the human voice. After some 
time I crossed to the next inhabited islet. 
I endeavoured to reconcile myself to hu¬ 


man 
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man life; to sit for an hour without start 
or exclamation ; to eat without walking 
about at my food ; and (most difficult 
of all) to pass the night in a bed, where 
at first I found .rest impracticable. It 
was here, when the first vehemence of 
my purpose bad expended itself, I began 
to scan the difficulties that surrounded 
it, and to find them numberless and peri¬ 
lous. I am persuaded no being whose cha¬ 
racter was not partially tinged by mad¬ 
ness could have been adequate to its ex¬ 
ecution. I have no desire now to spend 
my time in magnifying the wonders of it, 
and gratifying a miserable ambition with 
the shuddering praise of the strength of 
a demon’s wing in his flight to mischief. 

1 have no intention of rehearsing my 
mental debates and toils, I merely pur¬ 
pose to tell their result. 

“ JVfy first step was to pass into 
Turkey in Asia. I traversed* most of 
the countries of Asia Minor; I vi¬ 
sited Syria, I travelled into Persia^ 
vol. hi, t I crossed 
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I crossed the Persian Gulf into 
Arabia. I traversed the continent of 
Arabia, and winding along the shores 
of the Red Sea, passed into Egypt. I 
visited its upper and lower regions, and 
returning to Cairo, embarked for Eu¬ 
rope. An accident brought me to Candia, 
where assuming the habit of a Greek 
monk, I went on board a velfel then 
bound to Rhodes, but which finishing 
her voyage, left me in Sicily ; there out¬ 
wardly reconciling myself to the Catho¬ 
lic Communion, I procured a recom¬ 
mendation to the Superior of a convent 
in Naples, and returned to my native 
city. 

“ I do not mean to give a detail of 
the sufferings of a solitary stranger in 
a progress of fifteen years, through coun¬ 
tries, fierce, lawless, and sanguinary. I 
acknowledge myself to have been almost 
constantly in a state of sufferance and 
danger, often in one of extremity. If 

it 
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it were asked by what means I escaped 
with life from such persecution, I so¬ 
lemnly declare I know of none, except 
total poverty, a hardened constitu¬ 
tion, and a mind of desperation* A re¬ 
solution, the strongest that ever occu¬ 
pied a strong mind, was sustained by 
gigantic strength and hardihood of 
body, the fruit of my exile and my sa¬ 
vagery. My object in this long progress, 
was what no calamities could suspend, the 
study of the human character in its 

4 / 

fiercer and gloomier features. Even a 
dungeon could shew me wardours, and 
torturers, and criminals. It will be ask¬ 
ed why did I seek a knowledge of the 
human character, where it subsists in a 
state so rude and unvaried, where igno¬ 
rance and oppression combine to forbid 
the expansion of elementary, or the ac¬ 
quisition of fictitious features, and to 
confine life to a.weary, unimproving mo¬ 
notony ? 

* O 


(( 


I 
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“ I answer, my search was after that 
part of the human character, which is 
equally visible through all the modifica¬ 
tions of society, and the caprices of the 
Individual, which is equally discernible 
in the savage and in the sage, but which 
is generally marked by more strong and 
prominent lines in the ruder parts of 
life. My search was for the existence of 
superstition, in every form it assumes, 
and for every mode of influence that 
could be exercised on it, for the means 
by which that influence might be ac¬ 
quired, and the possible extremes to 
which the passion might be urged by 
art and terror. Had this search been 
pursued in Europe, the consequence 
might have been what I dreaded more 
than the sufferings I encountered in Asia 
and Africa, detention, examination, 
discovery; perhaps an immersion into 
the Bastile in France, or an eternal con¬ 
signment to the dungeons of the Inqui- 
7 sition 
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sition in Spain or Italy. In Asia, if my 
existence was destroyed, my name and 
purpose would perish along with it. I 
should not be remembered as the man 
who only achieved a vast thought-, and 
died from the debility of its execution. 
From the first moment, I was convinced 
that superstition was my only engine,, the 
only instrument that could accomplish 
so great a purpose ; the only one that 
could be applied to its most minute, and 
its most operose parts alike; that could dis¬ 
sect the most subtle and capillary fibres of 
the human heart, and penetrate the iron 
fortresses of power; that could wrench 
the frame of nature, and sport with the 
varieties of the human character; that 
could make the virtuous consider a 
crime as a dutv, and the vicious make a 
deity of a dream. This was the only 
foundation that could support the struc¬ 
ture that I purported to raise on it. J. 
remembered my own struggles and re¬ 
luctance, 


414 FATAL REVENGE ,* OR, 

luctance, till something like a shadow¬ 
ing of fate stole over my mind, I remem¬ 
bered the wretched impostor that they 
brought to me at Bairn. 

“The execution of my purpose, perhaps, 
was some protection to me, in countries 
whose wild inhabitants are yet deeply 
susceptible of the delights and the ter¬ 
rors of superstition. In Turkey, there¬ 
fore, I was a Grecian conjuror. Through 
Asia Minor and Syria I was one of thoss 
dervises whose supposed knowledge in 
secret studies is no obstruction to tbe 
sanctity of his person and profession. 
In Persia I was a Magian worshipper of 
fire, the most ancient superstition in the. 
world.. In Egypt I was all these succes¬ 
sively, for in Egypt are mingled all the 
superstitions of the East. Among the 
vulgar I was a conjuror, but among the 
adepts only a novice; nor in truth could 
I well be more, had I been versed in 
all the dark wisdom of Europe, Rosicru- 

ciaiij 
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cian, or Sally’s, or Nostradamus, or Al- 
bertus Magnus’s ; had I been a student 
in the wizard walls of Salamanca, I must 
have bowed to the wands of the Oriental 
and African sages. There are among 
these men, however ignorant both in 
physics and literary antiquity, some 
powers still existing of the most extra¬ 
ordinary kind. I am perfectly willing 
to ascribe the wonders they produce to 
causes merely natural, but still the effects 
are such as prove an acquaintance with 
the depths of nature, which the most 
erudite and studious European has not 
yet obtained. 

“ I mention as an instance, that power 
of disarming serpents and noxious rep¬ 
tiles, possessed by some of the most 
ignorant and grovelling wretches I have 
ever met with in Egypt, a power which 
they pretend to exercise with spell and 
charm, but which when I acquired, I 
found to be attainable by means merely 

phy- 
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physical. I mention these things mere¬ 
ly to intimate the line of operations I 
sought, and the powers I acquired, amid 
the luxuries of nature, and the labours 
of art, the wonders of antiquity, or the 
magnificence of recent dominion ; in the 
mosque or in the cavern, the desert, or 
the Bazar, I pursued but one object; my 
labour was never remitted, nor mv te- 
nacity ever relaxed. 

“ It was in the spring of the year 
1689 I returned to Naples, my first 
object to inquire into the situation 
and characters of the family, my 
next to be introduced among them. I 
easily learnt the former, the Count was 
gloomy and solitary ; the family lived in 
retired grandeur; the sons had many 
splendid qualities, but their minds were 
of the dark, superstitious complection of 
their house. The latter also was easy, 
for the Count had become a devotee. 
It will perhaps be a matter of astonish¬ 
ment, that having arrived in my native 

City, 
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city, and having means sufficient to prove 
my identity and my injuries, I did not 
prefer the substantialj compensation of 
my restored honours and enjoyments to 
a visionary and'bloody revenge. 

•“ It will cease to astonish, when my 
story is read with more attention. It 
will be discovered that with me, ambition 
was only the ornament of life, happiness 
and love, (however hostiletotheirsoftness 
my character may appear) were its sub¬ 
stance, its soul. My name, my dignity,- 
were oply the cupola that though raised to 
the summit, constituted the least neces¬ 
sary part of the pile of my happiness. 
For whom should I seek to be .great.? 
Was there another Erminia in the world? 
Were my children’s graves to be opened 
by the trumpet of a herald ?> They.might 
be avenged, but never recalled. No; I 
saw, without a groan, the palace and 
castle built by my ancestors. I saw their 
jewels, their treasures, their magnificence 
t 3 spark- 


418 FATAL REVENGE J OR, 

sparkling round the forms of those who 1 
had undone me, I saw without a thought 
of resumption, but with a determination 
of revenge. Ambition had not left a 
shadow on my mind, of love only the 
soul subsisted still; but of revenge, both 
body and soul lived within me, in a state 
of vigour and vitality, still capable of 
the most powerful functions, still impe¬ 
riously demanding their sacrifice. From 
my own experience, I am convinced that 
revenge is the most long-lived of pas¬ 
sions. Could my brother have poured 
at my feet his palaces, his treasures, his 
honours, could he have poured along 
with them, what was beyond the reach of 
human power to restore, my name, my 
peace, my inward dignities unclouded and 
undebased ; could he have done all this, 

I would have spurned it all. I had but 
one faculty, one passion, one appetite. 
My body was but a corporal vehicle for 
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revenge, its spirit seemed to actuate me 
instead of a soul. 

“ Let those who wonder at the temerity 
of my undertaking, think on the requisites 
I possessed for its success, and the train 
of preparation those requisites had long 
been in. My body was as a bod} 7 of 
adamant; my mind was capable of 
filling and directing tbe energies of 
such a frame; I was invincible to 
the fatigues of famine, of sleepless¬ 
ness, or of toil; no difficulties could 
exhaust, no dangers could repel; the 
world, its temptations, and its terrors 
were like dust beneath my feet. I pos¬ 
sessed a knowledge of the human tem¬ 
per, deep and accurate, together with 
a patience of caprices and anomalies, 
which only experience can teach. No 
sallies of violence could intimidate, no 
rigour of obduracy could weary me. 
With regard to the immediate means of 

effect- 
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effecting my purpose, my mind or rather 
my memory was a perfect Thesaurus ter- 
roriini. I had powers to confound the de¬ 
liberate, and to scare the bold. My body 
as well as my mind conspired with my pur¬ 
pose. My figure was gigantic, my counte¬ 
nance scarce bore resemblance to huma¬ 
nity, the intonations of my voice were 
like the roar of the storm and the cataract, 
it had been my delight in the rage of 
insanity to imitate; and above all, I 
possessed from memory a perfect know¬ 
ledge of secret passages, 'and subterra¬ 
nean recesses, both at Muralto and the 
palace at Naples; these I had loved to 
explore when I was their inmate, from 
an enthusiastic passion for gloom and 
for antiquity. Such was the preparation. 
That I may net be thought to lay a chi¬ 
merical stress on the influence of su¬ 
perstition, I shall mention some circum¬ 
stances that occurred beyond the imme¬ 
diate 
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diate range of my purpose. Amadeo, 
Duke di Monte Geruli, was a libertine 
whom I had known in the earlier part of 
my life, about ten years previous to my 
marriage, when I was a gay Nobleman 
at Naples. I was with him and other 
Cavaliers at an assembly, upwards of 
thirty years ago; the conversation hap¬ 
pened, strangely enough, to turn on the 
existence of spirits; the subject was more 
congenial to my mind than the babble 
of levity, and I spoke on it with my ac¬ 
customed solemn energy. Monte Ceruli 
ridiculed the subject and the emphasis 
with which I spoke on it; I did not 
choose to altercate with such a triffer, 
and giving the conversation a ludicrous 
turn, proposed that we should enter into 
an engagement, that whoever died first, 
should appear to the survivor, as a pu¬ 
nishment for scepticism, or a confirma¬ 
tion of orthodoxy. He accepted it, 
laughing; but it was'not with laughter he 

received 


/ 
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received the proof. When in the prose¬ 
cution of my plan, I appeared to Ip- 
polito at Naples, while surrounded by 
a party of cavaliers, I observed Monte 
Ceruli among the number. When I had 
produced the effect of my visit, I re¬ 
treated behind the tapestry, where a con¬ 
cealed door communicated with a secret 
passage, through which I escaped while 
they were searching for me. This was a 
contrivance indeed easily detected, but I 
iiad chosen my time well, it was easy to 
disappear amid the confusion of terror 
and drunkenness. The party dispersed 
in every direction in pursuit of me ; as I 
was evading them, I met Monte Ceruli, 
who, of all the party was alone. lie 
detained me; I heard others approach¬ 
ing ; I dreaded discovery ; I dreaded at 
least the dissolution of my spiritual cha¬ 
racter. I unmasked, and addressed him 
in my own voice, which I had carefully 
concealed since my return to Naples. 

In 
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In its hollow and peculiar tones I told 
him I was the spirit of his departed com¬ 
panion. He fell to the ground insen¬ 
sible, and I am told continued so till his 
death. On the Duke di Pallerini, who 
was sent by the king (in consequence of 
a confession made by a dying domestic 
to a monk at Naples, but which involved 
nothing but general suspicions) to in¬ 
quire into the mysterious disappearance 
of the late possessor of the title, on him 
no such influence was attempted. I 
knew the inquiry would terminate in my 
brother’s detection, and consequent pu¬ 
nishment, for I knew his own terrors 
would betray him, but though I had de¬ 
voted him to punishment, I determined 
by no one but me should it be inflicted. 
Calling the Duke therefore., to another 
apartment, after adjuring, him to secrecy, 
I,discovered myself, ands proved the fu¬ 
tility of a charge for the murder of one 
whom he beheld alive. It was owing to 

this 
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this resolution of reserving to myself the 
powers and mode of retribution, that a 
circumstance occurred, whose mystery is 
most dark and voluminous, and whose 
mystery can be disclosed only by me. I 
was (while yet a brother in the Franciscan 
convent,) returning from a pilgrimage to 
Rome, when a report which was diffused 
every where, met my ear, that a disco¬ 
very had been made by some dying man, 
to a monk in Apulia, relative t-o the fa¬ 
mily of Montorio, whose honours, whose 
very existence, it was said, was involved 
in its substance. 

By whom such a discovery could be 
made, (of which / believed myself the 
solitary possessor on the face of the 
earth,) was of less moment to inquire, 
than how to’ obstruct its disclosure. I 
was resolved'ithat’iicither the Inquisition 
nor the Vatican, no power, secular or 
spiritual, should wrest my victim from 
me. The monk, it was reported, was on 

his 
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Lis journey to Rome, to procure an au¬ 
dience of the Pope. He travelled with 
all the inconsistency of fear in his pre¬ 
parations ; he was escorted by a strong 1 
guard, yet affected to conceal his name 
and the motives of his progress. I had 
arrived on the close of my pilgrimage, at 
a town called Bellano, I understood there 
were a number of travellers at the inn, 
and I hastened there to receive some in¬ 
telligence on the subject. I found them 
engaged in discussing it; a solitary, 
silent pilgrim, did not interrupt them. I 
was suffered to listen, and that was all 
I desired. I found that the monk was 
expected to pass the night at Bellano, 
on his journey. Many, whose business 
lay in other directions, had quitted them 
for a chance of meeting this man, about 
whom curiosity was thus vividly em¬ 
ployed, and all had agreed to sit toge¬ 
ther in the great hall till he arrived, if his 
arrival was delayed till morning. About 

mid- 
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midnight the monk came. He looked 
pale, weary, and terrified with his under¬ 
taking. He looked around suspiciously 
and dejectedly. 1 was the only person 
who'wore the sacred habit in the com¬ 
pany, this accident determined his ad¬ 
dressing himself to me, and to this I owe 
the obstruction of his progress. Her 
spoke confidentially, as one weary of the 
restraints of silence and secrecy, and 
glad to unburthen a weak mind of a dis- 
proportioned load. He acknowledged he 
was terrified by the importance and dan¬ 
ger of the commission imposed on him,—■ 
the ruin and probably the revenge of a 
powerful family. “ I would,” said he, 
“ I were in my cell again, at the foot of 
the little wooden crucifix, beside my pal¬ 
let ; I am, however, safe to-night. I 
remember visiting this house before I 
took the vows; there is a chamber of 
peculiar construction in it. I have no 
dread of assassin, or spy, or emissary of 

the 
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the Montorio family, while sleeping in 
that chamber. I know not why, but 
my mind is wonderous heavy and fear¬ 
ful to-night.” 1 endeavoured to en¬ 
courage him, and inquired the con¬ 
struction of the chamber he described. 
“This house,” said he, “ was formerly 
the haunt of robbers, who contrived in 
many of the apartments, devices for 
escape or concealment. In one of the 
chambers there is a trap-door, acted on 
by a spring, which is continued through 
the wall to the adjacent apartmentbe¬ 
neath it is a flight of spiral steps, hol¬ 
lowed in the wall, and communicating 
with subterranean vaults, of which the 
extent is unknown. Should I be dis¬ 
turbed by any apprehensions, I can im- 
merge myself beneath the trap-door, and 
remain there unsuspected, till all search 
or hope of my recovery had ceased.” 
Childish as this expedient was, I ap¬ 
peared to approve of it, and by affecting 

to 
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to doubt the principle of the construe” 
tion, led him to explain it sufficiently for 
my purpose. To that there was but one 
thing wanting,—how to fix him in that 
part of the room where the construction 
of the trap-door might operate. To 
effect this, I stole to his chamber, and 
placed a small table, on which was a 
crucifix, on the very spot where the 
boards were disjoined. Weary and timid, 
the monk retired to his apartment, mine 
(to which the spring extended, and 
which he had intreated me to occupy for 
his security ) was the adjacent one. I 
watched him through a crevice of the 
wainscote, I saw him approach the fatal 
spot, and prostrate myself on it. At that 
moment I applied my hand to the spring, 
(which was only a sliding rope with a 
weight, and which made part of the fur¬ 
niture of the hangings) the trap-door 
opened beneath him, and I heard him 
plunge into the chasm with a sudden¬ 
ness 
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ness that prevented his last scream, if 
he uttered one, from being heard. Ne¬ 
ver was a project so critically com¬ 
pleted. 

He was swallowed up as by the earth 
opening her mouth ; not a vestige of 
him remained, when the trap-door was 
replaced. He was precipitated through 
the circular hollow down which the stairs 
wound, to a vault of depth incalculable. 
Of the confession, which he always car¬ 
ried in his bosom, he assured me there 
was not another copy extant. Its sub¬ 
ject, therefore, had perished with him. 
The secret of the trap-door, he also in¬ 
formed me, was unknown to the pro¬ 
prietors, and confined to me and himself. 
This information proved to be sufficiently 
true, for among the inquiry and com¬ 
motion this strange event occasioned, 
no one suspected or examined the con¬ 
struction of the flooring. I was satis¬ 
fied to remain ignorant of the means and 

agent 
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agent in this extraordinary confession. 
I was satisfied to let it moulder with the 
-corse of him who bore it, since I had 
now extinguished the last gleam of light 
that the hands of strangers had pre¬ 
sumed to throw on the gloomy secrets of 
our house. Am I asked whether I felt 
no compunctious hauntings for the mur¬ 
der of an innocent man ? I answer, as 
much as a giant, who scales a mountain, 
feels for the insects he crushes in his 
progress. 

*' Shortly after this event, I entered 
into the Count’s family as his confessor, 
and learned the characters of his sons. 
That was not indeed my first object, my 
.first was to find out the grave of Erminia 

and her children, and there-But I 

will not violate the sacredness of my suf¬ 
ferings ; I will not, for they would not, 
if disclosed, be believed. No one would 
ascribe human feelings to me; no one 
could believe me capable of sorrow. I 

would 
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would not have mentioned the subject 
but that the circumstances of my nightly 
penance there are connected with the 
events of my story. 

“ The brothers I discovered were of 
different characters. The elder, who re¬ 
sided at Naples, was volatile and impetu¬ 
ous ; the younger, dark and deliberate. 
Perhaps those who think they have sa¬ 
tiated wonder with my depravity, will 
still wonder that I should determine to 
sacrifice both. I understood, that united 
in the strictest friendship, they were in¬ 
accessible to the rest of the family. 
Had I assailed either separately, as their 
confidence was unbounded, the inter¬ 
ference of the other would have frustrated 
my purpose ; but as they held no com¬ 
munication with the rest of the family, 
their mutual confidence could only in¬ 
crease their mutual fear. 

“ Worlds should not bribe me to a 
detail of the devices, by which I subdued 

the 
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the intellects and integrity of these 
youths to my purpose. Worlds did I 
say !—What in the reach of imagination 
could prevail with me to retrace those 
images of wickedness and horror, but 
the vindication of my victims? Yes, 
their vindication ; their vindication 
which I now pursue with ten thousand¬ 
fold the devotion I once did their ruin. 
What but that could make me proclaim 
these mysteries of iniquity ? What but 
that could make me live to proclaim them ? 
I will prove it as plain, as palpable as 
day light; it was impossible for mere 
human nature to evade or to resist the 
snares the subtlety of my vengeance had 
wound around them. Around them !— 
Whom ?—But soft, if possible—not many 
hours remain to me. 

“ As soon as I understood their diffe¬ 
rent characters, I commenced my as¬ 
saults. Their distance from each other 
was an advantage to me; their different 

situations 
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situations suggested different modes 
of temptation to me. , Ippolito, who 
was in the concourse of a populous city, 

I determined to subdue by the force 
of spectacle and sensible representation, 
mixed with something of astrological 
jargon, to which I knew he was addicted. 
Annibal I devoted to the influence of 
solitary terror, and the supposed incum¬ 
bency of a task assigned him by a spiri¬ 
tual agent: strong means to prevail with 
the inmate of an ancient castle, whose 
mind was gloomy, and whose sense of 
duty was rigid and inflexible. 

Over Annibal, my influence was in a 
great measure anticipated by his own rest¬ 
less ness and solicitude, the uneasy effer¬ 
vescence of a vigorous mind, wasting it¬ 
self in gloom and solitude. I heard him 
questioning an old domestic named Mi- 
chelo, whom I remembered to have seen 
in other days, but the remembrance 
woke no kindliness in me now. I found 
voL. in. u Annibal 
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Annibal so intent on his inquiries, and 
the old man so contrary to all 1113* expec¬ 
tations, so well prepared to satisfy them, 
that dreading the anticipation of my 
purpose, from the increasing importuni¬ 
ties of one and the feeble reserve of the 
other, I interfered, and privately forbad 
Michelo to communicate with the Signor 
any further. Whether my earnestness 
betted a resemblance to sounds and 
features, Michelo must have remembered; 
or whether it was the weakness-of a mind 
broken with age and superstition, I know 
not; but it is certain, that from the 
hour Michelo received this intimation, 
he ceased to believe me a human being; 
his terrors, though they secured his 
confidence, preyed on his health, and I 
have to number this unhappy among my 
involuntary victims. If indeed he sus¬ 
pected me to be my former self, his pe¬ 
netration, or his memory, were beyond 
those of my own brother, or all who 

had 
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had ever known or remembered me; yet I 
do not think my travels, my hardships, 
my sufferings, any tiling, had altered 
me effectually, till my heart and disposi¬ 
tion underwent that change that surpass¬ 
ed the impressions of all. 

Meanwhile my toils closed rapidly round 
Annibal: the tomb of Erminia, which I 
visited every night; her coffin, which, in 
pursuance of a rigid penance-vow, I ting- 
edevery night with my blood ; witnessed 
strange encounters :—Sometimes they 
watched me as I wandered thither with 
my lonely lamp, which they believed to 
be borne by no earthly hand ; and some¬ 
times they pursued me into the vault, 
whence they retired, shuddering with 
visionary horrors, and often besmeared 
with my blood. 

X was in the habit of visiting the 
apartments of Erminia, they had been 
deserted since her death, and I visited 
through avenues known only to myself, 
u2 in 
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in undisturbed solitude and security.— 
One evening while I was gazing on the 
bloody traces that marked the floor where 
Verdoni fell, I heard steps approaching. 
I had scarce time to conceal myself be¬ 
hind the tapestry, when Anrtioal and 
Michelo entered ; I was at first impelled 
to start forth, and scare them into flight ; 
but reflecting, that whatever increased 
the influence of superstition, established 
mine, I contrived, by looking through a 
rent in the tapestry, which represented 
a figure in the act of pointing, and by 
communicating to its arm, tire motion of 
mine, to impel them to a search which 
discovered tlie hod}' of Verdoni. It had 
been interred in a recess of the wall hy 
Ascanio. 

On another occasion, on entering the 
ruined chapel, which nightly witness¬ 
ed my terrible orisons; I found Anni- 
bal and Michelo already there. I ex¬ 
tinguished my lamp, and attempted to 
escape into the vault; Michelo con¬ 
fused 
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fused and in the dark, obstructed me; 
with a nervous grasp, I seized, dragged 
him in with me, and closed the iron 
grate. Annibal hastened to the castle 
for assistance. ■ During this interval, I 
addressed : my prisoner in the hollow 
tones of death ; I reproved his presump- 
tion, and darkly intimated those dis¬ 
asters which I .was- preparing- for the 
house of Montorio. The old man listened 
to me in terror, and died the next day of 
the fears of superstition, and the dread of 
being involved in the punishment of 
crimes, he suspected too justly. 

About this period, the monk to whom 
Michelo had made his dying confession 
thought the suspicions it contained too 
momentous to be suppressed, he there¬ 
fore communicated them to his superior, 
who laid them before the king, by whom 
the Duke di Pallerini was dispatched, to 
inquire into the disappearance of the 
late Count of Montorio, his wife Er- 

minia 
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minia tli Amaldi, and their children.— 
How this terminated with regard to the in¬ 
quiry, is already well known ; with regard 
to my victim Annibal, its conclusion was 
momentous indeed. I did not think him 
falling into my snares with sufficient 
facility; I required to have him more 
in my own power, that he should look 
more to me as the proper agent, of the 
wonders he had witnessed or imagined.— 
I effected my purpose unsuspected. Gn 
the Duke di Pallerini’s approach to the 
castle, I was commissioned by my bro¬ 
ther, (from whom ! I had never concealed 
my knowledge of his guilt, and who 
also viewed me with a kind of shadowy 
fear.) to remove the mouldering corse 
of Verdoni, lest the Duke, the extent 
of whose information they could not con¬ 
jecture, should direct his search thither. 
I entered the apartments, removed the 
corse, and retiring left the passages open. 
I bore the remains of Verdoni to my 

closet 
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closet, where I believe they were seen by 
Annibal's servant, Filippo, whose curio¬ 
sity was at-least sufficiently-punished by 
meeting me in the close of evening, with 
the skeleton in my arms which I was- 
about to convey to a vault at the extre¬ 
mity of the passage I was traversing; 
Iperceived this fellow, who was bold and 
curious, followed me, I raised the carrion 
bead above my cowl, and lie fled in 
terror. 

On that night, Annibal repaired again 
to the forbidden apartments; I inform¬ 
ed the Count of his son’s dangerous 
spirit of discovery, and led him to the 
spot. The criminals were confined; this 
was what I wished. On a mind weakened 
by loneliness and fear, I believed my 
influence would be resistless. Not easily 
convinced or subdued, Annibal long 
resisted the array of terrors I spread be¬ 
fore him; I mingled opiates with his 
food that I might enter his prison un¬ 
perceived, I screamed in boding and un¬ 
earthly 
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earthly tones in the passages of the tower. 
I told him a tale, that while it strongly 
referred to the strange objects he had 
recently witnessed, terminated in the 
terrible event to which it was my pur¬ 
pose to lead him. Still he resisted, 
though he resisted more feebly. I con¬ 
ceived another plan. I appeared to 
accede to a plan proposed by the Count, 
to remove him by poison. I prepared 
an opiate of an extraordinary power, 
for among the secrets of which I had 
acquired the knowledge in the East, 
those of pharmacy and philtre had not 
been forgotten. The operation of this 
I knew would be sufficiently strong to 
deceive his father with the expected re¬ 
semblance of death ; and while it con¬ 
tinued, I purposed to convey him to the 
vaults of the castle ; where, remote from 
all influence but mine, I believed he 
would cease to resist that influence 
longer. 


His 
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His prison was not sufficiently gloomy, 
nor were his spirits properly subdued for 
my purpose. 

The plan was defeated by the dex¬ 
terity of Filippo, who contrived to ad¬ 
minister to me the opiate I had prepared 
for his master, and. during its effect, 
drew from my vest the keys of the pas¬ 
sage through, which I had intended to 
convey him. They escaped from the 
castle, nor when I recovered was I 
sorry for their escape, I knew I should 
overtake - them, and when I did, .the 
terror which the appearance of one they 
must believe invulnerable by poison, would 
excite, I knew would be more than a 
balance for the suspension of'my. in¬ 
fluence during the interval of their flight 
But the Count was not so easily recon¬ 
ciled.to the escape of the fugitives. Spies 
were employed,'..and immense- rewards 
circulated for their discovery clandestine¬ 
ly; these were at length successful about 
the time that Annibal on his progress 
u 3 to 
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to Puzzoli, paused at a village where 
circumstances beyond the reach of con¬ 
jecture detained him. 

The influence I had obtained over the 
mind of the Count, was mixed and extra¬ 
ordinary.—My austerities, my Superhu¬ 
man abstinence and contempt of fatigue, 
and pain, and watching, had raised me 
to the highest pitch of his estimation as a 
devotee. For my interference between his 
danger and the requisitions of Pallerini, 
he felt a kind of visionary gratitude, and 
there were‘other facts of my character, 
that mingled awe and wonder with the 
controul I held over him. He perceived 
that I was perfectly possessed not only 
of those dark events whose 'secrecy he 
had'believed inaccessible, ; biit of almost 
every other part of his life; these 
subjectsbvere therefore spared 'm our con¬ 
versations by a kind ‘of silent compro¬ 
mise. They were referred to, 'but not 
spoken of; he heard me hint my know- 
6 ledge 
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ledge of them without starting, but he 
could not bear to speak of them himself. 
He certainly regarded me as a being not 
of this world,. his-mind, weakened by 
the perpetual harassings of guilt and 
danger,, reposed on the idea of a vision¬ 
ary protector; and timid and jealous of 
its security,, pleased itself with the 
thought off employing a secret and 
resistless minister of death/ Hence he 
would at one time employ me as an > 
assassin without remorse;.and at another, 
consult me as a saint, without super¬ 
stition ; for where the human character 
is not supposed to exist, human guilt 
vanishes also. Believing me one to whom 
all things were known, he ceased to have 
any-compunctious reserve*; and believing-' 
me one to whom almost all things were 
possible, he called on me without hesita¬ 
tion, for that assistance which he believed 
could be conferred by jwe without a crime. 

Such was the influence I had acquired 
over a man agitated by the fears of un¬ 
steady 
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steady guilt, and the anguish of imperfect 
penitence, sanguinary from the dread of 
discovery, and superstitious from the ex¬ 
perienced-erosions of conscience, anxious 
to retain what had been acquired by blood, 
yet desirous to combine the pardon of 
guilt with its security. Such was tire 
influence I was solicitous to acquire, 
the utmost extent of my vengeance 
was to the limits of this world. Men 
may smile at these illusions of romantic 
revenge, but it is certain that while I 
devoted him to death, I led him a 
Pi'g rimage of saintly preparation to it, 
while no power could wrest my victim 
from me, or buy from me one of his 
dying groans. I prayed, I watched, I 
wept with him I sentenced the sinner, 
but I tried to save the penitent. 

4< I will now rehearse the more dark 
and complicated means resorted to with 
Ippolito. I discovered, what in Naples 
is easih discoverable, a number of those 
wretches who, under various denomina¬ 
tions, 
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tions, profess to hold converse with ano¬ 
ther world. To there I told a tale suffi¬ 
ciently plausible, and what was. more 
plausible, I told them out handfuls of 
gold. The liberality or the superstition 
of the Count had supplied me- abundantly. 
My plan required the aid of numbers, 
and it required a diversity and costliness 
of preparation, and of all most difficult, 
it required that my victim should not be 
undeceived by the vulgar rapacity of my 
associates, which I satisfied clandestinely 
myself. My-first application to Ippolito 
was in the jargon of his favourite study. 
On this and many other occasions, the 
darkness of my habit, and the incon¬ 
ceivable swiftness of my motions, be¬ 
friended the obscurity I affected. After¬ 
wards l concealed myself in the confes¬ 
sional of a church, whither I had led 
him, and which I knew had a private 
recess, and left him with the belief that 
I had melted into the elements. Another 
time I led him to a vault, where lay a 

body 
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body from whose mortal fate I wished to 
suggest to him his own. 

“ At all times, by my knowledge of 
the passages of the palace, I lvad oppor¬ 
tunities of leaving letters in his apart¬ 
ment, and once of entering it while he ’ 
was there, where my- shewing a - family 
ring, and telling, a mysterious story of 
its last possessor, contributed not a little 
to his wonder and perplexity. At length • 
when I believed him sufficiently impressed 
with fantastic notions of my character* 
and agency, I led him to a subterranean 
vault, where the disguises of my asso¬ 
ciates, the quaint solemnity of our lan¬ 
guage, the blue and vaporous light that; 
•played on objects not to be described, 
displayed every device whose influence 
could abuse or witch the senses or the 
mind. 

But *1 discovered in both my vic¬ 
tims that whatever facility they be¬ 
trayed to the admission of gloomy and 
fantastic impressions, they both revolted 

with 
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with equal abhorrence of insulted inte¬ 
grity from the end those impressions were 
designed to lead to. Ippolito, impetuous 
and eccentric as he was pure and noble, 
would never have been intangled but in 
a web of wickedness so fine and intricate, 
that human strength could not bear its 
powers unhurt from its witching hold. 
By the skill of one of our associates, an 
exact model of the faces of Ippolito and 
the Count was procured in wax; they ' 
were moulded into masks, and the former 
was assumed by another, who was in 
figure strikingly like Ippolito. This man, 
placing himself in a recess of the vault 
where I led my victim, represented by 
his gestures reflected in a shaded mirror, 
the anguish of a mind impelled to an in¬ 
voluntary crime; at the moment that Ip¬ 
polito, touched by a gloomy sympathy, 
bent over the mirror, the man uncovered 
his mask, and Ippolito beheld his living 
•likeness. 


“ The 


t 
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“ The solicitude thus excited was aug¬ 
mented by delay and dramatic illusions, 
till no longer master of his intellects, and 
scarce retaining his turbid and confused 
perceptions, lie was led into another 
vault, and told that to obtain the know¬ 
ledge he required, he must propitiate the 
spirit of the night by shedding the blood 
of a naked and unresisting victim, who 
was bound on an altar, dimly seen in 
the darkness of. the vault. I remember 
his resistance too well. , At length by 
the temptation of that fatal thirst of in¬ 
visible knowledge which constituted the 
whole wonder-of my influence (the engine 
by which I could wrest the whole moral 
world), he was induced to; plunge his 
poinard into the breast of a zeaxen image, 
which spouted out blood upon his hands, 
and from which withdrawing the cover¬ 
ing, I disclosed the face of his father. 

“ From that moment he was sealed 
and set apart as mine. He never could 

expel 
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expel from his conscience the stain of 
imaginary blood ; he never could expel 
that nameless dread that whispered if the 
object he had mangled was not the living 
and corporal frame of his father, it must 
be an inmate of that world which is peo¬ 
pled with shadowy resemblances of this. 
This conjecture confirmed the visionary 
power of those who could summon such 
appearances, that power verified its own. 
predictions, and its predictions announ¬ 
ced that he should perish as the assassin 
of his father. From that time I pursued 
him into crowds as well as society, per¬ 
petually reminded him of the midnight 
hour, perpetually held up to him the 
gory weapon ; and found, from his fail¬ 
ing resolution, that even the influence of 
superstition may be darkened and deep¬ 
ened by the consciousness of guilt. 

“ In a short time he fled from my per¬ 
secutions ; lie quitted Naples. This event 
I had expected from his impetuosity, 

and 


450 FATAL revenge; ok, 

and made sufficient provision for it. I' 
had diffused every where what his im¬ 
prudence had assisted me in diffusing, 
reports of his nightly wanderings, and 
of his being mated in some horrible league 
with unblessed souls. The report spread 
around him an atmosphere of moral pesti> 
Jence; every one shrunk from his pre¬ 
sence, while the terrors that attended 4 
the suspicion of his presence gave to his* 
progress a notoriety that marked every 
step he took, even to-the distance of 
Muralto. At this period, by the way¬ 
ward flight of my victims, they were 
both conducted, though unconsciously, 
to spots so near each other, that my 
double agency was easily united. 

The Count's confidence in powers which 
he believed were not.those of a mortal mi¬ 
nister, now compelled me to leave the cas¬ 
tle. He had received from the abbess of 
a convent, whose name I now forget, 
but which was destroyed in die late com¬ 
motions- 
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motions of the earth, a letter acquainting 
him that the novice Ildefonsa Mauzoli, 
who had always shewed the utmost re- 
luctance to assume the veil, had in con¬ 
sequence of an accident been seen by a 
young cavalier, who she understood was 
his son, and by whose sudden and im¬ 
petuous passions not only her profession 
was delayed, but even her release insisted 
on. She added, that Ildefonsa’s resolu¬ 
tion had been confirmed by the presump¬ 
tion of her lover, who, 'it was easy to 
discover, had made his professions of 
love and liberation but too acceptable to 
her. 

The Count, 'on receiving this in¬ 
telligence, evinced a distractioh that 
amazed me; I could scarce pacify him 
by my promises to hasten to the spot, 
and mar the dreams of the lovers. This 
I had at all events intended, as this was 
the period I intended to convince my 
victims no distance of space could shelter 
them from me. 

“ In 
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“ In the interval of my hurried depar¬ 
ture, the Count had hut time toacquaint 
me, that Ildefonsa Mauzoli was the un~ 
earned child of Erminia and Verdoni, who 
had been brought up in the solitude of a 
convent, and whom he had devoted to 
the veil, though in vain. He adjured 
me to hasten and prevent by the most 
decisive measures the event of this disas¬ 
trous passion, of which it was easy to see 
he dreaded more than die. disclosed of 
mischief and horror* • 

I left Muralto; and‘when I saw 
Ildefonsa, was convinced nothing but 
her linal separation from Annibal could 
again place hint in my-, power. She 
was the picture of her* mother; I 
dreaded ..her beauty^ It dreaded her ex¬ 
cellencies, < I.dieaded those bland and 
balmy influences which, innocence and 
love must produce on the most corroded 
mind. 1 felt that Annihal, in her arms, 
would wake from my persecutions as 
from a horrid vision. I determined she 

should 
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should die, Such was the Count’s deter¬ 
mination, and the abbess, wearied and 
provoked by her opposition, acceded rea¬ 
dily. .i •' rf > * : /' ^ lf . 

In my journey- to the convent, I- 
heard that Bciiano, the place where the 
unfortunate monk had perished with his 
confession, was not a mile from the con¬ 
vent ; it was now deserted and destroyed, 
rendered almost a waste by indigence and 
superstition. This intelligence suggested 
to me a new and singular resolution. I de- 
termined to visit it, to explore the vault 
into which the monk had been precipi¬ 
tated, and possess myself of the papers 
that mouldered there with his corse. In 
the event ofapublic developement await¬ 
ing my purpose and character, I knew 
these-papeAs might render me essential 
service. The approach to a place shunned 
by all wasprobably safe and easy, and as 
the abbess informed me there were vaults 
beneath the convent in the direction of 
Bellano, with the extent of which no 

inmate 
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Inmate of either was acquainted, I su3- 
pected a communication between them, 
and the immense and unexplored wind:- 
ings into which the subterranean pas¬ 
sages at Bellano spread. 

I set out from the convent in the 
evening, and, lost in musing, wandered 
from my way, till looking round me, 
X beheld a range of mountain and 
rock I had never seen before. I 
was about to retrace my path, when 
near me extended at the foot of a 
tree, I beheld Ippolito. I determined 
to improve this accident. I approached, 
addressed him, and then bounded away 
into a woody dell, so tangled and intri¬ 
cate, that it defied all his attempts to 
penetrate. On emerging into the open 
country, I perceived him still pursuing 
me, and was compelled again to change 
the direction I had adopted to avoid him; 
for it was the policy of my influence to 
render it rare and solemn. I stopped-at 
a town where I guessed he wopld follow* 


"THE FAMILY OF M0NT0IU0. 455 

me, and where, after dropping some 
mysterious hints of the character of iny 
pursuer, I desired he should be told I 
had proceeded to Bellano. Thither he 
followed me ; and there, though im¬ 
peded by the interruptions of him and 
his servant, I descended into the cavity, 
and found amidthe decayed garments of 
my victim, who had been dashed in 
pieces by his fall, the important papers I 
sought. 

Ippolito followed me irito the vault, 
as I expected ; my purpose in leading 
him to Bellano had been to amaze with 
a wild and magic display of powers that 
seemed to mock the bounds of space 
and matter, sometimes to skim the air, 
and sometimes to dive into the entrails 
of earth. When I had effected this, 
I glided away, and through passages 
which I had explored previous to his de¬ 
scent, I regained the cemetery of the 
convent of St. Ursula. I entered the 
chapel, time enough to discover that my 

plan 
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plan had succeeded. Ildefonsa, to whom 
a strong opiate had been administered, 
was extended on a bier, and after a 
tumult of unavailing opposition, she was 
borne yet insensible to the cemetery, 
where 1 left her with a villain of firmer 
hand than myself. Where extinguished 
humanity had never awoke a throb, the 
resemblance of Erminia made me—I will 
not say what; I will not pollute this page 
•with a human tear. 

ii During the interval previous to Ilde- 
fonsa’s imaginary death, Annibal’s resort 
to the convent had given me opportu¬ 
nities almost undisturbed of renewing 
my persecutions. Agitated by unhappy 
love, and terrified by the unaverted 
hauntings of a being whom (supposed) 
poison could not destroy, Annibai’s vir¬ 
tue or his patience hesitated almost to 
yielding. But my business was now with 
Ippolito. 

“ Jn the commotions of that night he 

bad 
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had been wafted down the river, and the 
next day he entered Pozzoli, I know not 
with what purpose. I followed him un¬ 
perceived, and the accidental mention 
of an absurd tradition suggested a plan, 
in the event of which Ippolito was utter« 
ly subdued. 

“ While I was revolving this plan, F 
perused the papers which I had found 
in the vaults of Bellano; they ex» 
plained the mystery of the confession. 
Ascanio, whom I had pursued from the 
rock, and seen plunging in the waters, 
bruised and mangled had crawled to a 
cavern on the shore. Fishermen,, coast¬ 
ing along the isle, found him the. next 
morning ; and half through compassion, 
half through curiosity, brought him to 
their habitation, and tended him till his 
recovery, if it could be called so. While 
he lay in anguish on his bed of straw, he 
was visited, like many others, with that 
compunction which suffering produces. 
He determined to disburthen his con- 


vol. m. 


x 


science 
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science of crimes that had only brought 
him misery, and still weak and suffering, 
contrived to return to Italy. Here his 
wounds exasperated by fatigue, and his 
mental anguish increased by the terrors 
of immediate death, his reason failed 
him, and escaping from his companions, 
lie wandered a maniac in the forests of 
Apulia till nature was exhausted, and he 
expired in the cottage of a peasant, hav¬ 
ing made his confession in the short in¬ 
terval of recovered reason. This docu¬ 
ment I enclose; it will serve with others 
to identify my narrative. I hasten on. 

“ I have now but little to disclose, except 
the device which subdued Ippolito finally 
to my power. I assumed a lay disguise, 
and told a plausible tale to the principal 
inquisitor at Pozzoli. I informed him 
that a most direful suspicion brooded 
over the character of a cavalier of the 
Montorio family, who was at that time 
in Pozzoli, and of whom it became the 

holy 
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holy office to take immediate cognizance. 
I informed him, that betrayed by acci¬ 
dent into his subterranean haunts, I had 
observed there an inscription, of which 
a copy was extant in the cathedral church 
at Pozzoli (this was sufficiently true, for 
I had myself copied it as one of the deco¬ 
rations of our infernal scenery). I pro¬ 
posed, therefore, that he should be led 
by some unsuspected contrivance to the 
spot, where persons stationed for the 
purpose might note his emotions at the 
sight. To render it more striking, the 
characters were illuminated with vivid 
traces resembling blood. A number of 
gazers crowded to the spot, and his un¬ 
equivocal tokens of amaze and conscious¬ 
ness were witnessed by many who were 
uninterested in observing and reporting 
them. The success of this expedient was 
decisive ; he was immured in the Inqui¬ 
sition, where under the character of a 
person whose influence might lead him 
x 2 to 
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to confession, I had uninterrupted ac¬ 
cess to him. To render him stationary 
was the great object, another was to 
exhaust his resistance by the weariness 
of solitude and perpetual persecution. 

“ In the mean while my agents were 
busily employed in the discovery of An- 
nibal, whom at length they traced, hv 
means of his servant, to a wild hut in 
the windings of the wood. I commu¬ 
nicated my, information to the Count, 
who, in the rage of fear, commanded 
me immediately to seize and send them 
to the castle, where it Avas likely they 
would not be suffered to disturb him 
long. Of the fate of Ippolito he Avas 
perfectly careless. His injunctions, so 
far as they coincided Avith my OAvn pur¬ 
poses, I resolved to adhere to, yet the 
discovery of Annibal’s movements Avas 
not easy. The ruffians I employed, though 
hardened in horrors, recoiled from visiting 
a haunt which was said to be the abode 

of 
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of a departed spirit, and I was myself 
compelled to perform the parts of spy 
and tempter at once ; in the former I 
believe I was detected by the loss of my 
cowl. 

“ Meantime my persecutionof Ippolito 
was suspended by a commotion of the 
earth, which demolishing the tower in 
which he was confined, liberated him. 
He made his escape on board a vessel 
which was crowded with fugitives for Si¬ 
cily. The rage of the elements again, 
threw him on the shore, where I stood, 
anticipating the wreck of the vessel. I 
need not tell of his frenzied and con¬ 
vulsive submission to a power which he 
believed had controuled the elements. 
I led him to a retreat I had prepared, 
where he was soon joined by his brother, 
whose flight from the forest had been 
intercepted by ruffians I had pro¬ 
vided, and a guide I had corrupted. I 
lamented his escape to the Count; the 
lady was carried to the castle. 

<< 


Amid 
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“ Amid these horrors can it be believed 
that I feel compassion for the fate of this 
gentle, illfated woman ? The Count, on 
beholding her, felt a long extinguished 
passion for her mother revive. To gra¬ 
tify a romantic illusion of posthumous, 
passion, she was arrayed in fantastic 
splendour by the Count, and to appease 
fear and jealousy, was poisoned by his 
wife. 

I hasten on ; I seem to myself to 
cleave billows of blood, and push away, 
as I proceed, the red and weltering tides 
with either hand. I introduced my vic¬ 
tims into the castle at night. The hour 
approached. The persecution that had 
depraved their reason, and blasted their 
existence, was no longer to be resisted. 
The hour, which nothing could retard or 
avert, approached rapidly.. The Count, 
restless under the burden of added guilt, 
and augmented fear, (the blood of Ilde- 
fonsa, and the supposed flight of Anni- 
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bal) had sent for me repeatedly in the 
course of that awful term ; to facilitate 
my purpose, and prepare him for its 
event, I enjoined him an hour of solitary 
penance. I was again sent for by the 
miserable man. Agitated by the sus¬ 
pension of my purpose, I was about to 
break from him when he called me 
back. 

“ ‘ You are acquainted with my 
guilt/ said he, “ but not with its pal¬ 
liations ; I have a secret reserve of ex¬ 
piation, a hold of hope and refuge for 
some years. Amid the mass of murders 
that stained our souls, we hesitated to 
shed the innocent blood of infancy. The 
children of my brother were discovered 
in the cottage where they had been con¬ 
veyed by their faithful attendant from 
the massacre of their parents. They 
were discovered, but they were spared ; 
we purposed to rear them in obscurity 
and safety. All the first children of my 

marriage 
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marriage perished. Terrified at a cala¬ 
mity, which oar smitten consciences in¬ 
terpreted as a judgment, and willing 
to purchase the security of our bloody 
honours by an act which was pleasant to 
the vacancy of natural love, we de¬ 
termined to rear the children of my bro¬ 
ther, and to restore to them indirectly 
their lineal dignities. With the natural 
diffidence of villainy, I concealed this 
from Ascanio. I even in my letters ac¬ 
quainted him they were dead, but Ip- 
polito and Annibal are not my children^ 
they are the orphans of my brother .’ 

“ I heard him ; I heard al!; they were my 
own children —my own children, whom I 
had persecuted, corrupted, destroyed, 
tempted to murder, plunged in infamy, 
hurried to death ; they were my mm 
children ! The deed was yet undone ; I 
flew to my children’s feet to suspend it; 
I could not speak; I could not say— 
‘ Hold ! ye are my children.’ I gasped, 

1 writ Ik 
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I writhed, I howled in speechless agony, 
but I had not power to utter a sound of 
human language. They broke from me 
I fell senseless at their feet; they rushed 
to the chamber of imaginary parricide. 
When I recovered my faculties, when I 
dragged my spent limbs after them, my 
children reeve murderers ! 

“ What their father had impelled them 
to, could now be neither prevented nor 
concealed. Worlds "could not buy again 
the moment in which the blow was 
struck; but worlds shall consume away 
before he who impelled, shall finish its 
expiation. I have now no words, no 
voice of supplications p I cannot for my 
soul, whine, or beg, or bend like others 
all my powers are collected into one cry,, 
deep and piercing, and exceeding bitter, 

‘ spare my children !’ 

“ I do not adjure compassion, I'ap¬ 
peal to justice. They are not criminals , 
frenzy is not criminal. Their intellects 
x 3 were. 
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were extinguished; fatigue and sleep¬ 
lessness, and visionary horrors, and all 
the train of devilish enginery that I had 
brought against them, had impaired the 
noblest frame of faculties that ever was 
abused by the wit or malice of devils. 
They are not criminals; they were im¬ 
pelled beyond all power of human re* 
sistancethe wisest and most upright 
of you that sit there to judge them, so 
wrought on and beset, would have been 
a maniac or a murderer. How often 
have I, with the passions of a demon, 
beheld them with astonishment! How 
often have I admired the glorious strug¬ 
gles of their indignation, the convulsions 
of their virtue! And they were my chil¬ 
dren ! And all good angels slept! No 
monitory whisper, no inward shivering 
told me to pause! Their innocence, 
their friendship, exclusive and strong, 
their distance and dissimilarity from all 
the children of my brother, struck me 

with 
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no start of doubt, no thrill of conjec¬ 
ture !—No ! no ! 

“To be restored to my wife, my 
children, myself again, could not have 
bribed me to outlive this discovery ; but 
for them , and their vindication, I have 
done it. 1 intended to have gone off in 
the dark cloud of my purpose, mocking 
the wonder of mankind, and shrouding 
my retreat in the eternal train of shadowy 
fear and gloomy remembrance. But I 
am compelled to cast it-off, and to stand 
bare and shrinking in the eye of man¬ 
kind, I am compelled to say, I am the 
miserable Count of Montorio, the mi¬ 
serable husband, the most miserable oF 
fathers. I am compelled to say this, 
but 1 will at least not say it like other 
men. No, I provoke,-1 solicit punish¬ 
ment. Bury me under manacles, ma¬ 
cerate me with your tortures, let every 

hour 
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hour bring, move than the pangs of death* 
yet let roe be many hours dying. 

“ I feel my crimes deserve it; I am 
a monster, beneath whom the earth 
groans. To one demon passion I have- 
sacrificed the whole of existence; in 
revenge I butchered Verdoni, in revenge 
I murdered my wife, in revenge I—Oh !• 
let me not say—I have destroyed my 
innocent sons. I have been sated with 
revenge, and let revenge be now sated on 
me. 

“ Oh ! my sweet* noble boys! Can 
it be nature that springs up in a heart so 
blasted as mine? The thoughts of ye 
flow over its avenues so parched and 
flinty, like the first fall of Heaven's dew 
on the desert, long waste and-waterless ! 
Thoughts so new and dear, impulses so 
fresh, hopes like the first hours of vernal 
life, all must be extinguished though 
my children are spared, they are not 
spared to their father! Their miserable 

father 
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father must not see them live ! Yet live, 
my children, though not for me.—I dare 
not, I will not think.—Oh !' let me not 
be sent from the world as I have lived 

in it, cursing and despairing !” 

# # # * * 

This paper enclosed the confession of 
Ascanio and other, and equally valid 
documents of consequence. It was read 
with astonishment, but could neither be 
disputed nor distrusted. The Court sat 
late, but as almost every point of inquiry 
had been anticipated by the Count’s 
memorial, they sat rather to indulge their 
amazement in copious debate. It was 
resolved, however, immediately to secure 
the person of the Countess, to take pos¬ 
session of the estates and castle of the 
family in the name of the King, and 
to summon from, the Abruzzo, a woman 
named Teresa Zanetti, sister to the at¬ 
tendant of the Countess Erminia.; but 
she had anticipated the summons of the 

Court. 
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Court. She had heard, though imper¬ 
fectly, of the direful events in the Mon- 
torio family, and ascribing them with 
the prompt application of guilt, to the 
secret she had so iniquitously preserved, 
she hasted to Naples, to make a con¬ 
fession while yet she had the power of 
making it voluntarily. Her testimony 
was full and clear; she related that on 
the night of the Countess Erminia’s 
death, her sister, Hesperia Zanetti, pale 
and distracted, had rushed into her cot¬ 
tage, in a forest, a few miles from Mu- 
ralto ; that she had scarce breath to hint 
that her lady had perished by violence, 
and to implore shelter and safety for the 
two children she bore in her arms, when 
exhausted by fatigue and strong emotion 
she expired. Teresa amazed and ter¬ 
rified, yet forbore to take any measure 
for the preservation of the children, till 
Ascanio tracing the flight of the too 

faithful 
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faithful Hesperia, discovered them in 
Teresa’s cottage. Whether his employers 
were weary of carnage, or averse from 
the murder of infants, his instructions 
were to spare the children, but to secure 
the secrecy of the woman. This was too 
easily effected ; the woman dreaded their 
vengeance and coveted their gold; and 
when, some years afterwards, the children 
were substituted for two sons of the 
Count who had lately died, she con¬ 
ceived the restoration to their paternal 
honours was an abundant compensation 
for the concealment of their real pa¬ 
rentage. 

This awful history of human passions 
was now fully unfolded; had a witness 
of higher .dignity been required, the 
Duke di Pallerini, (whose unsuccessful 
charge had been owing to the strict¬ 
ness of his honour, and had drawn on 
him the displeasure of his sovereign,) 

was 
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was now discharged from his obliga¬ 
tion to secrecy, and was ready to attest 
that he had recognized Orazio Count 
of Montorio ia the Confessor Schs- 
moli. 


CHAP." 
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CHAP. XXIV. 

i- 


_The same 

That from your first of difference and decay 
Hath followed your sad steps 1 ■ ' ■ 

’Twas no one else, all’s cheerless, dark and deadly. 

Lear. 

Te teneam moriens deficiente manu. Tibullus. 

And thy dear hand with, dying ardour press. 

Grainger. 

Over a train of events so momentous, 
so complicated, so mysterious, the judi¬ 
cial Court paused in total perplexity of 
judgment, in wonder which excluded 
decision. There was no precedent to 
direct them, no prescribed rule to apply 

V* 
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to such an emergency, indignation was 
distracted by a diversity of depravity, 
and justice suspended by unresisted com¬ 
passion. 

At first, the guilt was so obvious and 
enormous, that a sentence of unqualified 
severity was pronounced against all the 
criminals. At this dreadful intelligence 
the families of Amaldi and Alberotti, 
accompanied by the most distinguished 
of the nobility, hastened to the palace, 
and throwing themselves at the feet of 
the King, implored him not to bury in 
ruin and disgrace, a family whose high 
and extensive connections would dif¬ 
fuse mourning and consternation through 
Italy. Even the family of Verdoni ge¬ 
nerously pleaded for its enemy, and the 
Court was required to revise its sen¬ 
tence. 

Ippolito and Annibal waked from their 
horrible dream, and found themselves, 
murderers without the vindication of re¬ 
sistless 
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sistless necessity, or the authority of 
divine commission. They were soon 
acquainted with the real agent and cause 
of their crime, and the diminished bur¬ 
then of parricide was the first impulse that 
gave motion or relief to their stupid and 
stagnated dejection. 

They sunk on their knees in gratitude. 
Before this period they had neither 
spoken nor moved, since their entrance 
within the walls of St. Elmo, except 
when the officers searching Annibal, 
found and attempted to take from him 
the picture of Udefonsa, then he shrieked 
fearfully, and his convulsive resistance 
became so furious, that they were com¬ 
pelled to release it; from that moment 
he sat in the same posture, grasping, it 
firmly with one hand, but apparently un¬ 
conscious of what he held. 

Ippolito emerged into reason first; the 
officers of the prison, to whom the gene¬ 
ral impulse of strong compassion extend¬ 
ed, 
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cd, permitted the brothers to meet with¬ 
out witnesses, or any of the vexatious 
restraints of confinements. On their first 
meeting, Ippolito's tears dropped on a 
vacant and insensible countenance; but 
in a short time Annibal appeared sensible 
of some pleasure from his brother’s pre¬ 
sence, and held out the hand of silent 
kindness on his departure; and at length, 
though slowly, recovered his faculties 
uninjured. 

They were constantly together; frater¬ 
nal fondness brightened even the gloom 
of a prison and the terrors of guilt; but 
they had many dark hours. Annibal, 
ruined in love as well as in hope and ex¬ 
istence, was the more dejected of the 
two, and the soothing remembrances of 
passion were darkened by the imminent 
horrors of incest. He had stronger mo¬ 
tives, moral motives for his depression 
than Ippolito; the latter had consented 
to guilt in a convulsion of passion, the 

forraet 
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former from a conviction of reason, of 
reason, though perverted, strongly ex¬ 
erted. Ippolito, therefore, for the per¬ 
petration of the crime felt only ordinary 
compunction, while Annibal's was min¬ 
gled with a kind of gloomy disappoint¬ 
ment, that the supposed agent of heaven 
was only the victim of a monstrous illu¬ 
sion. 

‘‘ It was in one of those dreary con¬ 
ferences that melancholy seeks her solace 
and her food from, that the door of the 
apartment was thrown open, and a form 
glided in, so faint, so fragile, so hardly 
visible, that while Ippolito clasped it in 
liis arms, he almost doubted the evidence 
of his touch. It was the face of Cyprian, 
but the form of a woman. “ I am no 
longer Cyprian,” it murmured; “ Cy¬ 
prian was the guardian of your inno¬ 
cence, but for him there is no longer any 
employment: let me assume my original 
name and form, they are disastrous, and 
therefore are better suited to this hour. 

I am 
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I am Rosolia di Valozzi, who loved you, 
who lived for you, whose last proof of 
most unhappy love is to die with you !” 

Ippolito wondered and believed. He 
held to his heart that rare and wonderous 
woman, who disguising her sex and ha¬ 
zarding her life, had quitted the convent 
where, in the anguish of love contending 
with religion, she had assumed the veil, 
and entering into the family of Mon¬ 
tano, in the page had sustained the suf¬ 
ferings, without the hope, of love ; had 
devoted herself to the amelioration of 
Tppolito’s mind and character, without 
the solace of being even known to him ; 
and now that all effort was fruitless, and 
all hope extinct, came, amid the horrors 
of a prison and the certainty of her own 
direful punishment, to obey the last im¬ 
pulse of love that was “strong as death.’* 
In penitence for her apostacy, she had 
resolved to pursue her arduous task, un¬ 
cheered by the gratitude, unrepaid by 

the 
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the affection of him for whom she toiled, 
and watched, and wept. She resolved 
never to disclose her sex or her name, or 
violate the purity of a vestal passion, by 
subsisting it on the grosser food of earthly 
love. She lived unknown, she wept un- 
, pitied, she loved unrequited. 

“The only indulgence I allowed my¬ 
self,” said she, “ was sometimes to read 
to you fragments that described the life 
and passion of a votarist of unhappy 
love. They were my own; she whom I 
described as thus loving, and thus suf¬ 
fering, was myself. I could not refuse 
myself the compassion you sometimes 
gave to sufferings, of which the- victim 
was so near and yet unknown; I loved 
to feed sick fancy with sounds that could 
no longer excite guilty hope, or flatter 
desire; I loved to hear myself bewailed 
as dead, and triumph in the sad resolu¬ 
tion that sought only the solace of vain 
and posthumous pity,” 


Annibal 
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Annibal now recognizing Rosolia, ask ¬ 
ed an explanation of that mysterious night 
when she wept, over the picture of Ilde* 
fonsa, but could net disclose the fate of 
the original? “ Ildefonsaand I,’’said Ro- 
solia, “ were educated in the same con¬ 
vent; melancholy and enthusiasm endear-, 
ed us to each other; she was the confi¬ 
dant of my fatal love, she was the assist¬ 
ant of my escape. When I saw you wor¬ 
shiping her picture, I endeavoured to dis¬ 
suade you from searching for her, for I 
believed by that time she had assumed 
the veil, and that your search was hope¬ 
less.”—“ Would it had been so!” said 
Annibal retiring, but grasping the pic¬ 
ture still. “ But we, my love,” said 
Rosolia, “ we must have done with softer 
thoughts ; that time is gone by ; we are 
for the dark hour, for the valley of the 
shadow of death ! Oh ! if beyond that 
misty vacancy that spreads before us, 
some bright and peculiar world, some 

unearthly 
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unearthly tract should be disclosed, "where 
no obstructions cold and dark shall mar 
the passion of immortals, where it will 
be no crime to lovel”—Alas, my love!’* 
said Ippolito, “are these dreams of bliss 
for a murderer?”—“ Or for an apostate!” 
shrieked Rosolia. “ Oh ! I have gone 
too far.” They wept in each other’s 
arms. “ I thought my last moment of 
weakness was past,” said Rosolia-; “Oh! 
I feel they will never cease while I gaze 
on you. Might I dare to say it; surely 
I would say I have loved thee with an 
immortal love ; anguish, and fear, and 
disappointment, the death of love, it 
bore them all, it mocked at calamity, 
and it survives in death. Ippolito ! Oh, 
Ippolito!” she cried, drowned in the 
luxury of sorrowful passion, “Oh, how 
I love you at this moment!”—“ But 
shall we indeed meet again, Rosolia?” 
said the sad Ippolito, “ shall we see each 
other with these eyes? shall I behold 
vol. hi. y vou 
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you in that form again, and know it, 
llosolia, or rather Cyprian, my better 
angel, my little benignant guardian, shall 
I know you in those bright worlds where 
all are so like what j’ou would have been 
to me —“ Oh ! those words recal me,” 
said Rosolia, “ these hours demand other 
thoughts, high, and solemn, and un¬ 
earthly. Kneel with me, my beloved, 
we are for the dark and awful conflict of 
the soul, for the depths of prostration 
and the strife of prayer! Kneel with 
me, my beloved! I feel my strength will 
just support me till your pardon is assured 
by penitence, and your spirit is free as 
those that have never erred.” 

They were about to kneel, and Anni- 
bal knelt too in his solitary recess, still 
holding to his wasted heart the picture 
of Ildefonsa, when Ippolito starting, 
caught Rosolia to his heart, and held 
her long and fervently. 

“ Let me,” said he, “ give this mo¬ 
ment, 
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ment, this one moment to human thought, 
this one tear to human remembrance! 
Oh, Cyprian.! Cyprian ! think of those 
times when happy and innocent’'—(his 
voice was lost.) “ Oh ! think of some¬ 
thing unutterably fond and soft for this 
one moment, think of all that is rising 
in rnv heart this moment, think human 
thoughts, and melt with me in human 
sorrow, my love 1 my faithful love 1 my 
fond, dying love 1” he repeated, min¬ 
gling the tears and kisses of rapture and. 
anguish, too sweet and bitter for words. 
The vestal struggled in vain with the 
madness of the moment. They remained 
locked in wiki ami speechless fondness. 
Annibal, lost in prayer, dared not to 
look on them : he could not look on the 
picture. 

At this moment the doors of the apart¬ 
ment unfolded, and the officer who pre¬ 
sided over that tower of the prison where 
the brothers were confined, entered with 
y 2 the 
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the air of a man who is rejoiced to com¬ 
municate joy, and announced the altered 
sentence ot the court. Ippolito and 
Annibal were pardoned, hut required to 
leave Italy for ever. Orazio, Count of 
Montorio, was doomed to death; the 
estates, the castles, and the palaces of 
the family were confiscated, the title ex¬ 
tinguished and erased from the list of 
nobility, and,the name forbidden to be 
revived or borne within the territories of 
Naples. 

“ But his life is spared V' cried Rosolia, 
sinking at Ippolito’s feet. She was raised ' 
but to linger for a few days of resigned 
misery ; the shock of. sudden joy had 
been .finally fatal to a frame worn to a 
shadow with strong emotion, and trem¬ 
bling with precarious existence. During 
this interval, she mentioned the harmless ’ 
advantage she had taken of Ippolito's 
visionary temper in her introduction to 
him; it was her face that he beheld in 

the 
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the glass, when drawing off her mask, 
she looked over his shoulder. It was* 
she, too, who alarmed by his language 
at Naples, had sent the officers of justice 
to Muralto, not to apprehend, but to 
protect him from a danger she could not 
define. But these, and all other subjects 
of temporal consideration, vanished as 
her dying hour drew nigh ; it drew nigh 
with darkness and doubt, her religious 
impressions awoke, and she dreaded that 
her mortal love had carried her too far. 
Yet still she clung to the sight and image 
of Ippolito, and when she could no longer 
see, she extended her cold hand to him, 
even when she was no longer sensible of 
the pressure; her lips still endeavoured 
to murmur his name, till sense, andi 
thought, and life were extinguished^, 

and the victim of love was no more l 
* * * # •* 

There was a different death-bed scene 
exhibited at the castle of Muralto. The 
y 3 officers- 
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officers of justice, with decent reluctance; 
proceeded to announce the demolition of 
the honours, the name, and the wealth 
of the house of Montorio to its surviving 
representaive. Thay were ushered into- 
the sumptuous chamber, where, amid 
her family- who wept, her physicians who 
consulted, and priests who prayed, the 
Countess lay extended on her bed, with 
death in her face, and a stern tranquil¬ 
lity on her brow. 

The officers, with many pauses, pro¬ 
nounced the sentence of the law. The 
Countess was silent. “ Madonna,” said- 
her confessor, “do you hear-what the 
officers of justice have pronounced ?”— 
“ Who is it that addresses me ?” said the 
Countess. “ It is your confessor,” said- 
the priest. “ Has he forgotten that the 
Countess of Montorio-will be addressed' 
by no other title?” said she with a haugh¬ 
tiness of tone that contended with death. 
“That title, Lady, is no longer yours,”' 

said 
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said one of the officers. “ What does 
he say ?” said the Countess faintly. “ He 
tells you the truth,” said the confessor 
with energy. “ Lady, it is a solemn' 
hour ; I adjure you to recal your 
thoughts, and meditate rather your peace 
with heaven. ”— “Your wealth and estates 
are confiscated,” said a harsh and igno¬ 
rant priest; “your palaces and your 
pomp are levelled with the dust; your—” 
“And our name, our title," said the 
Countess. There was a deep silence. 
“ The name, the title of Montorio,” she 
repeated, suddenly rising from her pil¬ 
low, her eyes darting fire, and her voice 
thrilling with the energy of passiom 
“ They are extinguished for ever,” said 
one of the attendants. The Countess 
fell back on the bed; her face was con¬ 
cealed, but a convulsed and broken sound 
murmuring through the stillness of the 
chamber, announced the awful dissolu¬ 
tion of guilty ambition. 

####**■# 


Since 
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Since the hour of his confinement, the- 
Count Montprio had been allowed no re¬ 
mission, no indulgence. He had re¬ 
quired none; when the attendants entered 
his apartment, they found him engaged 
in writing so deeply that lie never raised,’ 
his head, or seemed sensible of their pre¬ 
sence. From the time it was finished, 
he appeared restless and agitated, but; 
still silent. The sentinel who watched 
at his door heard him pace his chamber 
all night; but from the time that the 
final sentence of the court was known, 
he became profoundly still. 

His only request was to see his sons, 
and this was urged with such earnest and 
unceasing vehemence, that at length it 
was accorded. The night previous to 
that appointed for his death, his sons 
were conducted to his apartment. The 
scene was solemn, The dark habits, the 
clank of chains,, the heavy tread of the 
armed sentinels, the cheerless and fune¬ 
real 
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real light of the torches, the rush of sud¬ 
den motion breaking on tlie silence of' 
night and a prison, and that hushed 
again, hushed by the pause of breathless 
passion that followed, were impressed for 
ever on the minds of the witnesses. 

The children knelt to ask a blessing of 
their father, the wretched father knelt to 
ask forgiveness of his children. Some' 
of the attendants wept aloud, and the 
sternest turned aside and veiled their 
faces. 

During an interval of two hours not a 
coherent sentence was uttered, all were 
cries of mingled anguish, and sentences 
broken by bursts; the sorrow of late 
and unavailing recognition lost in the 
deeper distress of inevitable separation. 
Orazio lacerated the feelings of his chil¬ 
dren by perpetual prostrations, and the 
harrowing spectacle of paternal humilia¬ 
tion ; these, when they could not pre¬ 
vent, they partook, and sunk together 

with 
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with him on the ground, from which he 
could not; be raised. As the hour of 
separation, prolonged by cruel indul¬ 
gence, arrived, the distress grew more 
terrible; he would not be torn from his 
boys, on whom he called as he alternately 
embraced them in every sound in the 
compass of distress, from the smothered, 
tremulous murmur that is lost in sobs, 
to the ceaseless, shapeless, maniac yell 
of misery, that stuns the ear, and hears 
nothing but its own despair. The at¬ 
tendants faultering approached. With 
the shriek and grasp of a mother, he 
held his children to his breast, folding 
bis mantle, and bending over them with 
the unconscious provision of fear. 

The sons, as they yet clung to the 
embraces of death, felt themselves bathed 
in their father’s blood ! They recoiled ; 
his agony had hurst one of the larger 
vessels, and the blood gushed from his. 
mouth in torrents. Tire prisoners were 

removed. 
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removed, the medical attendants of the 
prison were summoned, and the monks 
who assist and exhort the criminals has¬ 
tened to the chamber of the dying man. 
Ippolito and Annibal knelt at the door ; 
his broken and blood-stifled groans were 
fearful. They stopt their ears, and turned 
their asking faces to the attendants, who, 
horror-smote and dumb, quitted the 
apartment every moment. At length a 
priest who crossed himself came forth to 
order the bells of St. Elmo to toll, while 
Ire proceeded to the chapel to read the 
prayers for those who are in the agonies 
of death. The brothers grasped his habit, 
but they could not speak. “ Release 
me,” said the monk, “ I would pray ; I 
have beheld a sight which has left me no 
power but of prayer.” They held him 
still. “ When all is over,” said he, 
moving from them, “ you will hear the 
toll of a bell that announces the sufferer 

for 
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for whom we pray is no more.” They 

listened ; all was still for a moment. 

#*#**■# 

A low and general murmur broke from 
the chamber of death. The bell tolled : 
the brothers prostrated themselves, and 
prayed for the departing soul. The at¬ 
tendants passed out. “ Did you hear 
the last words he uttered r” said the go- 
vernor of St. Elmo to the principal con¬ 
fessor. “ I could not hear his confes¬ 
sion,” said the priest. “ It was no con¬ 
fession,” said the governor; “ the words 
were, ‘ The last of the Montorios has 
not perished on a scaffold. ’ ” 

“Such,” said the narrator, “ was the 
fall of the Montorio family, in whose 
fall the dispensation of a higher hand is 
visible to the most weak and limited eye. 
He who sought his own elevation, and 
the aggrandizement of his children, was 
defeated and destroyed by him whom he 

had 
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had sacrificed to his ambitious wicked¬ 
ness. He who sought vengeance as atro¬ 
cious as the crime that provoked it, found 
it poured out on his own children ; and 
they who desired the knowledge of things 
concealed from man, found their pursuit 
accompanied by guilt, and terminated 
by misery and punishment. 

“ Of the rest of the family there is 
little to be known ; the daughters entered 
into convents, and the sons into foreign 
service under assumed names ; but 'the 
unhappy men whose story I have related, 
were every where distinguished by their 
silent bravery, their solemn melancholy, 
their lovely affection for each other, and 
their reluctance to the society of women.” 


FINIS. 


